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About Thackeray:

Thackeray, an only child, was born in Calcutta, India, where his father,
Richmond Thackeray (1 September 1781 D 13 September 1815), held the
high rank of secretary to the board of revenue in the British East India
Company. His mother, Anne Becher (1792D1864second daughter of
John Harman Becher,a writer for the EastIndia Company, and his wife
Harriet), married Richmond Thackeray on 13 October 1810 after being
sent to India in 1809.Shewas sent abroad after being told that the man
she loved, Henry Carmichael-Smyth, had died. This was not true, but
her family wanted a better marriage for her than with Carmichael-
Smyth, a military man. The truth was unexpectedly revealed in 1812,
when Richmond Thackeray unwittingly invited to dinner the sup-
posedly dead Carmichael-Smyth. Richmond Thackeray, born at South
Mimms, went to India at the age of sixteen to assume his duties as
writer. By 1804 he had fathered a daughter by a native mistress, the
mother and daughter being named in his will. Such liaisons being com-
mon among gentlemen of the East India Company, it formed no bar to
his courting and marrying Anne Becher.After Richmond's death, Henry
Carmichael-Smyth married Anne in 1818and they returned to England
the next year. William had beensentto England earlier, at the age of five,
with a short stopover at St. Helena where the imprisoned Napoleon was
pointed out to him. He was educated at schools in Southampton and
Chiswick and then at Charterhouse School, where he was a close friend
of John Leech. He disliked Charterhouse, parodying it in his later fiction
as "Slaughterhouse." lliness in his last year there (during which he re-
portedly grew to his full height of 6'3") postponed his matriculation at
Trinity College, Cambridge, until February 1829.Never too keen on aca-
demic studies, he left the University in 1830.He travelled for some time
on the continent, visiting Paris and Weimar, where he met Goethe. He
returned to England and beganto study law at the Middle Temple, but
soon gave that up. On reaching twenty-one, he cameinto his inheritance,
but he squandered much of it on gambling and by funding two unsuc-
cessful newspapers, The National Standard and The Constitutional,
which he had hoped to write for. He also lost a good part of his fortune
in the collapse of two Indian banks. Forced to consider a profession to
support himself, he turned first to art, which he studied in Paris, but he
did not pursue it, exceptin later years as the illustrator of some of his
own novels and other writings. Thackeray's years of semi-idlenessended
after he met and, on 20 August 1836, married Isabella Gethin Shawe
(1816-1893),second daughter of Matthew Shawe, a colonel, who had



died after extraordinary service, primarily in India, and his wife, Isabella
Creagh. The marriage appears to have been a very happy one, though
beset by problems (an overbearing mother-in-law and sickness). Their
three daughters were Anne lIsabella (1837-1919),Jane (1837; died at 8
months) and Harriet Marian (1840-1875)He now began "writing for his
life," as he put it, turning to journalism in an effort to support his young
family. He primarily worked for Fraser's Magazine, a sharp-witted and
sharp-tongued conservative publication, for which he produced art criti-
cism, short fictional sketches,and two longer fictional works, Catherine
and The Luck of Barry Lyndon. Later, through his connection to the il-
lustrator John Leech, he began writing for the newly created Punch
magazine, where he published The Snob Papers, later collected as The
Book of Snobs.This work popularized the modern meaning of the word
“snob." Meanwhile tragedy struck in his personal life as his wife suc-
cumbed to depression after the birth of their third child. Finding he
could get no work done at home, he spent more and more time away,
until September 1840, when he noticed how grave her condition was
and, struck by guilt, he took his ailing wife to Ireland. During the cross-
ing she threw herself from a water-closet into the sea (from which she
was rescued). They fled back home after a four-week domestic battle
with her mother. From November 1840to February 1842shewas in and
out of professional care, her condition waxing and waning. In the long
run she deteriorated into a permanent state of detachment from reality,
unaware of the world around her. Thackeray desperately sought cures
for her, but nothing worked, and she ended up confined in a home near
Paris, where she remained until 1893, outliving her husband by thirty
years. After his wife's illness, Thackeray became a de facto widower,
never establishing another permanent relationship. He did pursue other
women, in particular Mrs. JaneBrookfield and Sally Baxter. In 1851 Mr.
Brookfield barred Thackeray from further visits to or correspondence
with Jane,while Baxter, an American twenty years his junior whom he
met in New York City in 1852,married another man in 1855.In the early
1840s, Thackeray had some successwith two travel books, The Paris
Sketch Book and The Irish Sketch Book. Later in the decade, he achieved
some notoriety with his Snob Papers,but the work that really established
his fame was the novel Vanity Fair, which first appeared in serialized in-
stallments beginning in January 1847.Even before Vanity Fair completed
its serial run, Thackeray had becomea celebrity, sought after by the very
lords and ladies he satirized and hailed as the equal of Dickens. He re-
mained "at the top of the tree," ashe put it, for the remaining decadeand



a half of his life, producing several large novels, notably Pendennis, The
Newcomes, and The History of Henry Esmond, despite various illnesses,
including a near fatal one that struck him in 1849in the middle of writ-
ing Pendennis. He twice visited the United Stateson lecture tours during
this period, and there fell in love with a young American girl, Sally Bax-
ter. Thackeray also gave lectures in London, on the English humourists
of the eighteenth century, and on the first four Hanoverian monarchs,
the latter series being published in book form as The Four Georges.In
Oxford, he stood unsuccessfully as an independent for Parliament. He
was narrowly beaten by Cardwell (1070votes, against 1005for Thacker-
ay). In 1860, Thackeray becameeditor of the newly established Cornhill
Magazine, but was never comfortable as an editor, preferring to contrib-
ute to the magazine as a columnist, producing his Roundabout Papers
for it. His health worsened during the 1850sand he was plagued by the
recurring stricture of the urethra that laid him up for days at atime. He
also felt he had lost much of his creative impetus. He worsened matters
by over-eating and drinking and avoiding exercise,though he enjoyed
horsebackriding and kept a horse. On 23 December 1863,after returning
from dining out and before dressing for bed, Thackeray suffered a stroke
and was found dead on his bed in the morning. His death at the age of
fifty-three was entirely unexpected by his family, friends, and reading
public. An estimated 7000 people attended his funeral at Kensington
Gardens. He was buried on 29 December at Kensal Green Cemetery, and
a memorial bust sculpted by Marochetti can be found in Westminster
Abbey. Source: Wikipedia
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A BIBLIOGRAPHICAL NOTE

Barry LyndonNfar from the best known, but by some critics acclaimed
asthe finest, of Thackeray's worksNappeared originally asa serial a few
years before VANITY FAIR was written; yet it was not published in book
form, and then not by itself, until after the publication of VANITY FAIR,
PENDENNIS, ESMOND and THE NEWCOMES had placed its author in
the forefront of the literary men of the day. Somany years after the event
we cannot help wondering why the story was not earlier put in book
form; for in its delineation of the character of an adventurer it is asgreat
asVANITY FAIR, while for the local colour of history, if | may put it so,
it is no undistinguished precursor of ESMOND.

In the number of FRASER'SMAGAZINE for January 1844 appeared
the first instalment of 'THE LUCK OF BARRY LYNDON, ESQ., A
ROMANCE OF THE LAST CENTURY, by FitzBoodle,' and the story
continued to appear month by monthNwith the exception of Octo-
berNup to the end of the year, when the concluding portion was signed
'G. S. FitzBoodle." FITZBOODLE'S CONFESSIONS,it should be added,
had appeared occasionally in the magazine during the years immedi-
ately precedent, so that the pseudonym was familiar to FRASER'Sread-
ers. The story was written, according to its author's own words, 'with a
great deal of dulness, unwillingness and labour,' and was evidently done
asthe instalments were required, for in August he wrote 'read for "B. L."
all the morning at the club,’ and four days later of "B. L." lying like a
nightmare on my mind." The journey to the EastNwhich was to give us
in literary results NOTES OF A JOURNEY FROM CORNHILL TO
GRAND CAIRONwas begun with BARRY LYNDON yet unfinished, for
at Malta the author noted on the first three days of NovemberN'Wrote
Barry but slowly and with great difficulty.’ "Wrote Barry with no more
successthan yesterday.' 'Finished Barry after great throes late at night.’
In the number of Fraser's for the following month, as | have said, the
conclusion appeared. A dozen years later, in 1856,the story formed the
first part of the third volume of Thackeray's MISCELLANIES, when it
was called MEMOIRS OF BARRY LYNDON, ESQ., WRITTEN BY
HIMSELF. Sincethen, it has nearly always beenissued with other mat-
ter, asthough it were not strong enough to stand alone, or asthough the
importance of a work was mainly to be gauged by the number of pages
to be crowded into one cover. The scheme of the present edition fortu-
nately allows fitting honour to be done to the memoirs of the great
adventurer.



To come from the story as a whole to the personality of the eponym-
ous hero. Three widely-differing historical individuals are suggested as
having contributed to the composite portrait. Best known of these was
that very prince among adventurers, G. J. Casanovade Seingalt, a man
who in the latter half of the eighteenth century played the part of adven-
turerNand generally that of the successful adventurerNin most of the
European capitals; who within the first five-and-twenty years of his life
had been 'abbe, secretary to Cardinal Agquaviva, ensign, and violinist, at
Rome, Constantinople, Corfu, and his own birthplace (Venice), where he
cured a senator of apoplexy.’" His autobiography, MEMOIRES ECRIT
PAR LUI MEME (in twelve volumes), has been described as 'unmatched
as a self-revelation of scoundrelism.' It has also been suggested, with |
think far lesscolour of probability, that the original of Barry was the dip-
lomatist and satiric poet Sir Charles Hanbury Williams, whom Dr John-
son described as 'our lively and elegant though too licentious lyrick
bard." The third original, and one who, there cannot be the slightest
doubt, contributed features to the great portrait, is a certain Andrew
Robinson Stoney, afterwards Stoney- Bowes.

The original of the Countess Lyndon was Mary Eleanor Bowes, Dow-
ager Countess of Strathmore, and heiressof a very wealthy Durham fam-
ily. This lady had many suitors, but in 1777 Stoney, a bankrupt lieuten-
ant on half pay, who had fought a duel on her behalf, induced her to
marry him, and subsequently hyphenated her name with his own. He
becamemember of Parliament, and ran such extravagant coursesasdoes
Barry Lyndon, treated his wife with similar barbarity, abducted her
when she had escapedfrom him, and then, after being divorced, found
his way to a debtors' prison. There are similarities here which no seeker
after originals can overlook. Mrs Ritchie saysthat her father had a friend
at Paris, 'a Mr Bowes, who may have first told him this history of which
the details are almost incredible, as quoted from the papers of the time.’
The name of Thackeray's friend is a curious coincidence, unless, as may
well have beenthe case,he was a connection of the family into which the
notorious adventurer had married. It is not unlikely that Thackeray had
seenthe work published in 1810Nthe year of Stoney-Bowes'sdeathNin
which the whole unhappy romance was set forth. This was 'THE LIVES
OF ANDREW ROBINSON BOWES ESQ., and THE COUNTESS OF
STRATHMORE. Written from thirty-three years' Professional Attend-
ance,from letters and other well authenticated Documents by Jessd-oot,
Surgeon.' In this book we find several incidents similar to ones in the
story. Bowes cut down all the timber on his wife's estate, but 'the



neighbours would not buy it." Such practical jokes as Barry Lyndon
played upon his son's tutor were played by Bowes on his chaplain. The
story of Stoney and his marriage will be found briefly given in the notice
of the Countess's life in the DICTIONARY OF NATIONAL

BIOGRAPHY.

Whence that part of the romantic interlude dealing with the stay in the
Duchy of XNN, dealt with in chapter x., etc., was inspired, Thackeray's
own note (as quoted by Mrs Ritchie) conclusively show: 'January 4,1844.
Read in a silly book called L'EMPIRE, a good story about the first K. of
Wurtemberg's wife; killed by her husband for adultery. Frederic Willi-
am, born in 1734 (?), m. in 1780 the Princess Caroline of Brunswick
Wolfenbuttel, who died the 27th September1788.For the rest of the story
see L'EMPIRE, OU DIX ANS SOUS NAPOLEON, PAR UN
CHAMBELLAN: Paris, Allardin, 1836;vol. i. 220.' The 'Captain Freny' to
whom Barry owed his adventures on his journey to Dublin (chapter iii.)
was a notorious highwayman, on whose doings Thackeray had enlarged
in the fifteenth chapter of his IRISH SKETCH BOOK.

Despite the slowness with which it was written, and the seeming neg-
lect with which it was permitted to remain unreprinted, BARRY
LYNDON was to be hailed by competent critics as one of Thackeray's
finest performances, though the author himself seemsto have had no
strong regard for the story. His daughter has recorded, 'My father once
said to me when | was a girl: "You needn't read BARRY LYNDON, you
won't like it." Indeed, it is scarcelya book to LIKE, but one to admire and
to wonder at for its consummate power and mastery.' Another novelist,
Anthony Trollope, has said of it: 'In imagination, language, construction,
and general literary capacity, Thackeray never did anything more re-
markable than BARRY LYNDON.' Mr Leslie Stephensays:'All later crit-
ics have recognised in this book one of his most powerful performances.
In directness and vigour he never surpassed it.'

W.J.



Chapter 1

MY PEDIGREE AND FAMILY -- UNDERGO THE
INFLUENCE OF THE TENDER PASSION

Since the days of Adam, there has been hardly a mischief done in this
world but a woman has been at the bottom of it. Ever since ours was a
family (and that must be very NEAR Adam's time,Nso old, noble, and il-
lustrious are the Barrys, as everybody knows) women have played a
mighty part with the destinies of our race.

| presume that there is no gentleman in Europe that has not heard of
the house of Barry of Barryogue, of the kingdom of Ireland, than which a
more famous name is not to be found in Gwillim or D'Hozier; and
though, as a man of the world, | have learned to despise heartily the
claims of some PRETENDERSto high birth who have no more genea-
logy than the lacquey who cleans my boots, and though | laugh to utter
scorn the boasting of many of my countrymen, who are all for descend-
ing from kings of Ireland, and talk of a domain no bigger than would
feed a pig asif it were a principality; yet truth compels me to assertthat
my family was the noblest of the island, and, perhaps, of the universal
world; while their possessions,now insignificant and torn from us by
war, by treachery, by the loss of time, by ancestral extravagance, by ad-
hesion to the old faith and monarch, were formerly prodigious, and em-
braced many counties, at a time when Ireland was vastly more prosper-
ous than now. | would assumethe Irish crown over my coat-of-arms, but
that there are so many silly pretenders to that distinction who bearit and
render it common.

Who knows, but for the fault of a woman, | might have beenwearing
it now? You start with incredulity. | say, why not? Had there beena gal-
lant chief to lead my countrymen, instead or puling knaves who bent the
knee to King Richard Il., they might have beenfreemen; had there beena
resolute leader to meet the murderous ruffian Oliver Cromwell, we
should have shaken off the English for ever. But there was no Barry in
the field against the usurper; on the contrary, my ancestor, Simon de



Bary, came over with the first-named monarch, and married the daugh-
ter of the then King of Munster, whose sons in battle he pitilessly slew.

In Oliver's time it was too late for a chief of the name of Barry to lift up
his war-cry against that of the murderous brewer. We were princes of
the land no longer; our unhappy race had lost its possessionsa century
previously, and by the most shameful treason. This | know to be the fact,
for my mother has often told me the story, and besideshad worked it in
a worsted pedigree which hung up in the yellow saloon at Barryville
where we lived.

That very estate which the Lyndons now possessin Ireland was once
the property of my race.Rory Barry of Barryogue owned it in Elizabeth's
time, and half Munster beside. The Barry was always in feud with the
O'Mahonys in those times; and, asit happened, a certain English colonel
passedthrough the former's country with a body of men-at-arms, on the
very day when the O'Mahonys had made an inroad upon our territories,
and carried off a frightful plunder of our flocks and herds.

This young Englishman, whose name was Roger Lyndon, Linden, or
Lyndaine, having been most hospitably received by the Barry, and find-
ing him just on the point of carrying an inroad into the O'Mahonys' land,
offered the aid of himself and his lances,and behaved himself sowell, as
it appeared, that the O'Mahonys were entirely overcome, all the Barrys'
property restored, and with it, saysthe old chronicle, twice as much of
the O'Mahonys' goods and cattle.

It was the setting in of the winter season,and the young soldier was
pressed by the Barry not to quit his house of Barryogue, and remained
there during several months, his men being quartered with Barry's own
gallowglasses, man by man in the cottagesround about. They conducted
themselves, asis their wont, with the most intolerable insolence towards
the Irish; so much so, that fights and murders continually ensued, and
the people vowed to destroy them.

The Barry's son (from whom | descend)was as hostile to the English as
any other man on his domain; and, asthey would not go when bidden,
he and his friends consulted together and determined on destroying
these English to a man.

But they had let a woman into their plot, and this was the Barry's
daughter. Shewas in love with the English Lyndon, and broke the whole
secretto him; and the dastardly English prevented the just massacreof
themselves by falling on the Irish, and destroying Phaudrig Barry, my



ancestor, and many hundreds of his men. The cross at Barrycross near
Carrignadihioul is the spot where the odious butchery took place.

Lyndon married the daughter of Roderick Barry, and claimed the es-
tate which he left: and though the descendantsof Phaudrig were alive, as
indeed they are in my person,! on appealing to the English courts, the es-
tate was awarded to the Englishman, as has ever been the casewhere
English and Irish were concerned.

Thus, had it not beenfor the weaknessof awoman, | should have been
born to the possessionof those very estateswhich afterwards cameto me
by merit, as you shall hear. But to proceed with my family, history.

My father was well known to the best circles in this kingdom, asin
that of Ireland, under the name of Roaring Harry Barry. He was bred like
many other young sons of genteel families to the profession of the law,
being articled to a celebrated attorney of Sackville Street in the city of
Dublin; and, from his great genius and aptitude for learning, there is no
doubt he would have made an eminent figure in his profession, had not
his social qualities, love of field-sports, and extraordinary gracesof man-
ner, marked him out for a higher sphere. While he was attorney's clerk
he kept seven race-horses,and hunted regularly both with the Kildare
and Wicklow hunts; and rode on his grey horse Endymion that famous
match against Captain Punter, which is still remembered by lovers of the
sport, and of which | caused a splendid picture to be made and hung
over my dining-hall mantelpiece at Castle Lyndon. A year afterwards he
had the honour of riding that very horse Endymion before his late
Majesty King George ll. at New-market, and won the plate there and the
attention of the august sovereign.

Although he was only the second son of our family, my dear father
came naturally into the estate (now miserably reduced to L400 a year);
for my grandfather's eldest son Cornelius Barry (called the Chevalier
Borgne, from a wound which he received in Germany) remained con-
stant to the old religion in which our family was educated, and not only
served abroad with credit, but against His Most Sacred Majesty George
Il. in the unhappy Scotchdisturbances in '45. We shall hear more of the
Chevalier hereatfter.

For the conversion of my father | have to thank my dear mother, Miss
Bell Brady, daughter of Ulysses Brady of Castle Brady, county Kerry,

1.As we have never been able to find proofs of the marriage of my ancestor
Phaudrig with his wife, | make no doubt that Lyndon destroyed the contract, and
murdered the priest and witnesses of the marriage.NB. L.
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Esquire and J.P.Shewas the most beautiful woman of her day in Dublin,
and universally called the Dasher there. Seeing her at the assembly, my
father became passionately attached to her; but her soul was above mar-
rying a Papist or an attorney's clerk; and so, for the love of her, the good
old laws being then in force, my dear father slipped into my uncle
Cornelius's shoes and took the family estate. Besides the force of my
mother's bright eyes, several persons, and of the genteelest society too,
contributed to this happy change; and | have often heard my mother
laughingly tell the story of my father's recantation, which was solemnly
pronounced at the tavern in the company of Sir Dick Ringwood, Lord
Bagwig, Captain Punter, and two or three other young sparks of the
town. Roaring Harry won 300 piecesthat very night at faro, and laid the
necessaryinformation the next morning against his brother; but his con-
version caused a coolness between him and my uncle Corney, who
joined the rebels in consequence.

This great difficulty being settled, my Lord Bagwig lent my father his
own yacht, then lying at the Pigeon House, and the handsome Bell Brady
was induced to run away with him to England, although her parents
were against the match, and her lovers (as | have heard her tell many
thousands of times) were among the most numerous and the most
wealthy in all the kingdom of Ireland. They were married at the Savoy,
and my grandfather dying very soon, Harry Barry, Esquire, took posses-
sion of his paternal property and supported our illustrious name with
credit in London. He pinked the famous Count Tiercelin behind
Montague House, he was a member of 'White's," and a frequenter of all
the chocolate-houses;and my mother, likewise, made no small figure. At
length, after his great day of triumph before His SacredMajesty at New-
market, Harry's fortune was just on the point of being made, for the gra-
cious monarch promised to provide for him. But alas! he was taken in
charge by another monarch, whose will have no delay or denial,Nby
Death, namely, who seized upon my father at Chester races,leaving me
a helpless orphan. Peacebe to his ashes!He was not faultless, and dissip-
ated all our princely family property; but he was as brave a fellow as
ever tossed a bumper or called a main, and he drove his coach-and- six
like a man of fashion.

| do not know whether His gracious Majesty was much affected by
this sudden demise of my father, though my mother says he shed some
royal tears on the occasion. But they helped us to nothing: and all that
was found in the house for the wife and creditors was a purse of ninety
guineas, which my dear mother naturally took, with the family plate,
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and my father's wardrobe and her own; and putting them into our great
coach,drove off to Holyhead, whence she took shipping for Ireland. My
father's body accompanied us in the finest hearse and plumes money
could buy; for though the husband and wife had quarrelled repeatedly
in life, yet at my father's death his high- spirited widow forgot all her dif-
ferences, gave him the grandest funeral that had been seenfor many a
day, and erecteda monument over his remains (for which | subsequently
paid), which declared him to be the wisest, purest, and most affectionate
of men.

In performing these sad duties over her deceasedlord, the widow
spent almost every guinea she had, and, indeed, would have spent a
great deal more, had she discharged one-third of the demands which the
ceremonies occasioned. But the people around our old house of Barry-
ogue, although they did not like my father for his change of faith, yet
stood by him at this moment, and were for exterminating the mutes sent
by Mr. Plumer of London with the lamented remains. The monument
and vault in the church were then, alas! all that remained of my vast pos-
sessions;for my father had sold every stick of the property to one Not-
ley, an attorney, and we received but a cold welcome in his houseNa
miserable old tumble-down place it was. 2

The splendour of the funeral did not fail to increasethe widow Barry's
reputation asawoman of spirit and fashion; and when she wrote to her
brother Michael Brady, that worthy gentleman immediately rode across
the country to fling himself in her arms, and to invite her in his wife's
name to Castle Brady.

Mick and Barry had quarrelled, as all men will, and very high words
had passed between them during Barry's courtship of Miss Bell. When
he took her off, Brady swore he would never forgive Barry or Bell; but
coming to London in the year '46, he fell in once more with Roaring
Harry, and lived in his fine house in Clarges Street,and lost a few pieces
to him at play, and broke a watchman's head or two in his company,Nall
of which reminiscences endeared Bell and her son very much to the
good-hearted gentleman, and he received us both with open arms. Mrs.
Barry did not, perhaps wisely, at first make known to her friends what
was her condition; but arriving in a huge gilt coach with enormous

2.In another part of his memoir Mr. Barry will be found to describe this mansion as
one of the most splendid palaces in Europe; but this is a practice not unusual with his
nation; and with respect to the Irish principality claimed by him, it is known that Mr.
Barry's grandfather was an attorney and maker of his own fortune.
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armorial bearings, was taken by her sister- in-law and the rest of the
county for a person of considerable property and distinction. For atime,
then, and as was right and proper, Mrs. Barry gave the law at Castle
Brady. She ordered the servants to and fro, and taught them, what in-
deed they much wanted, a little London neatness;and 'English Red-
mond," as| was called, was treated like a little lord, and had a maid and
a footman to himself; and honest Mick paid their wages,Nwhich was
much more than he was used to do for his own domestics,Ndoing all in
his power to make his sister decently comfortable under her afflictions.
Mamma, in return, determined that, when her affairs were arranged, she
would make her kind brother a handsome allowance for her son's main-
tenance and her own; and promised to have her handsome furniture
brought over from Clarges Street to adorn the somewhat dilapidated
rooms of Castle Brady.

But it turned out that the rascally landlord seized upon every chair
and table that ought by rights to have belonged to the widow. The estate
to which | was heir was in the hands of rapacious creditors; and the only
means of subsistence remaining to the widow and child was a rent-
charge of L50 upon my Lord Bagwig's property, who had many turf-
dealings with the deceased.And so my dear mother's liberal intentions
towards her brother were of course never fulfilled.

It must be confessed, very much to the discredit of Mrs. Brady of
Castle Brady, that when her sister-in-law's poverty was thus made mani-
fest, sheforgot all the respectwhich she had beenaccustomedto pay her,
instantly turned my maid and man-servant out of doors, and told Mrs.
Barry that she might follow them assoon asshe chose.Mrs. Mick was of
a low family, and a sordid way of thinking; and after about a couple of
years (during which she had saved almost all her little income) the wid-
ow complied with Madam Brady's desire. At the sametime, giving way
to a just though prudently dissimulated resentment, she made a vow
that she would never enter the gates of Castle Brady while the lady of
the house remained alive within them.

She fitted up her new abode with much economy and considerable
taste,and never, for all her poverty, abated a jot of the dignity which was
her due and which all the neighbourhood awarded to her. How, indeed,
could they refuse respectto alady who had lived in London, frequented
the most fashionable society there, and had been presented (as she sol-
emnly declared) at Court? These advantages gave her a right which
seemsto be pretty unsparingly exercisedin Ireland by those natives who
have it,Nthe right of looking down with scorn upon all persons who
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have not had the opportunity of quitting the mother-country and inhab-
iting England for a while. Thus, whenever Madam Brady appeared
abroad in a new dress, her sister-in-law would say, 'Poor creature! how
can it be expected that she should know anything of the fashion?' And
though pleasedto be called the handsome widow, asshewas, Mrs. Barry
was still better pleased to be called the English widow.

Mrs. Brady, for her part, was not slow to reply: sheused to say that the
defunct Barry was a bankrupt and a beggar; and as for the fashionable
society which he saw, he saw it from my Lord Bagwig's side-table,
whose flatterer and hanger-on he was known to be. Regarding Mrs.
Barry, the lady of Castle Brady would make insinuations still more pain-
ful. However, why should we allude to these charges,or rake up private
scandal of a hundred years old? It was in the reign of George Il that the
above-named personageslived and quarrelled; good or bad, handsome
or ugly, rich or poor, they are all equal now; and do not the Sunday pa-
pers and the courts of law supply us every week with more novel and in-
teresting slander?

At any rate, it must be allowed that Mrs. Barry, after her husband's
death and her retirement, lived in such a way as to defy slander. For
whereas Bell Brady had beenthe gayestgirl in the whole county of Wex-
ford, with half the bachelors at her feet, and plenty of smiles and encour-
agement for every one of them, Bell Barry adopted a dignified reserve
that almost amounted to pomposity, and was asstarch asany Quakeress.
Many a man renewed his offers to the widow, who had been smitten by
the charms of the spinster; but Mrs. Barry refused all offers of marriage,
declaring that shelived now for her son only, and for the memory of her
departed saint.

'Saint forsooth!" said ill-natured Mrs. Brady.

'‘Harry Barry was asbig a sinner asever was known; and 'tis notorious
that he and Bell hated eachother. If shewon't marry now, depend on it,
the artful woman has a husband in her eye for all that, and only waits
until Lord Bagwig is a widower.'

And suppose she did, what then? Was not the widow of a Barry fit to
marry with any lord of England? and was it not always said that a wo-
man was to restore the fortunes of the Barry family? If my mother fan-
cied that SHE was to be that woman, | think it was a perfectly justifiable
notion on her part; for the Earl (my godfather) was always most attentive
to her: | never knew how deeply this notion of advancing my interests in
the world had taken possessionof mamma's mind, until his Lordship's
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marriage in the year '57 with Miss Goldmore, the Indian nabob's rich
daughter.

Meanwhile we continued to reside at Barryville, and, considering the
smallness of our income, kept up a wonderful state. Of the half- dozen
families that formed the congregation at Brady's Town, there was not a
single person whose appearancewas so respectableasthat of the widow,
who, though she always dressed in mourning, in memory of her de-
ceasedhusband, took carethat her garments should be made so asto set
off her handsome person to the greatest advantage; and, indeed, | think,
spent six hours out of every day in the week in cutting, trimming, and al-
tering them to the fashion. She had the largest of hoops and the hand-
somest of furbelows, and once a month (under my Lord Bagwig's cover)
would come a letter from London containing the newest accounts of the
fashions there. Her complexion was so brilliant that she had no call to
use rouge, aswas the mode in those days. No, sheleft red and white, she
said (and hence the reader may imagine how the two ladies hated each
other) to Madam Brady, whose yellow complexion no plaster could alter.
In a word, she was so accomplished a beauty, that all the women in the
country took pattern by her, and the young fellows from ten miles round
would ride over to Castle Brady church to have the sight of her.

But if (like every other woman that ever | saw or read of) she was
proud of her beauty, to do her justice she was still more proud of her
son, and has said a thousand times to me that | was the handsomest
young fellow in the world. This is a matter of taste. A man of sixty may,
however, say what he was at fourteen without much vanity, and | must
say | think there was some cause for my mother's opinion. The good
soul's pleasure was to dress me; and on Sundays and holidays | turned
out in a velvet coat with a silver-hilted sword by my side and a gold
garter at my knee, asfine asany lord in the land. My mother worked me
several most splendid waistcoats, and | had plenty of lace for my ruffles,
and a fresh riband to my hair, and aswe walked to church on Sundays,
even envious Mrs. Brady was found to allow that there was not a prettier
pair in the kingdom.

Of course, too, the lady of Castle Brady used to sneer,becauseon these
occasions a certain Tim, who used to be called my valet, followed me
and my mother to church, carrying a huge prayer-book and a cane, and
dressedin the livery of one of our own fine footmen from Clarges Street,
which, as Tim was a bandy-shanked little fellow, did not exactly become
him. But, though poor, we were gentlefolks, and not to be sneered out of
these becoming appendages to our rank; and so would march up the
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aisle to our pew with as much state and gravity asthe Lord Lieutenant's
lady and son might do. When there, my mother would give the re-
sponsesand amensin aloud dignified voice that was delightful to hear,
and, besides,had a fine loud voice for singing, which art she had perfec-
ted in London under a fashionable teacher; and she would exercise her
talent in such a way that you would hardly hear any other voice of the
little congregation which choseto join in the psalm. In fact, my mother
had great gifts in every way, and believed herself to be one of the most
beautiful, accomplished, and meritorious persons in the world. Often
and often has she talked to me and the neighbours regarding her own
humility and piety, pointing them out in such a way that | would defy
the most obstinate to disbelieve her.

When we left Castle Brady we came to occupy a house in Brady's
town, which mamma christened Barryville. | confessit was but a small
place, but, indeed, we made the most of it. | have mentioned the family
pedigree which hung up in the drawingroom, which mamma called the
yellow saloon, and my bedroom was called the pink bedroom, and hers
the orange tawny apartment (how well | remember them all!); and at
dinner-time Tim regularly rang a great bell, and we each had a silver
tankard to drink from, and mother boasted with justice that | had as
good a bottle of claret by my side as any squire of the land. Soindeed |
had, but | was not, of course, allowed at my tender years to drink any of
the wine; which thus attained a considerable age, even in the decanter.

Uncle Brady (in spite of the family quarrel) found out the above fact
one day by calling at Barryville at dinner-time, and unluckily tasting the
liquor. You should have seenhow he sputtered and made faces!But the
honest gentleman was not particular about his wine, or the company in
which he drank it. He would get drunk, indeed, with the parson or the
priest indifferently; with the latter, much to my mother's indignation,
for, as a true blue Nassauite, she heartily despised all those of the old
faith, and would scarcely sit down in the room with a benighted Papist.
But the squire had no such scruples; he was, indeed, one of the easiest,
idlest, and best- natured fellows that ever lived, and many an hour
would he pass with the lonely widow when he was tired of Madam
Brady at home. He liked me, he said, as much as one of his own sons,
and at length, after the widow had held out for a couple of years, she
agreed to allow me to return to the castle;though, for herself, she resol-
utely kept the oath which she had made with regard to her sister-in-law.

The very first day | returned to Castle Brady my trials may be said, in
a manner, to have begun. My cousin, Master Mick, a huge monster of
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nineteen (who hated me, and | promise you | returned the compliment),
insulted me at dinner about my mother's poverty, and made all the girls
of the family titter. Sowhen we went to the stables,whither Mick always
went for his pipe of tobacco after dinner, | told him a piece of my mind,
and there was a fight for at least ten minutes, during which | stood to
him like a man, and blacked his left eye, though | was myself only
twelve years old at the time. Of course he beat me, but a beating makes
only a small impression on a lad of that tender age, as | had proved
many times in battles with the ragged Brady's Town boys before, not one
of whom, at my time of life, was my match. My uncle was very much
pleased when he heard of my gallantry; my cousin Nora brought brown
paper and vinegar for my nose, and | went home that night with a pint
of claret under my girdle, not a little proud, let me tell you, at having
held my own against Mick so long.

And though he persisted in his bad treatment of me, and used to cane
me whenever | fell in his way, yet | was very happy now at Castle Brady
with the company there, and my cousins, or some of them, and the kind-
ness of my uncle, with whom | became a prodigious favourite. He
bought a colt for me, and taught me to ride. He took me out coursing
and fowling, and instructed me to shoot flying. And at length | was re-
leased from Mick's persecution, for his brother, Master Ulick, returning
from Trinity College, and hating his elder brother, asis mostly the way
in families of fashion, took me under his protection; and from that time,
as Ulick was a deal bigger and stronger than Mick, |, English Redmond,
as | was called, was left alone; except when the former thought fit to
thrash me, which he did whenever he thought proper.

Nor was my learning neglected in the ornamental parts, for | had an
uncommon natural genius for many things, and soon topped in accom-
plishments most of the persons around me. | had a quick ear and a fine
voice, which my mother cultivated to the best of her power, and she
taught me to step a minuet gravely and gracefully, and thus laid the
foundation of my future successin life. The common dances | learned
(as, perhaps, | ought not to confess)in the servants' hall, which, you may
be sure, was never without a piper, and where | was considered unri-
valled both at a hornpipe and a jig.

In the matter of book-learning, | had always an uncommon taste for
reading plays and novels, asthe best part of a gentleman's polite educa-
tion, and never let a pedlar pass the village, if 1 had a penny, without
having a ballad or two from him. As for your dull grammar, and Greek
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and Latin and stuff, | have always hated them from my youth upwards,
and said, very unmistakably, | would have none of them.

This | proved pretty clearly at the age of thirteen, when my aunt Biddy
Brady's legacy of L100 came in to mamma, who thought to employ the
sum on my education, and sent me to Doctor Tobias Tickler's famous
academy at BallywhacketNBackwhacket, asmy uncle used to call it. But
six weeks after | had been consigned to his reverence, | suddenly made
my appearance again at Castle Brady, having walked forty miles from
the odious place, and left the Doctor in a state near upon apoplexy. The
fact was, that at taw, prison-bars, or boxing, | was at the head of the
school, but could not be brought to excelin the classics;and after having
beenflogged seventimes, without its doing me the leastgood in my Lat-
in, | refused to submit altogether (finding it useless)to an eighth applica-
tion of the rod. "Try some other way, sir,’ said |, when he was for horsing
me once more; but he wouldn't; whereon, and to defend myself, | flung a
slate at him, and knocked down a Scotchusher with a leaden inkstand.
All the lads huzza'd at this, and some or the servants wanted to stop me;
but taking out a large clasp-knife that my cousin Nora had given me, |
swore | would plunge it into the waistcoat of the first man who dared to
balk me, and faith they let me passon. | slept that night twenty miles off
Ballywhacket, at the house of a cottier, who gave me potatoes and milk,
and to whom | gave a hundred guineas after, when | came to visit Ire-
land in my days of greatness.l wish | had the money now. But what's the
use of regret? | have had many a harder bed than that | shall sleep on to-
night, and many a scantier meal than honest Phil Murphy gave me on
the evening | ran away from school. Sosix weeks' was all the schooling |
ever got. And | say this to let parents know the value of it; for though I
have met more learned book-worms in the world, especially a great
hulking, clumsy, blear-eyed old doctor, whom they called Johnson, and
who lived in acourt off Fleet Street,in London, yet | pretty soon silenced
him in an argument (at 'Button's Coffeehouse’); and in that, and in po-
etry, and what | call natural philosophy, or the scienceof life, and in rid-
ing, music, leaping, the small-sword, the knowledge of a horse, or a main
of cocks, and the manners of an accomplished gentleman and a man of
fashion, | may say for myself that Redmond Barry has seldom found his
equal. 'Sir," said | to Mr. Johnson,on the occasion| allude toNhe was ac-
companied by a Mr. Buswell of Scotland, and | was presented to the club
by a Mr. Goldsmith, a countryman of my ownN'Sir,’ said |, in reply to
the schoolmaster's great thundering quotation in Greek, 'you fancy you
know a great deal more than me, becauseyou quote your Aristotle and
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your Pluto; but can you tell me which horse will win at Epsom Downs
next week?NCan you run six miles without breathing?NCan you shoot
the ace of spadesten times without missing? If so, talk about Aristotle
and Pluto to me.'

'D'ye knaw who ye're speaking to?' roared out the Scotch gentleman,
Mr. Boswell, at this.

'Hold your tongue, Mr. Boswell," said the old schoolmaster.'l had no
right to brag of my Greek to the gentleman, and he has answered me
very well.'

'‘Doctor," saysl, looking waggishly at him, 'do you know ever arhyme
for ArisTOTLE?'

'‘Port, if you plaise,’ says Mr. Goldsmith, laughing. And we had SIX
RHYMES FOR ARISTOTLE before we left the coffee-housethat evening.
It becamearegular joke afterwards when | told the story, and at ‘White's'
or the 'Cocoa-tree' you would hear the wags say, '‘Waiter, bring me one
of Captain Barry's rhymes for Aristotle.' Once, when | was in liquor at
the latter place, young Dick Sheridan called me a great Staggerite, a joke
which | could never understand. But | am wandering from my story, and
must get back to home, and dear old Ireland again.

| have made acquaintance with the bestin the land since,and my man-
ners are such, | have said, asto make me the equal of them all; and, per-
haps, you will wonder how a country boy, as| was, educated amongst
Irish squires, and their dependants of the stable and farm, should arrive
at possessing such elegant manners as | was indisputably allowed to
have. | had, the fact is, a very valuable instructor in the person of an old
gamekeeper, who had served the French king at Fontenoy, and who
taught me the dancesand customs, and a smattering of the language of
that country, with the use of the sword, both small and broad. Many and
many a long mile | have trudged by his side asa lad, he telling me won-
derful stories of the French king, and the Irish brigade, and Marshal
Saxe,and the opera- dancers; he knew my uncle, too, the Chevalier Bor-
gne, and indeed had a thousand accomplishments which he taught me in
secret. | never knew a man like him for making or throwing a fly, for
physicking a horse, or breaking, or choosing one; he taught me manly
sports, from birds'-nesting upwards, and | always shall consider Phil
Purcell asthe very besttutor | could have had. His fault was drink, but
for that | have always had a blind eye;and he hated my cousin Mick like
poison; but | could excuse him that too.
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With Phil, and at the age of fifteen, | was a more accomplished man
than either of my cousins; and | think Nature had beenalso more bounti-
ful to me in the matter of person. Some of the Castle Brady girls (asyou
shall hear presently) adored me. At fairs and racesmany of the prettiest
lassespresent said they would like to have me for their bachelor; and yet
somehow, it must be confessed, | was not popular.

In the first place, every one knew | was bitter poor; and | think, per-
haps, it was my good mother's fault that | was bitter proud too. | had a
habit of boasting in company of my birth, and the splendour of my car-
riages, gardens, cellars, and domestics, and this before people who were
perfectly aware of my real circumstances. If it was boys, and they ven-
tured to sneer,| would beatthem, or die for it; and many's the time I've
been brought home well-nigh killed by one or more of them, on what,
when my mother asked me, | would say was 'a family quarrel.' 'Support
your name with your blood, Reddy my boy," would that saint say, with
the tearsin her eyes;and sowould she herself have done with her voice,
ay, and her teeth and nails.

Thus, at fifteen, there was scarce a lad of twenty, for half-a-dozen
miles round, that | had not beat for one cause or other. There were the
vicar's two sons of Castle BradyNin course | could not associate with
such beggarly brats as them, and many a battle did we have asto who
should take the wall in Brady's Town; there was Pat Lurgan, the
blacksmith's son, who had the better of me four times before we cameto
the crowning fight, when | overcame him; and | could mention a score
more of my deeds of prowess in that way, but that fisticuff facts are dull
subjects to talk of, and to discuss before high-bred gentlemen and ladies.

However, there is another subject, ladies, on which | must discourse,
and THAT is never out of place. Day and night you like to hear of it:
young and old, you dream and think of it. Handsome and ugly (and,
faith, before fifty, | never saw such a thing as a plain woman), it's the
subject next to the hearts of all of you; and | think you guessmy riddle
without more trouble. LOVE! sure the word is formed on purpose out of
the prettiest soft vowels and consonantsin the language, and he or she
who does not care to read about it is not worth a fig, to my thinking.

My uncle's family consisted of ten children; who, asis the custom in
such large families, were divided into two camps, or parties; the one sid-
ing with their mamma, the other taking the part of my uncle in all the
numerous quarrels which arose between that gentleman and his lady.
Mrs. Brady's faction was headed by Mick, the eldest son, who hated me
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so, and disliked his father for keeping him out of his property: while
Ulick, the second brother, was his father's own boy; and, in revenge,
Master Mick was desperately afraid of him. | need not mention the girls'
names;| had plague enough with them in after-life, Heaven knows; and
one of them was the causeof all my early troubles: this was (though to
be sure all her sisters denied it) the belle of the family, Miss Honoria
Brady by name.

Shesaid shewas only nineteen at the time; but | could read the fly-leaf
in the family Bible as well as another (it was one of the three books
which, with the backgammon-board, formed my uncle's library), and
know that she was born in the year '37, and christened by Doctor Swift,
Dean of St. Patrick's, Dublin: hence she was three- and-twenty years old
at the time she and | were so much together.

When | come to think about her now, | know she never could have
beenhandsome; for her figure was rather of the fattest, and her mouth of
the widest; shewas freckled over like a partridge's egg, and her hair was
the colour of a certain vegetable which we eatwith boiled beef,to usethe
mildest term. Often and often would my dear mother make these re-
marks concerning her; but | did not believe them then, and somehow
had gotten to think Honoria an angelical being, far above all the other
angels of her sex.

And as we know very well that a lady who is skilled in dancing or
singing never can perfect herself without a deal of study in private, and
that the song or the minuet which is performed with so much graceful
easein the assembly-room has not been acquired without vast labour
and perseverance in private; so it is with the dear creatures who are
skilled in coquetting. Honoria, for instance, was always practising, and
shewould take poor me to rehearseher accomplishment upon; or the ex-
ciseman, when he came his rounds, or the steward, or the poor curate, or
the young apothecary's lad from Brady's Town: whom | recollect beating
once for that very reason. If he is alive now | make him my apologies.
Poor fellow! asif it was HIS fault that he should be a victim to the wiles
of one of the greatest coquettes (considering her obscure life and rustic
breeding) in the world.

If the truth must be toldNand every word of this narrative of my life is
of the most sacredveracityNmy passion for Nora beganin avery vulgar
and unromantic way. | did not save her life; on the contrary, | once very
nearly killed her, as you shall hear. | did not behold her by moonlight
playing on the guitar, or rescue her from the hands of ruffians, as
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Alfonso doesLindamira in the novel; but one day, after dinner at Brady's
Town, in summer, going into the garden to pull gooseberries for my
dessert, and thinking only of gooseberries,| pledge my honour, | came
upon Miss Nora and one of her sisters,with whom shewas friends at the
time, who were both engaged in the very same amusement.

'‘What's the Latin for gooseberry, Redmond?' says she. Shewas always
'‘poking her fun,' as the Irish phrase it.

'l know the Latin for goose,' says I.
'‘And what's that?' cries Miss Mysie, as pert as a peacock.

'‘Bo to you!" says| (for | had never a want of wit); and so we fell to
work at the gooseberry-bush, laughing and talking ashappy as might be.
In the course of our diversion Nora managed to scratch her arm, and it
bled, and she screamed,and it was mighty round and white, and | tied it
up, and | believe was permitted to kiss her hand; and though it was as
big and clumsy a hand as ever you saw, yet | thought the favour the
most ravishing one that was ever conferred upon me, and went home in
a rapture.

| was much too simple a fellow to disguise any sentiment | chancedto
feel in those days; and not one of the eight Castle Brady girls but was
soon aware of my passion, and joked and complimented Nora about her
bachelor.

The torments of jealousy the cruel coguette made me endure were hor-
rible. Sometimesshewould treat me asa child, sometimes asa man. She
would always leave me if ever there came a stranger to the house.

'For after all, Redmond," she would say, 'you are but fifteen, and you
haven't a guinea in the world." At which | would swear that | would be-
come the greatest hero ever known out of Ireland, and vow that before |
was twenty | would have money enough to purchase an estate six times
as big as Castle Brady. All which vain promises, of course, | did not
keep; but | make no doubt they influenced me in my very early life, and
caused me to do those great actions for which | have been celebrated,
and which shall be narrated presently in order.

| must tell one of them, just that my dear young lady readers may
know what sort of a fellow Redmond Barry was, and what a courage and
undaunted passion he had. | question whether any of the jenny- jessa-
mines of the present day would do half as much in the face of danger.

About this time, it must be premised, the United Kingdom was in a
state of great excitement from the threat generally credited of a French
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invasion. The Pretender was said to be in high favour at Versailles, a des-
cent upon Ireland was especially looked to, and the noblemen and
people of condition in that and all other parts of the kingdom showed
their loyalty by raising regiments of horse and foot to resist the invaders.
Brady's Town sent a company to join the Kilwangan regiment, of which
Master Mick was the captain; and we had a letter from Master Ulick at
Trinity College, stating that the University had also formed a regiment,
in which he had the honour to be a corporal. How | envied them both!
especially that odious Mick as| saw him in his laced scarlet coat, with a
ribbon in his hat, march off at the head of his men. He, the poor spiritless
creature, was a captain, and | nothing,NI who felt | had asmuch courage
asthe Duke of Cumberland himself, and felt, too, that a red jacket would
mightily becomeme! My mother said | was too young to join the new re-
giment; but the fact was, that it was she herself who was too poor, for the
cost of a new uniform would have swallowed up half her year's income,
and she would only have her boy appear in a way suitable to his birth,
riding the finest of racers, dressedin the best of clothes, and keeping the
genteelest of company.

Well, then, the whole country was alive with war's alarums, the three
kingdoms ringing with military music, and every man of merit paying
his devoirs at the court of Bellona, whilst poor | was obliged to stay at
home in my fustian jacket and sigh for fame in secret.Mr. Mick cameto
and fro from the regiment, and brought numerous of his comrades with
him. Their costume and swaggering airs filled me with grief, and Miss
Nora's unvarying attentions to them served to make me half wild. No
one, however, thought of attributing this sadnessto the young lady's
score, but rather to my disappointment at not being allowed to join the
military profession.

Once the officers of the Fencibles gave a grand ball at Kilwangan, to
which, as a matter of course, all the ladies of Castle Brady (and a pretty
ugly coachful they were) were invited. | knew to what tortures the odi-
ous little flirt of a Nora would put me with her eternal coquetries with
the officers, and refused for along time to be one of the party to the ball.
But she had a way of conquering me, against which all resistanceof mine
was in vain. Shevowed that riding in a coachalways made her ill. 'And
how can | go to the ball,’ said she, 'unless you take me on Daisy behind
you on the pillion?' Daisy was a good blood-mare of my uncle's, and to
such a proposition | could not for my soul say no; sowe rode in safety to
Kilwangan, and | felt myself as proud asany prince when she promised
to dance a country-dance with me.
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When the dance was ended, the little ungrateful flirt informed me that
she had quite forgotten her engagement; she had actually danced the set
with an Englishman! | have endured torments in my life, but none like
that. Shetried to make up for her neglect, but | would not. Some of the
prettiest girls there offered to console me, for | was the bestdancer in the
room. | made one attempt, but was too wretched to continue, and so re-
mained alone all night in a state of agony. | would have played, but | had
no money; only the gold piece that my mother bade me always keep in
my purse as a gentleman should. | did not care for drink, or know the
dreadful comfort of it in those days; but | thought of kiling myself and
Nora, and most certainly of making away with Captain Quin!

At last, and at morning, the ball was over. The rest of our ladies went
off in the lumbering creaking old coach; Daisy was brought out, and
Miss Nora took her place behind me, which 1 let her do without a word.
But we were not half-a-mile out of town when she beganto try with her
coaxing and blandishments to dissipate my ill-humour.

'Sure it's a bitter night, Redmond dear, and you'll catch cold without a
handkerchief to your neck.' To this sympathetic remark from the pillion,
the saddle made no reply.

'Did you and Miss Clancy have a pleasant evening, Redmond? You
were together, | saw, all night." To this the saddle only replied by grind-
ing his teeth, and giving a lash to Daisy.

'O mercy! you'll make Daisy rear and throw me, you carelesscreature
you: and you know, Redmond, I'm sotimid." The pillion had by this got
her arm round the saddle's waist, and perhaps gave it the gentlest
squeeze in the world.

'l hate Miss Clancy, you know | do!" answers the saddle; 'and | only
danced with her becauseNbecauseNthe person with whom | intended to
dance chose to be engaged the whole night.’

'Sure there were my sisters,' said the pillion, now laughing outright in
the pride of her conscious superiority; 'and for me, my dear, | had not
been in the room five minutes before | was engaged for every single set.’

'‘Were you obliged to dance five times with Captain Quin?' said I; and
oh! strange delicious charm of coquetry, | do believe Miss Nora Brady at
twenty-three years of age felt a pang of delight in thinking that she had
so much power over a guileless lad of fifteen. Of course she replied that
she did not care a fig for Captain Quin: that he danced prettily, to be
sure, and was a pleasant rattle of a man; that he looked well in his
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regimentals too; and if he choseto ask her to dance, how could she re-
fuse him?

'‘But you refused me, Nora.'

'Oh! | candancewith you any day,' answered Miss Nora, with atoss of
her head; 'and to dance with your cousin at a ball, looks asif you could
find no other partner. Besides,'said NoraNand this was a cruel, unkind
cut, which showed what a power she had over me, and how mercilessly
she used it,N'besides, Redmond, Captain Quin's a man and you are only
a boy!

'If ever | meet him again,' | roared out with an oath, 'you shall see
which is the bestman of the two. I'll fight him with sword or with pistol,
captain as he is. A man indeed! I'll fight any manN every man! Didn't |
stand up to Mick Brady when | was eleven years old?NDidn't | beat
Tom Sullivan, the great hulking brute, who is nineteen?NDidn't | do for
the Scotch usher? O Nora, it's cruel of you to sneer at me so!

But Nora was in the sneering mood that night, and pursued her sar-
casms;she pointed out that Captain Quin was already known as a vali-
ant soldier, famous as a man of fashion in London, and that it was
mighty well of Redmond to talk and boast of beating ushers and farmers'
boys, but to fight an Englishman was a very different matter.

Then shefell to talk of the invasion, and of military matters in general;
of King Frederick (who was called, in those days, the Protestant hero), of
Monsieur Thurot and his fleet, of Monsieur Conflans and his squadron,
of Minorca, how it was attacked, and where it was; we both agreed it
must be in America, and hoped the French might be soundly beaten
there.

| sighed after awhile (for | was beginning to melt), and said how much
| longed to be a soldier; on which Nora recurred to her infallible 'Ah!
now, would you leave me, then? But, sure, you're not big enough for
anything more than a little drummer." To which | replied, by swearing
that a soldier | would be, and a general too.

As we were chattering in this silly way, we came to a place that has
ever since gone by the name of Redmond's Leap Bridge. It was an old
high bridge, over a stream sufficiently deep and rocky, and asthe mare
Daisy with her double load was crossing this bridge, Miss Nora, giving a
looseto her imagination, and still harping on the military theme (I would
lay a wager that she was thinking of Captain Quin)N Miss Nora said,
'‘Suppose now, Redmond, you, who are such a hero, was passing over
the bridge, and the inimy on the other side?’
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'I'd draw my sword, and cut my way through them."

'What, with me on the pillion? Would you kill poor me?' (This young
lady was perpetually speaking of 'poor me!’)

‘Well, then, I'll tell you what I'd do. I'd jump Daisy into the river, and
swim you both across, where no enemy could follow us.’

‘Jump twenty feet! you wouldn't dare to do any such thing on Daisy.
There's the Captain's horse, Black George, I've heard say that Captain
QuiN'

She never finished the word, for, maddened by the continual recur-
rence of that odious monosyllable, | shouted to her to 'hold tight by my
waist," and, giving Daisy the spur, in a minute sprang with Nora over the
parapet into the deep water below. | don't know why, nowNwhether it
was | wanted to drown myself and Nora, or to perform an act that even
Captain Quin should crane at, or whether | fancied that the enemy actu-
ally was in front of us, | can't tell now; but over | went. The horse sank
over his head, the girl screamed as she sank and screamed as she rose,
and | landed her, half fainting, on the shore, where we were soon found
by my uncle's people, who returned on hearing the screams. | went
home, and was ill speedily of a fever, which kept me to my bed for six
weeks; and | quitted my couch prodigiously increasedin stature, and, at
the sametime, still more violently in love than | had beeneven before. At
the commencement of my illness, Miss Nora had been pretty constantin
her attendance at my bedside, forgetting, for the sake of me, the quarrel
between my mother and her family; which my good mother was like-
wise pleased, in the most Christian manner, to forget. And, let me tell
you, it was no small mark of goodnessin a woman of her haughty dis-
position, who, asa rule, never forgave anybody, for my saketo give up
her hostility to Miss Brady, and to receive her kindly. For, like a mad boy
as| was, it was Nora | was always raving about and asking for; | would
only acceptmedicines from her hand, and would look rudely and sulkily
upon the good mother, who loved me better than anything elsein the
world, and gave up even her favourite habits, and proper and becoming
jealousies, to make me happy.

As | got well, | saw that Nora's visits became daily more rare: 'Why
don't she come?'| would say, peevishly, a dozen times in the day; in
reply to which query, Mrs. Barry would be obliged to make the best ex-
cusesshe could find,Nsuch asthat Nora had sprained her ankle, or that
they had quarrelled together, or some other answer to soothe me. And
many a time has the good soul left me to go and break her heart in her
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own room alone, and come back with a smiling face, so that | should
know nothing of her mortification. Nor, indeed, did | take much pains to
ascertainit: nor should I, | fear, have beenvery much touched even had |
discovered it; for the commencement of manhood, | think, is the period
of our extremest selfishness.We get such a desire then to take wing and
leave the parent nest, that no tears, entreaties, or feelings of affection will

counter-balance this overpowering longing after independence. She
must have beenvery sad, that poor mother of mineNHeaven be good to
her!Nat that period of my life; and has often told me since what a pang
of the heart it was to her to seeall her care and affection of years forgot-
ten by me in a minute, and for the sake of a little heartlessjilt, who was
only playing with me while she could get no better suitor. For the fact is,
that during the last four weeks of my illness, no other than Captain Quin

was staying at Castle Brady, and making love to Miss Nora in form. My
mother did not dare to break this news to me, and you may be sure that
Nora herself kept it a secret: it was only by chance that | discovered it.

Shall I tell you how? The minx had beento seeme one day, as| satup
in my bed, convalescent; she was in such high spirits, and so gracious
and kind to me, that my heart poured over with joy and gladness, and |
had even for my poor mother a kind word and a kiss that morning. 1 felt
myself so well that | ate up a whole chicken, and promised my uncle,
who had come to seeme, to be ready against partridge-shooting, to ac-
company him, as my custom was.

The next day but one was a Sunday, and | had a project for that day
which | determined to realise, in spite of all the doctor's and my mother's
injunctions: which were that | was on no account to leave the house, for
the fresh air would be the death of me.

Well, | lay wondrous quiet, composing a copy of verses,the first | ever
made in my life; and | give them here, spelt as| spelt them in those days
when | knew no better. And though they are not so polished and elegant
as 'Ardelia easea Love-sick Swain," and 'When Sol bedecks the Daisied
Mead,' and other lyrical effusions of mine which obtained me so much
reputation in after life, | still think them pretty good for a humble lad of
fifteen:N

THE ROSE OF FLORA.
Sent by a Young Gentleman of Quality to Miss Br-dy, of Castle Brady.

On Brady's tower there grows a flower, It is the loveliest flower that
blows,N At Castle Brady there lives a lady (And how | love her no one
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knows): Her name is Nora, and the goddess Flora Presentsher with this
blooming rose.

'O Lady Nora," says the goddess Flora, 'lI've many a rich and bright
parterre; In Brady's towers there's seven more flowers, But you're the
fairest lady there: Not all the county, nor Ireland’'s bounty, Can projuice a
treasure that's half so fair!

What cheek is redder? sure rosesfed her! Her hair is maregolds, and
her eye of blew Beneath her eyelid is like the vi'let, That darkly glistens
with gentle jew? The lily's nature is not surely whiter Than Nora's neck
is,Nand her arrums too.

'‘Come, gentle Nora,' saysthe goddessFlora, 'My dearestcreature, take
my advice, There is a poet, full well you know it, Who spends his life-
time in heavy sighs,N Young Redmond Barry, 'tis him you'll marry, If
rhyme and raisin you'd choose likewise.'

On Sunday, no sooner was my mother gone to church, than |
summoned Phil the valet, and insisted upon his producing my best suit,
in which | arrayed myself (although | found that | had shot up soin my
iliness that the old dress was wofully too small for me), and, with my
notable copy of versesin my hand, ran down towards Castle Brady, bent
upon beholding my beauty. The air was so fresh and bright, and the
birds sang so loud amidst the green trees, that | felt more elated than |
had beenfor months before, and sprang down the avenue (my uncle had
cut down every stick of the trees, by the way) as brisk as a young fawn.
My heart beganto thump as| mounted the grass-grown steps of the ter-
race, and passedin by the rickety hall- door. The master and mistress
were at church, Mr. Screw the butler told me (after giving a start back at
seeingmy altered appearance,and gaunt lean figure), and so were six of
the young ladies.

'Was Miss Nora one?' | asked.

'‘No, Miss Nora was not one,’ said Mr. Screw, assuming a very
puzzled, and yet knowing look.

'‘Where was she?'To this question he answered, or rather made believe
to answer, with usual Irish ingenuity, and left me to settle whether she
was gone to Kilwangan on the pillion behind her brother, or whether she
and her sister had gone for a walk, or whether she was ill in her room;
and while | was settling this query, Mr. Screw left me abruptly.
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| rushed away to the back court, where the Castle Brady stables stand,
and there | found a dragoon whistling the 'RoastBeefof Old England,' as
he cleaned down a cavalry horse. 'Whose horse, fellow, is that?' cried I.

'Feller, indeed! replied the Englishman: ‘the horse belongs to my cap-
tain, and he's a better FELLER nor you any day.'

| did not stop to break his bones,as| would on another occasion,for a
horrible suspicion had come across me, and | made for the garden as
quickly as | could.

| knew somehow what | should seethere. | saw Captain Quin and
Nora pacing the alley together. Her arm was under his, and the scoun-
drel was fondling and squeezing the hand which lay closely nestling
against his odious waistcoat. Some distance beyond them was Captain
Fagan of the Kilwangan regiment, who was paying court to Nora's sister
Mysie.

| am not afraid of any man or ghost; but as| saw that sight my knees
fell a-trembling violently under me, and such a sicknesscame over me,
that | was fain to sink down on the grasshby atree against which | leaned,
and lost almost all consciousnessfor a minute or two: then | gathered
myself up, and, advancing towards the couple on the walk, loosened the
blade of the little silver-hilted hanger | always wore in its scabbard;for |
was resolved to passit through the bodies of the delinquents, and spit
them like two pigeons. | don't tell what feelings elsebesidesthose of rage
were passing through my mind; what bitter blank disappointment, what
mad wild despair, what a sensation as if the whole world was tumbling
from under me; | make no doubt that my reader hath been jilted by the
ladies many times, and so bid him recall his own sensationswhen the
shock first fell upon him.

'‘No, Norelia," said the Captain (for it was the fashion of those times for
lovers to call themselves by the most romantic names out of novels),
‘except for you and four others, | vow before all the gods, my heart has
never felt the soft flame!

'‘Ah! you men, you men, Eugenio! said she (the beast's name was
John), 'your passion is not equal to ours. We are likeNlike some plant
I've read ofNwe bear but one flower and then we die!"

'Do you mean you never felt an inclination for another?' said Captain
Quin.

‘Never, my Eugenio, but for thee! How canyou ask a blushing nymph
such a question?’
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‘Darling Norelia!" said he, raising her hand to his lips.

| had a knot of cherry-coloured ribands, which she had given me out
of her breast,and which somehow | always wore upon me. | pulled these
out of my bosom, and flung them in Captain Quin's face,and rushed out
with my littte sword drawn, shrieking, 'She'saliarN she'sa liar, Captain
Quin! Draw, sir, and defend yourself, if you are a man!" and with these
words | leapt at the monster, and collared him, while Nora made the air
echo with her screams; at the sound of which the other captain and
Mysie hastened up.

Although | sprang up like a weed in my illness, and was now nearly
attained to my full growth of six feet, yet | was but a lath by the side of
the enormous English captain, who had calves and shoulders such asno
chairman at Bath ever boasted. He turned very red, and then exceedingly
pale at my attack upon him, and slipped back and clutched at his
swordNwhen Nora, in an agony of terror, flung herself round him,
screaming, 'Eugenio! Captain Quin, for Heaven's sake spare the
childNhe is but an infant."

'‘And ought to be whipped for his impudence,’ said the Captain; 'but
never fear, Miss Brady, | shall not touch him; your FAVOURITE is safe
from me.' So saying, he stooped down and picked up the bunch of rib-
ands which had fallen at Nora's feet, and handing it to her, said in a sar-
castic tone, 'When ladies make presents to gentlemen, it is time for
OTHER gentlemen to retire.'

'‘Good heavens, Quin!" cried the girl; 'he is but a boy.'
'l am a man,' roared I, 'and will prove it.’

‘And don't signify any more than my parrot or lap-dog. Mayn't | give a
bit of riband to my own cousin?'

'You are perfectly welcome, miss,’ continued the Captain, ‘as many
yards as you like.'

'‘Monster!" exclaimed the dear girl; 'your father was a tailor, and you
are always thinking of the shop. But I'll have my revenge, | will! Reddy,
will you see me insulted?'

'Indeed, Miss Nora," says |, 'l intend to have his blood as sure as my
name's Redmond.’

'I'l send for the usher to caneyou, little boy,' said the Captain, regain-
ing his self-possession;'but as for you, miss, | have the honour to wish
you a good-day.’
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He took off his hat with much ceremony, made a low CONGE, and
was just walking off, when Mick, my cousin, came up, whose ear had
likewise been caught by the scream.

'Hoity-toity! Jack Quin, what's the matter here?' says Mick; 'Nora in
tears, Redmond's ghost here with his sword drawn, and you making a
bow?'

1l tell you what it is, Mr. Brady,' said the Englishman: 'l have had
enough of Miss Nora, here, and your Irish ways. | ain't used to ‘em, sir.'

'‘Well, well! what is it?' said Mick good-humouredly (for he owed Quin
a great deal of money as it turned out); 'we'll make you used to our
ways, or adopt English ones.’

'It's not the English way for ladies to have two lovers'(the 'Henglish
way," asthe captain called it), ‘and so, Mr. Brady, I'll thank you to pay me
the sum you owe me, and I'll resign all claims to this young lady. If she
has a fancy for schoolboys, let her take ‘em, sir.’

'‘Pooh, pooh! Quin, you are joking," said Mick.

'l never was more in earnest,' replied the other.

'‘By Heaven, then, look to yourself!' shouted Mick. 'Infamous seducer!
infernal deceiver!Nyou come and wind your toils round this suffering
angel hereNyou win her heart and leave herNand fancy her brother

won't defend her? Draw this minute, you slave! and let me cut the
wicked heart out of your body!"

‘This is regular assassination,'said Quin, starting back; 'there's two on
‘em on me at once. Fagan, you won't let 'em murder me?’

'Faith!" said Captain Fagan, who seemed mightily amused, 'you may
settle your own quarrel, Captain Quin;’ and coming over to me,
whispered, 'At him again, you little fellow.'

'‘As long as Mr. Quin withdraws his claim," said I, 'l, of course, do not
interfere.'

'l do, sirNI do,' said Mr. Quin, more and more flustered.

‘Then defend yourself like a man, curse you!" cried Mick again. 'Mysie,
lead this poor victim awayNRedmond and Fagan will see fair play
between us.'

'Well nowNl don'tNgive me timeNI'm puzzledNINI  don't know
which way to look.'

'Like the donkey betwixt the two bundles of hay,' said Mr. Fagandrily,
‘and there's pretty pickings on either side.'
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Chapter 2

| SHOW MYSELF TO BE A MAN OF SPIRIT

During this dispute, my cousin Nora did the only thing that a lady, un-
der such circumstances, could do, and fainted in due form. | was in hot
altercation with Mick at the time, or | should have, of course, flown to
her assistance,but Captain Fagan (a dry sort of fellow this Fagan was)
prevented me, saying, 'l advise you to leave the young lady to herself,
Master Redmond, and be sure she will come to."' And so indeed, after a
while, she did, which has shown me since that Fagan knew the world
pretty well, for many's the lady I've seenin after times recover in a simil-
ar manner. Quin did not offer to help her, you may be sure, for, in the
midst of the diversion, causedby her screaming, the faithless bully stole
away.

'‘Which of us is Captain Quin to engage?'said | to Mick; for it was my
first affair, and | was as proud of it as of a suit of laced velvet. 'Is it you
or I, Cousin Mick, that is to have the honour of chastising this insolent
Englishman?' And | held out my hand as| spoke, for my heart melted to-
wards my cousin under the triumph of the moment.

But he rejected the proffered offer of friendship. 'YouNyou!" said he, in
a towering passion; ‘hang you for a meddling brat: your hand is in
everybody's pie. What business had you to come brawling and quarrel-
ling here, with a gentleman who has fifteen hundred a year?"

'Oh,' gasped Nora, from the stone bench, 'l shall die: | know I shall. |
shall never leave this spot.’

‘The Captain's not gone yet,' whispered Fagan;on which Nora, giving
him an indignant look, jumped up and walked towards the house.

'‘Meanwhile,’ Mick continued, 'what businesshave you, you meddling
rascal, to interfere with a daughter of this house?'

'Rascal yourself!" roared I. 'call me another such name, Mick Brady,
and I'll drive my hanger into your weasand. Recollect, | stood to you
when | was eleven yearsold. I'm your match now, and, by Jove,provoke
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me, and I'll beat you likeNlike your younger brother always did.' That
was a home-cut, and | saw Mick turn blue with fury.

‘This is a pretty way to recommend yourself to the family," said Fagan,
in a soothing tone.

‘The girl's old enough to be his mother,' growled Mick.

'Old or not," | replied: 'you listen to this, Mick Brady' (and | swore a
tremendous oath, that need not be put down here): 'the man that marries
Nora Brady must first kill meNdo you mind that?'

'Pooh, sir,' said Mick, turning away, 'kill youNflog you, you mean! I'll
send for Nick the huntsman to do it;' and so he went off.

Captain Fagannow cameup, and taking me kindly by the hand, said |
was a gallant lad, and he liked my spirit. '‘But what Brady saysis true,'
continued he; 'it's a hard thing to give alad counsel who is in such a far-
gone state as you; but, believe me, | know the world, and if you will but
follow my advice, you won't regret having taken it. Nora Brady hasnot a
penny; you are not a whit richer. You are but fifteen, and she'sfour-and-
twenty. In ten years, when you're old enough to marry, she will be an
old woman; and, my poor boy, don't you seeNthough it's a hard matter
to seeNthat she's a flirt, and does not care a pin for you or Quin either?"

But who in love (or in any other point, for the matter of that) listens to
advice?| never did, and | told Captain Faganfairly, that Nora might love
me or not as she liked, but that Quin should fight me before he married
herNthat | swore.

'Faith," says Fagan, 'l think you are a lad that's likely to keep your
word;" and, looking hard at me for a secondor two, he walked away like-
wise, humming a tune: and | saw he looked back at me as he went
through the old gate out of the garden. When he was gone, and | was
quite alone, | flung myself down on the bench where Nora had made be-
lieve to faint, and had left her handkerchief; and, taking it up, hid my
facein it, and burst into such a passion of tearsas| would then have had
nobody see for the world. The crumpled riband which | had flung at
Quin lay in the walk, and | satthere for hours, aswretched asany man in
Ireland, | believe, for the time being. But it's a changeableworld! When
we consider how great our sorrows SEEM, and how small they ARE;
how we think we shall die of grief, and how quickly we forget, | think
we ought to be ashamed of ourselves and our fickle-heartedness. For,
after all, what businesshastime to bring us consolation? | have not, per-
haps, in the course of my multifarious adventures and experience, hit
upon the right woman; and have forgotten, after a little, every single
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creature | adored; but I think, if | could but have lighted on the right one,
| would have loved her for EVER.

| must have sat for some hours bemoaning myself on the garden
bench, for it was morning when | cameto Castle Brady, and the dinner-
bell clanged as usual at three o'clock, which wakened me up from my
reverie. Presently | gathered up the handkerchief, and once more took
the riband. As | passed through the offices, | saw the Captain's saddle
was still hanging up at the stable-door, and saw his odious red-coated
brute of a servant swaggering with the scullion-girls and kitchen-people.
‘The Englishman's still there, Master Redmond,' said one of the maids to
me (a sentimental black- eyed girl, who waited on the young ladies).
'He's there in the parlour, with the sweetestfillet of vale; go in, and don't
let him browbeat you, Master Redmond.'

And in | went, and took my place at the bottom of the big table, as
usual, and my friend the butler speedily brought me a cover.

'Hallo, Reddy my boy!" said my uncle, 'up and well?Nthat's right."
'He'd better be home with his mother,' growled my aunt.

'‘Don't mind her,' saysUncle Brady; 'it's the cold gooseshe ate at break-
fast didn't agree with her. Take a glass of spirits, Mrs. Brady, to
Redmond's health." It was evident he did not know of what had
happened; but Mick, who was at dinner too, and Ulick, and almost all
the girls, looked exceedingly black, and the Captain foolish; and Miss
Nora, who was again by his side, ready to cry. Captain Fagan sat smil-
ing; and | looked on ascold asa stone. | thought the dinner would choke
me: but | was determined to put a good face on it, and when the cloth
was drawn, filled my glasswith the rest; and we drank the King and the
Church, as gentlemen should. My uncle was in high good-humour, and
especially always joking with Nora and the Captain. It was, 'Nora, divide
that merry-thought with the Captain! see who'll be married first." ‘Jack
Quin, my dear boy, never mind a clean glassfor the claret, we're short of
crystal at Castle Brady; take Nora's and the wine will taste none the
worse;' and soon. He was in the highest glee,NI did not know why. Had
there been a reconciliation between the faithless girl and her lover since
they had come into the house?

| learned the truth very soon. At the third toast, it was always the cus-
tom for the ladies to withdraw; but my uncle stopped them this time, in
spite of the remonstrances of Nora, who said, 'Oh, pa! do let us go!" and
said, 'No, Mrs. Brady and ladies, if you plaise; this is a sort of toast that is
drunk agreat dale too seldom in my family, and you'll plaise to receiveit
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with all the honours. Here's CAPTAIN AND MRS. JOHN QUIN, and
long life to them. Kiss her, Jack, you rogue: for ‘faith you've got a
treasure!

'He has already 'NNI screeched out, springing up.

'Hold your tongue, you foolNhold your tongue!' said big Ulick, who
sat by me; but | wouldn't hear.

'He has already,' | screamed, 'been slapped in the face this morning,
Captain John Quin; he's already been called coward, Captain John Quin;
and this is the way I'll drink his health. Here's your health, Captain John
Quin!" And 1 flung a glass of claret into his face. | don't know how he
looked after it, for the next moment | myself was under the table, tripped
up by Ulick, who hit me aviolent cuff on the head as| went down; and |
had hardly leisure to hear the general screaming and skurrying that was
taking place above me, being so fully occupied with kicks, and thumps,
and curses, with which Ulick was belabouring me. "You fool!" roared
heN' you great blundering marplotNyou silly beggarly brat' (athump at
each), 'hold your tongue!" These blows from Ulick, of course, | did not
care for, for he had always been my friend, and had beenin the habit of
thrashing me all my life.

When | got up from under the table all the ladies were gone; and | had
the satisfaction of seeing the Captain's nose was bleeding, as mine
wasNHIS was cut across the bridge, and his beauty spoiled for ever.
Ulick shook himself, sat down quietly, filled a bumper, and pushed the
bottle to me. 'There, you young donkey,' said he, 'sup that; and let's hear
no more of your braying.'

'In Heaven's name, what does all the row mean?'saysmy uncle. 'Is the
boy in the fever again? '

'It's all your fault,’ said Mick sulkily: 'yours and those who brought
him here.’

'Hold your noise, Mick!" says Ulick, turning on him; 'speak civil of my
father and me, and don't let me be called upon to teach you manners.'

It IS your fault,’ repeated Mick. 'What business has the vagabond
here? If | had my will, I'd have him flogged and turned out.’

'‘And so he should be,' said Captain Quin.

"You'd bestnot try it, Quin,' said Ulick, who was always my champion;
and turning to his father, 'The fact is, sir, that the young monkey has
fallen in love with Nora, and finding her and the Captain mighty sweet
in the garden to-day, he was for murdering Jack Quin.'
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‘Gad, he's beginning young,' said my uncle, quite good-humouredly.
"Faith, Fagan, that boy's a Brady, every inch of him.’

'‘And I'll tell you what, Mr. B.,' cried Quin, bristling up: 'I've beeninsul-
ted grossly in this 'OUSE. | ain't at all satisfied with these here ways of
going on. I'm an Englishman | am, and a man of property; and INI'N'If
you're insulted, and not satisfied, remember there's two of us, Quin,' said
Ulick gruffly. On which the Captain fell to washing his nose in water,
and answered never a word.

'‘Mr. Quin,' said I, in the most dignified tone | could assume,'may also
have satisfaction any time he pleases,by calling on Redmond Barry, Es-
quire, of Barryville." At which speechmy uncle burst out a-laughing (as
he did at everything); and in this laugh, Captain Fagan, much to my
mortification, joined. | turned rather smartly upon him, however, and
bade him to understand that as for my cousin Ulick, who had been my
best friend through life, | could put up with rough treatment from him;
yet, though | was a boy, even that sort of treatment | would bear from
him no longer; and any other person who ventured on the like would
find me a man, to their cost. 'Mr. Quin," | added, 'knows that fact very
well; and if HE'S a man, he'll know where to find me.'

My uncle now observed that it was getting late, and that my mother
would be anxious about me. 'One of you had better go home with him,’
said he, turning to his sons,'or the lad may be playing more pranks.' But
Ulick said, with a nod to his brother, 'Both of us ride home with Quin
here.'

'I'm not afraid of Freny's people,' said the Captain, with a faint attempt
at a laugh; 'my man is armed, and so am |.’

"You know the use of arms very well, Quin," said Ulick; ‘and no one
can doubt your courage; but Mick and | will see you home for all that.'

'‘Why, you'll not be home till morning, boys. Kilwangan's a good ten
mile from here.'

'‘We'll sleep at Quin's quarters,' replied Ulick: 'WE'RE GOING TO
STOP A WEEK THERE.'

‘Thank you,' says Quin, very faint; 'it's very kind of you.'
"You'll be lonely, you know, without us.'
'‘Oh yes, very lonely!" says Quin.

'‘And in ANOTHER WEEK, my boy,” says Ulick (and here he
whispered something in the Captain's ear, in which | thought | caught
the words 'marriage,’ ‘parson,’ and felt all my fury returning again).
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" As you please,'whined out the Captain; and the horseswere quickly
brought round, and the three gentlemen rode away.

Fagan stopped, and, at my uncle's injunction, walked acrossthe old
treelesspark with me. He said that after the quarrel at dinner, he thought
| would scarcelywant to seethe ladies that night, in which opinion | con-
curred entirely; and so we went off without an adieu.

‘A pretty day's work of it you have made, Master Redmond," said he.
‘What! you a friend to the Bradys, and knowing your uncle to be dis-
tressed for money, try and break off a match which will bring fifteen
hundred a year into the family? Quin has promised to pay off the four
thousand pounds which is bothering your uncle so. He takes a girl
without a pennyNa girl with no more beauty than yonder bullock. Well,
well, don't look furious; let's say she IS handsomeN there's no account-
ing for tastes,Na girl that has been flinging herself at the head of every
man in these parts theseten years past, and MISSING them all. And you,
aspoor asherself, a boy of fifteenNwell, sixteen, if you insistNand a boy
who ought to be attached to your uncle as to your father'N

'And so | am,' said I.

'‘And this is the return you make him for his kindness! Didn't he har-
bour you in his house when you were an orphan, and hasn't he given
you rent-free your fine mansion of Barryville yonder? And now, when
his affairs can be put into order, and a chance offers for his old ageto be
made comfortable, who flings himself in the way of him and compet-
ence?NYou, of all others; the man in the world most obliged to him. It's
wicked, ungrateful, unnatural. From alad of such spirit asyou are, | ex-
pect a truer courage.’

'l am not afraid of any man alive,' exclaimed | (for this latter part of the
Captain's argument had rather staggered me, and | wished, of course, to
turn itNas one always should when the enemy's too strong); 'and it's |
am the injured man, Captain Fagan. No man was ever, since the world
began, treated so. Look hereNlook at this riband. I've worn it in my
heart for six months. I've had it there all the time of the fever. Didn't
Nora take it out of her own bosom and give it me? Didn't she kiss me
when she gave it me, and call me her darling Redmond?’

'‘Shewas PRACTISING,' replied Mr. Fagan, with a sneer.'l know wo-
men, sir. Give them time, and let nobody else come to the house, and
they'll fall in love with a chimney-sweep. There was a young lady in
Fermoy'N
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‘A young lady in flames,' roared | (but | used a still hotter word).
‘Mark this; come what will of it, | swear I'll fight the man who pretends
to the hand of Nora Brady. I'll follow him, if it's into the church, and
meet him there. I'll have his blood, or he shall have mine; and this riband
shall be found dyed in it. Yes,and if | kill him, I'll pin it on his breast,
and then she may go and take back her token.' This | said becausel was
very much excited at the time, and becausel had not read novels and ro-
mantic plays for nothing.

'‘Well," says Fagan after a pause, 'if it must be, it must. For a young fel-
low, you are the most blood-thirsty | ever saw. Quin's a determined fel-
low, too.'

'‘Will you take my message to him?' said |, quite eagerly.

'Hush!" said Fagan:'your mother may be on the look-out. Here we are,
close to Barryville.'

'‘Mind! not a word to my mother,' | said; and went into the house
swelling with pride and exultation to think that | should have a chance
against the Englishman | hated so.

Tim, my servant, had come up from Barryville on my mother's return
from church; for the good lady was rather alarmed at my absence,and
anxious for my return. But he had seenme go in to dinner, at the invita-
tion of the sentimental lady's-maid; and when he had had his own share
of the good things in the kitchen, which was always better furnished
than ours at home, had walked back again to inform his mistress where |
was, and, no doubt, to tell her, in his own fashion, of all the events that
had happened at Castle Brady. In spite of my precautions to secrecy,
then, | half suspected that my mother knew all, from the manner in
which she embraced me on my arrival, and received our guest, Captain
Fagan. The poor soul looked a little anxious and flushed, and every now
and then gazed very hard in the Captain's face; but she said not a word
about the quarrel, for she had a noble spirit, and would aslief have seen
anyone of her kindred hanged asshirking from the field of honour. What
has become of those gallant feelings nowadays? Sixty years ago a man
was a MAN, in old Ireland, and the sword that was worn by his side was
at the service of any gentleman's gizzard, upon the slightest difference.
But the good old times and usages are fast fading away. One scarcely
every hears of a fair meeting now, and the use of those cowardly pistols,
in place of the honourable and manly weapon of gentlemen, has intro-
duced a deal of knavery into the practice of duelling, that cannot be suf-
ficiently deplored.
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When | arrived at home | felt that | was a man in earnest,and welcom-
ing Captain Faganto Barryville, and introducing him to my mother, in a
majestic and dignified way, said the Captain must be thirsty after his
walk, and called upon Tim to bring up a bottle of the yellow-sealed
Bordeaux, and cakes and glasses, immediately.

Tim looked at the mistress in great wonderment: and the fact is, that
six hours previous | would as soon have thought of burning the house
down ascalling for a bottle of claret on my own account; but | felt | was a
man now, and had a right to command; and my mother felt this too, for
she turned to the fellow and said, sharply, 'Don't you hear, you rascal,
what YOUR MASTER says! Go, get the wine, and the cakesand glasses,
directly." Then (for you may be sure shedid not give Tim the keys of our
little cellar) shewent and got the liquor herself; and Tim brought it in, on
the silver tray, in due form. My dear mother poured out the wine, and
drank the Captain welcome; but | observed her hand shook very much
as she performed this courteous duty, and the bottle went clink, clink,
against the glass.When she had tasted her glass, she said she had a head-
ache,and would go to bed; and so | asked her blessing, asbecomesa du-
tiful sonN(the modern BLOODS have given up the respectful ceremon-
ies which distinguished a gentleman in my time)N and she left me and
Captain Fagan to talk over our important business.

'Indeed,’ said the Captain,’ | seenow no other way out of the scrape
than a meeting. The fact is, there was a talk of it at Castle Brady, after
your attack upon Quin this afternoon, and he vowed that he would cut
you in pieces: but the tears and supplications of Miss Honoria induced
him, though very unwillingly, to relent. Now, however, matters have
gone too far. No officer, bearing His Majesty's commission, can receive a
glass of wine on his noseNthis claret of yours is very good, by the way,
and by your leave we'll ring for another bottleNwithout resenting the af-
front. Fight you must; and Quin is a huge strong fellow.’

'He'll give the better mark,' said I. 'l am not afraid of him.’

'In faith," said the Captain,' | believe you are not; for alad, | never saw
more game in my life.’

‘Look at that sword, sir,' says|, pointing to an elegant silver- mounted
one, in a white shagreen case,that hung on the mantelpiece, under the
picture of my father, Harry Barry. ‘It was with that sword, sir, that my
father pinked Mohawk O'Driscol, in Dublin, in the year 1740;with that
sword, sir, he met Sir Huddlestone Fuddlestone, the Hampshire baronet,
and ran him through the neck. They met on horseback, with sword and
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pistol, on Hounslow Heath, as | dare say you have heard tell of, and
those are the pistols' (they hung on each side of the picture) ‘'which the
gallant Barry used. He was quite in the wrong, having insulted Lady
Fuddlestone, when in liquor, at the Brentford assembly. But, like a gen-
tleman, he scorned to apologise, and Sir Huddlestone received a ball
through his hat, before they engaged with the sword. | am Harry Barry's
son, sir, and will act as becomes my name and my quality.'

'‘Give me a kiss, my dear boy," said Fagan, with tears in his eyes.
'You're after my own soul. As long as Jack Fagan lives you shall never
want a friend or a second.’

Poor fellow! he was shot six months afterwards, carrying orders to my
Lord George Sackville, at Minden, and | lost thereby a kind friend. But
we don't know what is in store for us, and that night was a merry one at
least. We had a second bottle, and a third too (I could hear the poor
mother going downstairs for each, but she never came into the parlour
with them, and sent them in by the butler, Mr. Tim): and we parted at
length, he engaging to arrange matters with Mr. Quin's second that
night, and to bring me news in the morning as to the place where the
meeting should take place. | have often thought since, how different my
fate might have been,had | not fallen in love with Nora at that early age;
and had | not flung the wine in Quin's face,and so brought on the duel. |
might have settled down in Ireland but for that (for Miss Ouinlan was an
heiress, within twenty miles of us, and Peter Burke, of Kilwangan, left
his daughter Judy L700 a year, and | might have had either of them, had
| waited a few years). But it was in my fate to be a wanderer, and that
battle with Quin sent me on my travels at a very early age: as you shall
hear anon.

| never slept sounder in my life, though | woke alittle earlier than usu-
al; and you may be sure my first thought was of the event of the day, for
which | was fully prepared. | had ink and pen in my roomNhad | not
beenwriting those versesto Nora but the day previous, like a poor fond
fool as| was? And now | sat down and wrote a couple of letters more:
they might be the last, thought I, that | ever should write in my life. The
first was to my mother:N

'Honoured Madam'NI wroteN'This will not be given you unless | fall
by the hand of Captain Quin, whom | meet this day in the field of hon-
our, with sword and pistol. If | die, it is asa good Christian and a gentle-
man,Nhow should | be otherwise when educated by such a mother as
you? | forgive all my enemiesNI beg your blessing as a dutiful son. |
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desire that my mare Nora, which my uncle gave me, and which | called
after the most faithless of her sex, may be returned to Castle Brady, and
beg you will give my silver-hiked hanger to Phil Purcell, the gamekeep-
er. Presentmy duty to my uncle and Ulick, and all the girls of MY party
there. And | remain your dutiful son,

'REDMOND BARRY.'
To Nora | wrote:N

‘This letter will be found in my bosom along with the token you gave
me. It will be dyed in my blood (unless | have Captain Quin's, whom |
hate, but forgive), and will be a pretty ornament for you on your
marriage-day. Wear it, and think of the poor boy to whom you gave it,
and who died (as he was always ready to do) for your sake.

'REDMOND."

These letters being written, and sealed with my father's great silver
seal of the Barry arms, | went down to breakfast; where my mother was
waiting for me, you may be sure. We did not say a single word about
what was taking place: on the contrary, we talked of anything but that;
about who was at church the day before, and about my wanting new
clothes now | was grown so tall. She said | must have a suit against
winter, ifNifNshe could afford it. Shewinced rather at the 'if, Heaven
blessher! | knew what was in her mind. And then she fell to telling me
about the black pig that must be killed, and that she had found the
speckled hen's nest that morning, whose eggs| liked so, and other such
trifling talk. Someof these eggswere for breakfast, and | ate them with a
good appetite; but in helping myself to salt | spilled it, on which she star-
ted up with a scream. 'THANK GOD," said she, 'IT'S FALLEN
TOWARDS ME." And then, her heart being too full, she left the room.
Ah! they have their faults, those mothers; but are there any other women
like them?

When she was gone | went to take down the sword with which my
father had vanquished the Hampshire baronet, and, would you believe
it?N the brave woman had tied A NEW RIBAND to the hilt: for indeed
she had the courage of a lioness and a Brady united. And then | took
down the pistols, which were always kept bright and well oiled, and put
some fresh flints | had into the locks, and got balls and powder ready
against the Captain should come. There was claret and a cold fowl put
ready for him on the sideboard, and a case-bottleof old brandy too, with
a couple of little glasseson the silver tray with the Barry arms em-
blazoned. In after life, and in the midst of my fortune and splendour, |

41



paid thirty-five guineas, and almost as much more interest, to the Lon-
don goldsmith who supplied my father with that very tray. A scoundrel
pawnbroker would only give me sixteen for it afterwards; so little can
we trust the honour of rascally tradesmen!

At eleven o'clock Captain Fagan arrived, on horseback, with a moun-
ted dragoon after him. He paid his compliments to the collation which
my mother's care had provided for him, and then said, 'Look ye, Red-
mond my boy; this is a silly business.The girl will marry Quin, mark my
words; and assure asshedoesyou'll forget her. You are but a boy. Quin
is willing to consider you assuch. Dublin's afine place, and if you have a
mind to take aride thither and seethe town for a month, here are twenty
guineas at your service. Make Quin an apology, and be off.’

‘A man of honour, Mr. Fagan,' says |, 'dies, but never apologises. I'll
see the Captain hanged before | apologise.'

‘Then there's nothing for it but a meeting.’

'‘My mare is saddled and ready,’ says I; 'where's the meeting, and
who's the Captain's second?"

"Your cousins go out with him," answered Mr. Fagan.

'l ring for my groom to bring my mare round,’ | said, '‘as soon asyou
have rested yourself." Tim was accordingly despatched for Nora, and |
rode away, but | didn't take leave of Mrs. Barry. The curtains of her bed-
room windows were down, and they didn't move as we mounted and
trotted offE BUT TWO HOURS AFTERWARDS, you should have seen
her as she came tottering downstairs, and heard the scream which she
gave as she hugged her boy to her heart, quite unharmed and without a
wound in his body.

What had taken place | may as well tell here. When we got to the
ground, Ulick, Mick, and the Captain were already there: Quin, flaming
in red regimentals, as big a monster as ever led a grenadier company.
The party were laughing together at some joke of one or the other: and |
must say | thought this laughter very unbecoming in my cousins, who
were met, perhaps, to see the death of one of their kindred.

'l hope to spoil this sport,’ says| to Captain Fagan,in a great rage, ‘and
trust to see this sword of mine in yonder big bully's body.'

'Oh! it's with pistols we fight," replied Mr. Fagan.'You are no match for
Quin with the sword.’

'I'l match any man with the sword,' said I.
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'‘But swords are to-day impossible; Captain Quin isNis lame. He
knocked his knee against the swinging park-gate last night, as he was
riding home, and can scarce move it now.'

'‘Not against Castle Brady gate,' says I: 'that has been off the hinges
theseten years.' On which Fagansaid it must have beensome other gate,
and repeated what he had said to Mr. Quin and my cousins, when, on
alighting from our horses, we joined and saluted those gentlemen.

'‘Oh yes! dead lame,’ said Ulick, coming to shake me by the hand, while
Captain Quin took off his hat and turned extremely red. 'And very lucky
for you, Redmond my boy,' continued Ulick; 'you were a dead man else;
for he is a devil of a fellowNisn't he, Fagan?'

‘A regular Turk," answered Fagan; adding, 'l never yet knew the man
who stood to Captain Quin.’

'Hang the business!'said Ulick; 'l hate it. I'm ashamed of it. Sayyou're
sorry, Redmond: you can easily say that.’

'If the young FELLER will go to DUBLING, as proposed'Nhere inter-
posed Mr. Quin.

‘| am NOT sorryNI'll NOT apologiseNand Il as soon go to
DUBLING as toN!" said I, with a stamp of my foot.

‘There's nothing else for it,’ said Ulick with a laugh to Fagan. 'Take
your ground, Fagan,Ntwelve paces, | suppose?’

‘Ten, sir,' said Mr. Quin, in a big voice; ‘and make them short ones, do
you hear, Captain Fagan?'

'‘Don't bully, Mr. Quin," said Ulick surlily; ‘here are the pistols." And he
added, with some emotion, to me, 'God blessyou, my boy; and when |
count three, fire.'

Mr. Fagan put my pistol into my hand,Nthat is, not one of mine
(which were to serve, if need were, for the next round), but one of
Ulick's. 'They are all right," said he. ‘Never fear: and, Redmond, fire at his
neckNhit him there under the gorget. Seehow the fool shows himself
open.' Mick, who had never spoken a word, Ulick, and the Captain re-
tired to one side, and Ulick gave the signal. It was slowly given, and |
had leisure to cover my man well. | saw him changing colour and trem-
bling asthe numbers were given. At ‘three,’ both our pistols went off. |
heard something whizz by me, and my antagonist, giving a most hor-
rible groan, staggered backwards and fell.

'He's downNhe's down!" cried the seconds, running towards him.
Ulick lifted him upNMick took his head.
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'He's hit here, in the neck," said Mick; and laying open his coat, blood
was seen gurgling from under his gorget, at the very spot at which |
aimed.

'How is it with you?' said Ulick. 'Is he really hit?' said he, looking hard
at him. The unfortunate man did not answer, but when the support of
Ulick's arm was withdrawn from his back, groaned once more, and fell
backwards.

‘The young fellow has begun well," said Mick, with a scowl. "You had
better ride off, young sir, before the police are up. They had wind of the
business before we left Kilwangan.'

'Is he quite dead?’ said |I.
'‘Quite dead,' answered Mick.

‘Then the world's rid of A COWARD,' said Captain Fagan, giving the
huge prostrate body a scornful kick with his foot. 'It's all over with him,
Reddy,Nhe doesn't stir."

'‘WE are not cowards, Fagan,' said Ulick roughly, 'whatever he was!
Let's get the boy off as quick as we may. Your man shall go for a cart,
and take away the body of this unhappy gentleman. This has been a sad
day's work for our family, Redmond Barry: you have robbed us of
1500(pounds) a year.'

‘It was Nora did it, said I; 'not I." And | took the riband she gave me
out of my waistcoat, and the letter, and flung them down on the body of
Captain Quin. 'There!' says IN'take her those ribands. She'll know what
they mean: and that's all that's left to her of two lovers she had and
ruined.’

| did not feel any horror or fear, young as| was, in seeing my enemy
prostrate before me; for | knew that | had met and conquered him hon-
ourably in the field, as became a man of my name and blood.

'‘And now, in Heaven's name, get the youngster out of the way," said
Mick.

Ulick said he would ride with me, and off accordingly we galloped,
never drawing bridle till we came to my mother's door. When there,
Ulick told Tim to feed my mare, as| would have far to ride that day; and
| was in the poor mother's arms in a minute.

| need not tell how great were her pride and exultation when she
heard from Ulick's lips the account of my behaviour at the duel. He
urged, however, that | should go into hiding for a short time; and it was
agreed between them that | should drop my name of Barry, and, taking

44



that of Redmond, go to Dublin, and there wait until matters were blown

over. This arrangement was not come to without some discussion; for
why should | not be as safe at Barryville, she said, as my cousin and
Ulick at Castle Brady?Nbailiffs and duns never got near THEM; why

should constables be enabled to come upon me? But Ulick persisted in

the necessity of my instant departure; in which argument, as | was
anxious to seethe world, | must confess,| sided with him; and my moth-

er was brought to seethat in our small house at Barryville, in the midst

of the village, and with the guard but of a couple of servants, escape
would be impossible. Sothe kind soul was forced to yield to my cousin's
entreaties, who promised her, however, that the affair would soon be ar-
ranged, and that | should be restored to her. Ah! how little did he know

what fortune was in store for me!

My dear mother had some forebodings, | think, that our separation
was to be a long one; for she told me that all night long she had been
consulting the cards regarding my fate in the duel: and that all the signs
betokened a separation; then, taking out a stocking from her escritoire,
the kind soul put twenty guineas in a purse for me (she had herself but
twenty-five), and made up a little valise, to be placed at the back of my
mare, in which were my clothes, linen, and a silver dressing-caseof my
father's. Shebade me, too, to keep the sword and the pistols | had known
to use so like a man. Shehurried my departure now (though her heart, |
know, was full), and almost in half-an-hour after my arrival at home |
was once more on the road again, with the wide world asit were before
me. | need not tell how Tim and the cook cried at my departure: and,
mayhap, | had a tear or two myself in my eyes;but no lad of sixteen is
VERY sad who has liberty for the first time, and twenty guineas in his
pocket: and | rode away, thinking, | confess, not so much of the kind
mother left alone, and of the home behind me, as of to-morrow, and all
the wonders it would bring.
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Chapter

A FALSE START IN THE GENTEEL WORLD

| rode that night asfar as Carlow, where | lay at the bestinn; and being
asked what was my name by the landlord of the house, gave it as Mr.
Redmond, according to my cousin's instructions, and said | was of the
Redmonds of Waterford county, and was on my road to Trinity College,
Dublin, to be educated there. Seeing my handsome appearance, silver-
hiked sword, and well-filled valise, my landlord made free to send up a
jug of claret without my asking; and charged, you may be sure, pretty
handsomely for it in the bill. No gentleman in those good old days went
to bed without a good share of liquor to sethim sleeping, and on this my
first day's entrance into the world, | made a point to act the fine gentle-
man completely; and, | assureyou, succeededin my part to admiration.
The excitement of the events of the day, the quitting my home, the meet-
ing with Captain Quin, were enough to setmy brains in a whirl, without
the claret; which served to finish me completely. | did not dream of the
death of Quin, as some milksops, perhaps, would have done; indeed, |
have never had any of that foolish remorse consequentupon any of my
affairs of honour: always considering, from the first, that where a gentle-
man risks his own life in manly combat, he is a fool to be ashamed be-
cause he wins. | slept at Carlow as sound as man could sleep; drank a
tankard of small beer and a toast to my breakfast; and exchanged the
first of my gold piecesto settle the bill, not forgetting to pay all the ser-
vants liberally, and asa gentleman should. | began so the first day of my
life, and so have continued. No man has been at greater straits than |I,
and has borne more pinching poverty and hardship; but nobody can say
of me that, if | had a guinea, | was not free-handed with it, and did not
spend it as well as a lord could do.

| had no doubts of the future: thinking that a man of my person, parts,
and courage, could make his way anywhere. Besides,| had twenty gold
guineas in my pocket; a sum which (although | was mistaken) | calcu-
lated would last me for four months at least, during which time
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something would be done towards the making of my fortune. Sol rode
on, singing to myself, or chatting with the passers-by;and all the girls
along the road said God save me for a clever gentleman! As for Nora and
Castle Brady, between to-day and yesterday there seemedto be a gap as
of half-a-score of years. | vowed | would never re-enter the place but asa
great man; and | kept my vow too, as you shall hear in due time.

There was much more liveliness and bustle on the king's highroad in
those times, than in these days of stage-coacheswhich carry you from
one end of the kingdom to another in afew score hours. The gentry rode
their own horsesor drove in their own coaches,and spent three days on
a journey which now occupies ten hours; so that there was no lack of
company for a person travelling towards Dublin. | made part of the jour-
ney from Carlow towards Naas with a well- armed gentleman from
Kilkenny, dressedin green and a gold cord, with a patch on his eye, and
riding a powerful mare. He asked me the question of the day, and whith-
er | was bound, and whether my mother was not afraid on account of the
highwaymen to let one so young as myself to travel? But | said, pulling
out one of them from a holster, that | had a pair of good pistols that had
already done execution, and were ready to do it again; and here, a pock-
marked man coming up, he put spurs into his bay mare and left me. She
was a much more powerful animal than mine; and, besides, | did not
wish to fatigue my horse, wishing to enter Dublin that night, and in
reputable condition.

As | rode towards Kilcullen, | saw a crowd of the peasant-people as-
sembled round a one-horse chair, and my friend in green, as| thought,
making off half a mile up the hill. A footman was howling 'Stop thief!" at
the top of his voice; but the country fellows were only laughing at his
distress, and making all sorts of jokes at the adventure which had just
befallen.

'Sure you might have kept him off with your blunderBUSH!" saysone
fellow.

'Oh, the coward! to let the Captain BATE you; and he only one eye!
cries another.

‘The next time my Lady travels, she'd better lave you at home!" said a
third.

'‘What is this noise, fellows?' said I, riding up amongst them, and, see-
ing a lady in the carriage very pale and frightened, gave a slash of my
whip, and bade the red-shanked ruffians keep off. 'What has happened,
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madam, to annoy your Ladyship?' | said, pulling off my hat, and bring-
ing my mare up in a prance to the chair window.

The lady explained. Shewas the wife of Captain Fitzsimons, and was
hastening to join the Captain at Dublin. Her chair had been stopped by a
highway-man: the great oaf of a servant-man had fallen down on his
knees armed as he was; and though there were thirty people in the next
field working when the ruffian attacked her, not one of them would help
her; but, on the contrary, wished the Captain, as they called the high-
wayman, good luck.

'Sure he's the friend of the poor," said one fellow, 'and good luck to
him!'

'Was it any business of ours?' asked another. And another told, grin-
ning, that it was the famous Captain Freny, who, having bribed the jury
to acquit him two days back at Kilkenny assizes,had mounted his horse
at the gaol door, and the very next day had robbed two barristers who
were going the circuit.

| told this pack of rascalsto be off to their work, or they should taste of
my thong, and proceeded, aswell as| could, to comfort Mrs. Fitzsimons
under her misfortunes. 'Had she lost much?' ‘Everything: her purse, con-
taining upwards of a hundred guineas; her jewels, snuff-boxes, watches,
and a pair of diamond shoe-buckles of the Captain's." These mishaps |
sincerely commiserated; and knowing her by her accentto be an English-
woman, deplored the difference that existed between the two countries,
and said that in OUR country (meaning England) such atrocities were
unknown.

'You, too, are an Englishman?' said she, with rather a tone of surprise.
On which | said | was proud to be such: as, in fact, | was; and | never
knew atrue Tory gentleman of Ireland who did not wish he could say as
much.

| rode by Mrs. Fitzsimon's chair all the way to Naas; and, as she had
been robbed of her purse, asked permission to lend her a couple of
pieces to pay her expensesat the inn: which sum she was graciously
pleasedto accept,and was, at the sametime, kind enough to invite me to
share her dinner. To the lady's questions regarding my birth and parent-
age, | replied that | was a young gentleman of large fortune (this was not
true; but what is the use of crying bad fish? my dear mother instructed
me early in this sort of prudence) and good family in the county of
Waterford; that | was going to Dublin for my studies, and that my moth-
er allowed me five hundred per annum. Mrs. Fitzsimons was equally
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communicative. She was the daughter of General Granby Somerset of
Worcestershire, of whom, of course, | had heard (and though | had not,
of course | was too well- bred to say so); and had made, as she must con-
fess,arunaway match with Ensign Fitzgerald Fitzsimons. Had | beenin
Donegal?NNo! That was a pity. The Captain's father possessesa hun-
dred thousand acresthere, and Fitzsimonsburgh Castle'sthe finest man-
sion in Ireland. Captain Fitzsimons is the eldest son; and, though he has
guarrelled with his father, must inherit the vast property. Shewent on to
tell me about the balls at Dublin, the banquets at the Castle, the horse-
racesat the Phoenix, the ridottos and routs, until | becamequite eagerto
join in those pleasures; and | only felt grieved to think that my position
would render secrecynecessary,and prevent me from being presented at
the Court, of which the Fitzsimonses were the most elegant ornaments.
How different was her lively rattle to that of the vulgar wenches at the
Kilwangan assemblies!In every sentenceshe mentioned a lord or a per-
son of quality. Sheevidently spoke French and Italian, of the former of
which languages| have said | knew a few words; and, asfor her English
accent,why, perhaps | was no judge of that, for, to say the truth, shewas
the first REAL English person | had ever met. Sherecommended me, fur-
ther, to be very cautious with regard to the company | should meet at
Dublin, where rogues and adventurers of all countries abounded; and
my delight and gratitude to her may be imagined, when, asour conver-
sation grew more intimate (as we sat over our dessert), she kindly
offered to accommodate me with lodgings in her own house, where her
Fitzsimons, she said, would welcome with delight her gallant young
preserver.

'Indeed, madam,’ said I, 'l have preserved nothing for you." Which was
perfectly true; for had | not come up too late after the robbery to prevent
the highwayman from carrying off her money and pearls?

'‘And sure, ma'am, them wasn't much," said Sullivan, the blundering
servant, who had been so frightened at Freny's approach, and was wait-
ing on us at dinner. 'Didn't he return you the thirteenpence in copper,
and the watch, saying it was only pinch-beck?

But his lady rebuked him for a saucy varlet, and turned him out of the
room at once, saying to me when he had gone, 'that the fool didn't know
what was the meaning of a hundred-pound bill, which was in the
pocket-book that Freny took from her.’

Perhaps had | been a little older in the world's experience, | should
have begun to seethat Madam Fitzsimons was not the person of fashion
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she pretended to be; but, asit was, | took all her stories for truth, and,
when the landlord brought the bill for dinner, paid it with the air of a
lord. Indeed, she made no motion to produce the two piecesl had lent to
her; and so we rode on slowly towards Dublin, into which city we made
our entrance at nightfall. The rattle and splendour of the coaches,the
flare of the linkboys, the number and magnificence of the houses, struck
me with the greatest wonder; though | was careful to disguise this feel-
ing, according to my dear mother's directions, who told me that it was
the mark of a man of fashion never to wonder at anything, and never to
admit that any house, equipage, or company he saw, was more splendid
or genteel than what he had been accustomed to at home.

We stopped, at length, at a house of rather mean appearance,and were
let into a passageby no means so clean asthat at Barryville, where there
was a great smell of supper and punch. A stout red-faced man, without a
periwig, and in rather a tattered nightgown and cap, made his appear-
ance from the parlour, and embraced his lady (for it was Captain Fitzsi-
mons) with a great deal of cordiality. Indeed, when he saw that a
stranger accompanied her, he embraced her more rapturously than ever.
In introducing me, she persisted in saying that | was her preserver, and
complimented my gallantry as much asif | had killed Freny, instead of
coming up when the robbery was over. The Captain said he knew the
Redmonds of Waterford intimately well: which assertion alarmed me, as
| knew nothing of the family to which | was stated to belong. But | posed
him, by asking WHICH of the Redmonds he knew, for | had never heard
his name in our family. He said he knew the Redmonds of Redmond-
stown. 'Oh," saysl, 'mine are the Redmonds of Castle Redmond;' and so
put him off the scent.| went to seemy nag put up at a livery-stable hard
by, with the Captain's horse and chair, and returned to my entertainer.

Although there were the relics of some mutton-chops and onions on a
cracked dish before him, the Captain said, 'My love, | wish | had known
of your coming, for Bob Moriarty and | just finished the most delicious
venison pasty, which his Gracethe Lord Lieutenant sent us, with a flask
of Sillery from his own cellar. You know the wine, my dear? But as by-
gones are bygones, and no help for them, what say ye to a fine lobster
and a bottle of as good claret asany in Ireland? Betty, clear these things
from the table, and make the mistress and our young friend welcome to
our home.'

Not having small change, Mr. Fitzsimons asked me to lend him a
tenpenny-piece to purchase the dish of lobsters; but his lady, handing
out one of the guineas | had given her, bade the girl get the change for
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that, and procure the supper; which she did presently, bringing back
only avery few shillings out of the guinea to her mistress, saying that the
fishmonger had kept the remainder for an old account. 'And the more
great big blundering fool you, for giving the gold piece to him," roared
Mr. Fitzsimons. | forget how many hundred guineas he said he had paid
the fellow during the year.

Our supper was seasoned,if not by any great elegance,at least by a
plentiful store of anecdotes, concerning the highest personages of the
city; with whom, according to himself, the Captain lived on terms of the
utmost intimacy. Not to be behindhand with him, | spoke of my own es-
tatesand property asif | was asrich asa duke. | told all the stories of the
nobility | had ever heard from my mother, and some that, perhaps, | had
invented; and ought to have been aware that my host was an impostor
himself, as he did not find out my own blunders and misstatements. But
youth is ever too confident. It was some time before | knew that | had
made no very desirable acquaintancein Captain Fitzsimons and his lady;
and, indeed, went to bed congratulating myself upon my wonderful
good luck in having, at the outset of my adventures, fallen in with so dis-
tinguished a couple.

The appearanceof the chamber | occupied might, indeed, have led me
to imagine that the heir of Fitzsimonsburgh Castle, county Donegal, was
not as yet reconciled with his wealthy parents; and, had | been an Eng-
lish lad, probably my suspicion and distrust would have been aroused
instantly. But perhaps, as the reader knows, we are not so particular in
Ireland on the score of neatnessas people are in this precise country;
hence the disorder of my bedchamber did not strike me so much. For
were not all the windows broken and stuffed with rags even at Castle
Brady, my uncle's superb mansion? Was there ever a lock to the doors
there, or if alock, a handle to the lock or a hasp to fastenit to? So,though
my bedroom boasted of these inconveniences, and a few more; though
my counterpane was evidently a greased brocade dress of Mrs.
Fitzsimons's, and my cracked toilet- glass not much bigger than a half-
crown, yet | was used to this sort of ways in lrish houses, and still
thought myself in that of a man of fashion. There was no lock to the
drawers, which, when they DID open, were full of my hostess'srouge-
pots, shoes, stays, and rags; so | allowed my wardrobe to remain in my
valise, but setout my silver dressing-apparatus upon the ragged cloth on
the drawers, where it shone to great advantage.
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When Sullivan appeared in the morning, | asked him about my mare,
which he informed me was doing well. | then bade him bring me hot
shaving-water, in a loud dignified tone.

'Hot shaving-water!" says he, bursting out laughing (and | confessnot
without reason). 'Is it yourself you're going to shave?' said he. 'And
maybe when | bring you up the water I'll bring you up the cat too, and
you can shave her.' | flung a boot at the scoundrel's head in reply to this
impertinence, and was soon with my friends in the parlour for breakfast.
There was a hearty welcome, and the same cloth that had been used the
night before: as | recognised by the black mark of the Irish-stew dish,
and the stain left by a pot of porter at supper.

My host greeted me with great cordiality; Mrs. Fitzsimons said | was
an elegant figure for the Phoenix; and indeed, without vanity, | may say
of myself that there were worse-looking fellows in Dublin than I. | had
not the powerful chestand muscular proportion which | have since at-
tained (to be exchanged, alas! for gouty legs and chalk- stonesin my fin-
gers; but 'tis the way of mortality), but | had arrived at near my present
growth of six feet, and with my hair in buckle, a handsome lace jabot and
wristbands to my shirt, and a red plush waistcoat, barred with gold,
looked the gentleman | was born. | wore my drab coat with plate but-
tons, that was grown too small for me, and quite agreed with Captain
Fitzsimons that | must pay a visit to his tailor, in order to procure myself
a coat more fitting my size.

'l needn't ask whether you had a comfortable bed," said he. "Young
Fred Pimpleton (Lord Pimpleton's second son) slept in it for seven
months, during which he did me the honour to stay with me, and if HE
was satisfied, | don't know who else wouldn't be.’

After breakfast we walked out to seethe town, and Mr. Fitzsimons in-
troduced me to several of his acquaintanceswhom we met, as his partic-
ular young friend Mr. Redmond, of Waterford county; he also presented
me at his hatter's and tailor's as a gentleman of great expectations and
large property; and although | told the latter that | should not pay him
ready cashfor more than one coat, which fitted me to a nicety, yet he in-
sisted upon making me several, which | did not careto refuse. The Cap-
tain, also, who certainly wanted such a renewal of raiment, told the tailor
to send him home a handsome military frock, which he selected.

Then we went home to Mrs. Fitzsimons, who drove out in her chair to
the Phoenix Park, where areview was, and where numbers of the young
gentry were round about her; to all of whom she presented me as her
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preserver of the day before. Indeed, such was her complimentary ac-
count of me, that before half-an-hour | had got to be considered as a
young gentleman of the highest family in the land, related to all the prin-
cipal nobility, a cousin of Captain Fitzsimons, and heir to L10,000a year.
Fitzsimons said he had ridden over every inch of my estate;and 'faith, as
he choseto tell these stories for me, | let him have his wayNindeed, was
not a little pleased (as youth is) to be made much of, and to passfor a
great personage.| had little notion then that | had got among a set of im-
postorsNthat Captain Fitzsimons was only an adventurer, and his lady a
person of no credit; but such are the dangers to which youth is perpetu-
ally subject, and hence let young men take warning by me.

| purposely hurry over the description of my life in which the incid-
ents were painful, of no great interest exceptto my unlucky self, and of
which my companions were certainly not of a kind befitting my quality.
The fact was, a young man could hardly have fallen into worse hands
than those in which | now found myself. | have beento Donegal since,
and have never seenthe famous Castle of Fitzsimonsburgh, which is,
likewise, unknown to the oldest inhabitants of that county; nor are the
Granby Somersetsmuch better known in Worcestershire. The couple in-
to whose hands | had fallen were of a sort much more common then than
at present, for the vast wars of later days have rendered it very difficult
for noblemen's footmen or hangers-on to procure commissions; and
such, in feet, had been the original station of Captain Fitzsimons. Had |
known his origin, of course | would have died rather than have associ-
ated with him: but in those simple days of youth | took his talesfor truth,
and fancied myself in high luck at being, at my outset into life, intro-
duced into such a family. Alas! we are the sport of destiny. When | con-
sider upon what small circumstancesall the great events of my life have
turned, | can hardly believe myself to have been anything but a puppet
in the hands of Fate; which has played its most fantastic tricks upon me.

The Captain had been a gentleman's gentleman, and his lady of no
higher rank. The society which this worthy pair kept was at a sort of or-
dinary which they held, and at which their friends were always welcome
on payment of a certain moderate sum for their dinner. After dinner, you
may be sure that cards were not wanting, and that the company who
played did not play for love merely. To these parties persons of all sorts
would come: young bloods from the regiments garrisoned in Dublin:
young clerks from the Castle; horse-riding, wine-tippling, watchman-
beating men of fashion about town, such asexisted in Dublin in that day
more than in any other city with which | am acquainted in Europe. |
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never knew young fellows make such a show, and upon such small
means. | never knew young gentlemen with what | may call such a geni-
us for idleness; and whereas an Englishman with fifty guineas a year is
not able to do much more than starve, and toil like a slave in a profes-
sion, a young Irish buck with the same sum will keep his horses, and
drink his bottle, and live aslazy asa lord. Here was a doctor who never
had a patient, cheek by jowl with an attorney who never had a client:
neither had a guineaNeach had a good horse to ride in the Park, and the
best of clothes to his back. A sporting clergyman without aliving; several
young wine-merchants, who consumed much more liquor than they had
or sold; and men of similar character,formed the society at the house in-
to which, by ill luck, | was thrown. What could happen to a man but mis-
fortune from associating with such company?N(l have not mentioned
the ladies of the society, who were, perhaps, no better than the
males)Nand in a very very short time | became their prey.

As for my poor twenty guineas, in three days | saw, with terror, that
they had dwindled down to eight: theatres and taverns having already
made such cruel inroads in my purse. At play | had lost, it is true, a
couple of pieces;but seeingthat every one round about me played upon
honour and gave their bills, I, of course, preferred that medium to the
payment of ready money, and when | lost paid on account.

With the tailors, saddlers, and others, | employed similar means; and
in so far Mr. Fitzsimons's representation did me good, for the tradesmen
took him at his word regarding my fortune (I have since learned that the
rascal pigeoned several other young men of property), and for a little
time supplied me with any goods | might be pleasedto order. At length,
my cash running low, | was compelled to pawn some of the suits with
which the tailor had provided me; for | did not like to part with my
mare, on which | daily rode in the Park, and which | loved asthe gift of
my respected uncle. | raised some little money, too, on a few trinkets
which | had purchased of a jeweller who pressed his credit upon me; and
thus was enabled to keep up appearances for yet a little time.

| asked at the post-office repeatedly for letters for Mr. Redmond, but
none such had arrived; and, indeed, | always felt rather relieved when
the answer of 'No' was given to me; for | was not very anxious that my
mother should know my proceedings in the extravagant life which | was
leading at Dublin. It could not last very long, however; for when my cash
was quite exhausted, and | paid a second visit to the tailor, requesting
him to make me more clothes, the fellow hummed and ha'd, and had the
impudence to ask payment for those already supplied: on which, telling
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him | should withdraw my custom from him, | abruptly left him. The
goldsmith too (arascal Jew)declined to let me take a gold chain to which
| had a fancy; and | felt now, for the first time, in some perplexity. To add

to it, one of the young gentlemen who frequented Mr. Fitzsimons's
boarding-house had received from me, in the way of play, an IOU for
eighteen pounds (which | lost to him at piquet), and which, owing Mr.
Curbyn, the livery-stable keeper, a bill, he passed into that person's
hands. Fancy my rage and astonishment, then, on going for my mare, to
find that he positively refused to let me have her out of the stable, except
under payment of my promissory note! It was in vain that | offered him
his choice of four notes that | had in my pocketNone of Fitzsimons's for
L20, one of Counsellor Mulligan's, and so forth; the dealer, who was a
Yorkshireman, shook his head, and laughed at every one of them; and
said, 'l tell you what, Master Redmond, you appear a young fellow of
birth and fortune, and let me whisper in your ear that you have fallen in-
to very bad handsNit's a regular gang of swindlers; and a gentleman of
your rank and quality should never be seenin such company. Go home:
pack up your valise, pay the little trifle to me, mount your mare, and ride
back again to your parents,Nit's the very best thing you can do.'

In a pretty nest of villains, indeed, was | plunged! It seemedas if all
my misfortunes were to break on me at once;for, on going home and as-
cending to my bedroom in a disconsolate way, | found the Captain and
his lady there before me, my valise open, my wardrobe lying on the
ground, and my keys in the possessionof the odious Fitzsimons. 'Whom
have | been harbouring in my house?'roared he, as | entered the apart-
ment. 'Who are you, sirrah?'

'SIRRAH! Sir," said [, 'l am as good a gentleman as any in Ireland.’

'You're an impostor, young man: a schemer, a deceiver!" shouted the
Captain.

'Repeatthe words again, and | will run you through the body,' replied
l.

‘Tut, tut! | can play at fencing aswell asyou, Mr. REDMOND BARRY.
Ah! you change colour, do youNyour secretis known, is it? You come
like a viper into the bosom of innocent families; you represent yourself
asthe heir of my friends the Redmonds of Castle Redmond; | inthrojuice
you to the nobility and genthry of this methropolis' (the Captain's brogue
was large, and his words, by preference, long); 'l take you to my trades-
men, who give you credit, and what do | find? That you have pawned
the goods which you took up at their houses.’
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'l have given them my acceptances, sir,’ said | with a dignified air.

'UNDER WHAT NAME, unhappy boyNunder what name?'screamed
Mrs. Fitzsimons; and then, indeed, | remembered that | had signed the
documents Barry Redmond instead of Redmond Barry: but what else
could | do? Had not my mother desired me to take no other designation?
After uttering a furious tirade against me, in which he spoke of the fatal
discovery of my real name on my linenNof his misplaced confidence of
affection, and the shame with which he should be obliged to meet his
fashionable friends and confessthat he had harboured a swindler, he
gathered up the linen, clothes, silver toilet articles, and the rest of my
gear, saying that he should step out that moment for an officer and give
me up to the just revenge of the law.

During the first part of his speech,the thought of the imprudence of
which | had been guilty, and the predicament in which | was plunged,
had so puzzled and confounded me, that | had not uttered a word in
reply to the fellow's abuse, but had stood quite dumb before him. The
sense of danger, however, at once roused me to action. 'Hark ye, Mr.
Fitzsimons,' said I; 'l will tell you why | was obliged to alter my name:
which is Barry, and the best name in Ireland. | changed it, sir, because,
on the day before | cameto Dublin, | killed a man in deadly combatNan
Englishman, sir, and a captain in His Majesty's service; and if you offer
to let or hinder me in the slightest way, the same arm which destroyed
him is ready to punish you; and by Heaven, sir, you or | don't leave this
room alive!'

Sosaying, | drew my sword like lightning, and giving a'ha! ha!"and a
stamp with my foot, lunged within an inch of Fitzsimons's heart, who
started back and turned deadly pale, while his wife, with a scream,flung
herself between us.

'‘Dearest Redmond,' she cried, 'be pacified. Fitzsimons, you don't want
the poor child's blood. Let him escapeNin Heaven's name let him go.'

'He may go hang for me,' said Fitzsimons sulkily; ‘and he'd better be
off quickly, too, for the jeweller and the tailor have called once, and will
be here again before long. It was Moses the pawnbroker that peached: |
had the news from him myself." By which | conclude that Mr. Fitzsimons
had beenwith the new laced frock-coat which he procured from the mer-
chant tailor on the day when the latter first gave me credit.

What was the end of our conversation? Where was now a home for the
descendantof the Barrys? Home was shut to me by my misfortune in the
duel. 1 was expelled from Dublin by a persecution occasioned, | must
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confess,by my own imprudence. | had no time to wait and choose: no
place of refuge to fly to. Fitzsimons, after his abuse of me, left the room
growling, but not hostile; his wife insisted that we should shake hands,
and he promised not to molest me. Indeed, | owed the fellow nothing;
and, on the contrary, had his acceptanceactually in my pocket for money
lost at play. As for my friend Mrs. Fitzsimons, she sat down on the bed
and fairly burst out crying. She had her faults, but her heart was kind;
and though she possessedbut three shillings in the world, and fourpence
in copper, the poor soul made me take it before | left herNto
goNwhither? My mind was made up: there was a score of recruiting-
parties in the town beating up for men to join our gallant armies in
America and Germany; | knew where to find one of these, having stood
by the sergeantat a review in the Phoenix Park, where he pointed out to
me characters on the field, for which | treated him to drink.

| gave one of my shillings to Sullivan the butler of the Fitzsimonses,
and, running into the street, hastenedto the little alehouse at which my
acquaintance was quartered, and before ten minutes had accepted His
Majesty's shilling. | told him frankly that | was a young gentleman in dif-
ficulties; that | had killed an officer in a duel, and was anxious to get out
of the country. But | need not have troubled myself with any explana-
tions; King George was too much in want of men then to heed from
whence they came, and a fellow of my inches, the sergeantsaid, was al-
ways welcome. Indeed, | could not, he said, have chosenmy time better.
A transport was lying at Dunleary, waiting for awind, and on board that
ship, to which | marched that night, | made some surprising discoveries,
which shall be told in the next chapter.
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Chapter

IN WHICH BARRY TAKES A NEAR VIEW OF
MILITARY GLORY

| never had a taste for anything but genteel company, and hate all de-
scriptions of low life. Hence my account of the society in which | at
present found myself must of necessity be short; and, indeed, the recol-
lection of it is profoundly disagreeableto me. Pah! the reminiscences of
the horrid black-hole of a place in which we soldiers were confined; of
the wretched creatures with whom | was now forced to keep company;
of the ploughmen, poachers, pickpockets, who had taken refuge from
poverty, or the law (as, in truth, | had done myself), is enough to make
me ashamed even now, and it calls the blush into my old cheeksto think
| was ever forced to keep such company. | should have fallen into des-
pair, but that, luckily, events occurred to rouse my spirits, and in some
measure to console me for my misfortunes.

The first of these consolations | had was a good quarrel, which took
place on the day after my entrance into the transport-ship, with a huge
red-haired monster of a fellowNa chairman, who had enlisted to fly
from a vixen of a wife, who, boxer as he was, had been more than a
match for him. As soon as this fellowNToole, | remember, was his
nameNgot away from the arms of the washerwoman his lady, his natur-
al courage and ferocity returned, and he becamethe tyrant of all round
about him. All recruits, especially, were the object of the brute's insult
and ill-treatment.

| had no money, as | said, and was sitting very disconsolately over a
platter of rancid bacon and mouldy biscuit, which was served to us at
mess,when it cameto my turn to be helped to drink, and | was served,
like the rest, with a dirty tin noggin, containing somewhat more than
half a pint of rum-and-water. The beaker was so greasy and filthy that |
could not help turning round to the messman and saying, 'Fellow, get
me a glass!" At which all the wretches round about me burst into a roar
of laughter, the very loudest among them being, of course, Mr. Toole.
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'‘Get the gentleman a towel for his hands, and serve him a basin of turtle-
soup,' roared the monster, who was sitting, or rather squatting, on the
deck opposite me; and as he spoke he suddenly seized my beaker of grog
and emptied it, in the midst of another burst of applause.

'If you want to vex him, ax him about his wife the washerwoman, who
BATES him," here whispered in my ear another worthy, a retired link-
boy, who, disgusted with his profession, had adopted the military life.

'Is it a towel of your wife's washing, Mr. Toole?' said I. 'I'm told she
wiped your face often with one.'

'‘Ax him why he wouldn't see her yesterday, when she came to the
ship," continued the link-boy. And so | put to him some other foolish
jokes about soapsuds, henpecking, and flat-irons, which setthe man into
a fury, and succeededin raising a quarrel between us. We should have
fallen to at once, but a couple of grinning marines, who kept watch at the
door, for fear we should repent of our bargain and have a fancy to es-
cape, came forward and interposed between us with fixed bayonets; but
the sergeantcoming down the ladder, and hearing the dispute, condes-
cended to say that we might fight it out like men with FISTESIif we
chose, and that the fore-deck should be free to us for that purpose. But
the use of fistes, as the Englishman called them, was not then general in
Ireland, and it was agreed that we should have a pair of cudgels; with
one of which weapons | finished the fellow in four minutes, giving him a
thump acrosshis stupid sconcewhich laid him lifeless on the deck, and
not receiving myself a single hurt of consequence.

This victory over the cock of the vile dunghill obtained me respect
among the wretches of whom | formed part, and served to set up my
spirits, which otherwise were flagging; and my position was speedily
made more bearable by the arrival on board our ship of an old friend.
This was no other than my second in the fatal duel which had sent me
thus early out into the world, Captain Fagan. There was a young noble-
man who had a company in our regiment (Gale'sfoot), and who, prefer-
ring the delights of the Mall and the clubs to the dangers of a rough cam-
paign, had given Fagan the opportunity of an exchange;which, as the
latter had no fortune but his sword, he was glad to make. The sergeant
was putting us through our exerciseon deck (the seamenand officers of
the transport looking grinning on) when a boat came from the shore
bringing our captain to the ship; and though | started and blushed red as
he recognised meNa descendant of the BarrysNin this degrading pos-
ture, | promise you that the sight of Fagan'sface was most welcome to
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me, for it assured me that a friend was near me. Before that | was so mel-

ancholy that | would certainly have deserted had | found the means, and

had not the inevitable marines kept a watch to prevent any such escapes.
Fagan gave me a wink of recognition, but offered no public token of ac-
quaintance; it was not until two days afterwards, and when we had bid-

den adieu to old Ireland and were standing out to sea,that he called me
into his cabin, and then, shaking hands with me cordially, gave me news,
which | much wanted, of my family. 'l had news of you in Dublin," he
said. "Faith you've begun early, like your father's son; and | think you

could not do better than as you have done. But why did you not write

home to your poor mother? She has sent a half-dozen letters to you at
Dublin.'

| said | had asked for letters at the post-office, but there were none for
Mr. Redmond. | did not like to add that | had been ashamed, after the
first week, to write to my mother.

'‘We must write to her by the pilot," said he, '‘who will leave us in two
hours; and you cantell her that you are safe,and married to Brown Bess.'
| sighed when he talked about being married; on which he said with a
laugh, 'l see you are thinking of a certain young lady at Brady's Town.'

'Is Miss Brady well?' said I; and indeed, could hardly utter it, for | cer-
tainly WAS thinking about her: for, though | had forgotten her in the
gaieties of Dublin, | have always found adversity makes man very
affectionate.

‘There's only seven Miss Bradys now," answered Fagan, in a solemn
voice. 'Poor Nora'N

'‘Good heavens! what of her?' | thought grief had killed her.

'‘She took on so at your going away that she was obliged to console
herself with a husband. She's now Mrs. John Quin.'

‘Mrs. John Quin! Was there ANOTHER Mr. John Quin?' asked I, quite
wonder-stricken.

'‘No; the very same one, my boy. He recovered from his wound. The
ball you hit him with was not likely to hurt him. It was only made of
tow. Do you think the Bradys would let you kill fifteen hundred a year
out of the family?' And then Fagan further told me that, in order to get
me out of the wayNfor the cowardly Englishman could never be
brought to marry from fear of meNthe plan of the duel had been ar-
ranged. '‘But hit him you certainly did, Redmond, and with a fine thick
plugget of tow; and the fellow was so frightened, that he was an hour in
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coming to. We told your mother the story afterwards, and a pretty scene
she made; she despatched a half-score of letters to Dublin after you, but |
suppose addressed them to you in your real name, by which you never
thought to ask for them.'

‘The coward!" said | (though, | confess,my mind was considerably re-
lieved at the thoughts of not having killed him). 'And did the Bradys of
Castle Brady consentto admit a poltroon like that into one of the most
ancient and honourable families in the world?'

'He has paid off your uncle's mortgage,' said Fagan;'he gives Nora a
coach-and-six; he is to sell out, and Lieutenant Ulick Brady of the Militia
Is to purchase his company. That coward of afellow hasbeenthe making
of your uncle's family. 'Faith! the business was well done." And then,
laughing, he told me how Mick and Ulick had never let him out of their
sight, although he was for deserting to England, until the marriage was
completed and the happy couple off on their road to Dublin. 'Are you in
want of cash, my boy?' continued the good-natured Captain. 'You may
draw upon me, for | got a couple of hundred out of Master Quin for my
share, and while they last you shall never want."'

And so he bade me sit down and write a letter to my mother, which |
did forthwith in very sincere and repentant terms, stating that | had been
guilty of extravagances,that | had not known until that moment under
what a fatal error | had beenlabouring, and that | had embarked for Ger-
many asavolunteer. The letter was scarcelyfinished when the pilot sang
out that he was going on shore; and he departed, taking with him, from
many an anxious fellow besides myself, our adieux to friends in old
Ireland.

Although | was called Captain Barry for many years of my life, and
have beenknown assuch by the first people of Europe, yet | may aswell
confess| had no more claim to the title than many a gentleman who as-
sumesit, and never had aright to an epaulet, or to any military decora-
tion higher than a corporal's stripe of worsted. | was made corporal by
Fagan during our voyage to the Elbe, and my rank was confirmed on
TERRA FIRMA. | was promised a halbert, too, and afterwards, perhaps,
an ensigncy, if | distinguished myself; but Fate did not intend that |
should remain long an English soldier: as shall appear presently. Mean-
while, our passagewas very favourable; my adventures were told by
Faganto his brother officers, who treated me with kindness; and my vic-
tory over the big chairman procured me respect from my comrades of
the fore-deck. Encouraged and strongly exhorted by Fagan, | did my
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duty resolutely; but, though affable and good-humoured with the men, |
never at first condescendedto associatewith such low fellows: and, in-
deed, was called generally amongst them 'my Lord."' | believe it was the
ex- link-boy, a facetious knave, who gave me the title; and | felt that |
should become such a rank as well as any peer in the kingdom.

It would require a greater philosopher and historian than | am to ex-
plain the causesof the famous Seven Years' War in which Europe was
engaged; and, indeed, its origin has always appeared to me to be so com-
plicated, and the books written about it so amazingly hard to under-
stand, that | have seldom beenmuch wiser at the end of a chapter than at
the beginning, and so shall not trouble my reader with any personal dis-
quisitions concerning the matter. All | know is, that after His Majesty's
love of his Hanoverian dominions had rendered him most unpopular in
his English kingdom, with Mr. Pitt at the head of the anti-German war-
party, all of a sudden, Mr. Pitt becoming Minister, the rest of the empire
applauded the war as much asthey had hated it before. The victories of
Dettingen and Crefeld were in every-body's mouths, and 'the Protestant
hero," aswe used to call the godless old Frederick of Prussia, was adored
by us as a saint, a very short time after we had been about to make war
against him in alliance with the Empress-queen. Now, somehow, we
were on Frederick's side: the Empress, the French, the Swedes, and the
Russians, were leagued against us; and | remember, when the news of
the battle of Lissa came even to our remote quarter of Ireland, we con-
sidered it as a triumph for the cause of Protestantism, and illuminated
and bonfired, and had a sermon at church, and kept the Prussian king's
birthday; on which my uncle would get drunk: asindeed on any other
occasion. Most of the low fellows enlisted with myself were, of course,
Papists (the English army was filled with such, out of that never-failing
country of ours), and these,forsooth, were fighting the battles of Protest-
antism with Frederick; who was belabouring the Protestant Swedesand
the Protestant Saxons,as well asthe Russiansof the Greek Church, and
the Papist troops of the Emperor and the King of France. It was against
these latter that the English auxiliaries were employed, and we know
that, be the quarrel what it may, an Englishman and a Frenchman are
pretty willing to make a fight of it.

We landed at Cuxhaven, and before | had beena month in the Elector-
ate | was transformed into atall and proper young soldier, and having a
natural aptitude for military exercise,was soon as accomplished at the
drill asthe oldest sergeantin the regiment. It is well, however, to dream
of glorious war in a snug arm-chair at home; ay, or to make it as an
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officer, surrounded by gentlemen, gorgeously dressed, and cheered by
chancesof promotion. But those chancesdo not shine on poor fellows in
worsted lace:the rough texture of our red coats made me ashamedwhen
| saw an officer go by; my soul used to shudder when, on going the
rounds, | would hear their voices asthey satjovially over the mess-table;
my pride revolted at being obliged to plaster my hair with flour and
candle- grease,instead of using the proper pomatum for a gentleman.
Yes, my tasteshave always beenhigh and fashionable, and | loathed the
horrid company in which | was fallen. What chanceshad | of promotion?
None of my relatives had money to buy me a commission, and | became
soon so low-spirited, that | longed for a general action and a ball to finish
me, and vowed that | would take some opportunity to desert.

When | think that I, the descendant of the kings of Ireland, was
threatened with a caning by a young scoundrel who had just joined from
Eton CollegeNwhen 1 think that he offered to make me his footman, and
that | did not, on either occasion, murder him! On the first occasion |
burst into tears (I do not careto own it) and had serious thoughts of com-
mitting suicide, so great was my mortification. But my kind friend Fagan
cameto my aid in the circumstance, with some very timely consolation.
'My poor boy,' said he, 'you must not take the matter to heart so. Caning
is only arelative disgrace. Young Ensign Fakenham was flogged himself
at Eton School only a month ago: | would lay a wager that his scarsare
not yet healed. You must cheer up, my boy; do your duty, be a gentle-
man, and no serious harm can fall on you." And | heard afterwards that
my champion had taken Mr. Fakenham very severely to task for this
threat, and said to him that any such proceedings for the future he
should consider as an insult to himself; whereon the young ensign was,
for the moment, civil. As for the sergeants,| told one of them, that if any
man struck me, no matter who he might be, or what the penalty, |1 would
take his life. And, 'faith! there was an air of sincerity in my speechwhich
convinced the whole bevy of them; and aslong as| remained in the Eng-
lish service no rattan was ever laid on the shoulders of Redmond Barry.
Indeed, | was in that savagemoody state, that my mind was quite made
up to the point, and | looked to hear my own dead march played as sure
as | was alive. When | was made a corporal, some of my evils were
lessened;l messedwith the sergeantsby special favour, and used to treat
them to drink, and lose money to the rascalsat play: with which cashmy
good friend Mr. Fagan punctually supplied me.

Our regiment, which was quartered about Stade and Luneburg,
speedily got orders to march southwards towards the Rhine, for news
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came that our great General, Prince Ferdinand of Brunswick, had been
defeated- no, not defeated, but foiled in his attack upon the French under
the Duke of Broglio, at Bergen, near Frankfort-on-the-Main, and had
been obliged to fall back. As the allies retreated the French rushed for-
ward, and made a bold push for the Electorate of our gracious monarch
in Hanover, threatening that they would occupy it; asthey had done be-
fore, when D'Estreesbeatthe hero of Culloden, the gallant Duke of Cum-
berland, and caused him to sign the capitulation of Closter Zeven. An
advance upon Hanover always causeda great agitation in the Royal bos-
om of the King of England; more troops were sentto join us, convoys of
treasure were passed over to our forces, and to our ally's the King of
Prussia; and although, in spite of all assistance,the army under Prince
Ferdinand was very much weaker than that of the invading enemy, yet
we had the advantage of better supplies, one of the greatest Generalsin
the world: and, | was going to add, of British valour, but the lesswe say
about THAT the better. My Lord George Sackville did not exactly cover
himself with laurels at Minden; otherwise there might have been won
there one of the greatest victories of modern times.

Throwing himself between the French and the interior of the Elector-
ate, Prince Ferdinand wisely took possessionof the free town of Bremen,
which he made his storehouse and place of arms; and round which he
gathered all his troops, making ready to fight the famous battle of
Minden.

Were these Memoirs not characterised by truth, and did | deign to ut-
ter a single word for which my own personal experiencedid not give me
the fullest authority, | might easily make myself the hero of some strange
and popular adventures, and, after the fashion of novel-writers, intro-
duce my reader to the great characters of this remarkable time. These
persons (I mean the romance-writers), if they take a drummer or a dust-
man for a hero, somehow manage to bring him in contact with the
greatest lords and most notorious personagesof the empire; and | war-
rant me there's not one of them but, in describing the battle of Minden,
would manage to bring Prince Ferdinand, and my Lord George Sack-
ville, and my Lord Granby, into presence.It would have been easy for
me to have SAID | was present when the orders were brought to Lord
George to charge with the cavalry and finish the rout of the Frenchmen,
and when he refused to do so, and thereby spoiled the great victory. But
the fact is, | was two miles off from the cavalry when his Lordship's fatal
hesitation took place, and none of us soldiers of the line knew of what
had occurred until we cameto talk about the fight over our kettles in the
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evening, and repose after the labours of a hard-fought day. | saw no one
of higher rank that day than my colonel and a couple of orderly officers
riding by in the smokeNno one on our side, that is. A poor corporal (as|
then had the, disgrace of being) is not generally invited into the company
of commanders and the great; but, in revenge, | saw, | promise you,
some very good company on the FRENCH part, for their regiments of
Lorraine and Royal Cravate were charging us all day; and in THAT sort
of MELEE high and low are pretty equally received. | hate bragging, but
| cannot help saying that | made a very close acquaintance with the col-
onel of the Cravates; for | drove my bayonet into his body, and finished
off a poor little ensign, so young, slender, and small, that a blow from
my pigtail would have despatched him, | think, in place of the butt of my
musket, with which | clubbed him down. | killed, besides,four more of-
ficers and men, and in the poor ensign's pocket found a purse of fourteen
louis-d'or, and a silver box of sugar-plums; of which the former present
was very agreeableto me. If people would tell their stories of battles in
this simple way, | think the cause of truth would not suffer by it. All 1
know of this famous fight of Minden (except from books) is told here
above. The ensign's silver bon-bon box and his purse of gold; the livid
face of the poor fellow as he fell; the huzzas of the men of my company
as| went out under asmart fire and rifled him; their shouts and cursesas
we came hand in hand with the Frenchmen,Nthese are, in truth, not
very dignified recollections, and had best be passed over briefly. When
my kind friend Fagan was shot, a brother captain, and his very good
friend, turned to Lieutenant Rawson and said, '‘Fagan's down; Rawson,
there's your company.' It was all the epitaph my brave patron got. 'l
should have left you a hundred guineas, Redmond," were his last words
to me, 'but for a cursed run of ill luck last night at faro." And he gave me
afaint squeezeof the hand; then, asthe word was given to advance, | left
him. When we came back to our old ground, which we presently did, he
was lying there still; but he was dead. Some of our people had already
torn off his epaulets, and, no doubt, had rifled his purse. Such knaves
and ruffians do men in war become!lt is well for gentlemen to talk of the
age of chivalry; but remember the starving brutes whom they leadNmen
nursed in poverty, entirely ignorant, made to take a pride in deeds of
bloodNmen who can have no amusement but in drunkenness, debauch,
and plunder. It is with these shocking instruments that your great warri-
ors and kings have been doing their murderous work in the world; and
while, for instance, we are at the present moment admiring the 'Great
Frederick," aswe call him, and his philosophy, and his liberality, and his
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military genius, |, who have served him, and been, asit were, behind the
scenesof which that great spectacleis composed, can only look at it with
horror. What a number of items of human crime, misery, slavery, go to
form that sum-total of glory! | can recollect a certain day about three
weeks after the battle of Minden, and a farmhouse in which some of us
entered; and how the old woman and her daughters served us, trem-
bling, to wine; and how we got drunk over the wine, and the house was
in a flame, presently; and woe betide the wretched fellow afterwards
who came home to look for his house and his children!
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Chapter

BARRY FAR FROM MILITARY GLORY

After the death of my protector, Captain Fagan, | am forced to confess
that | fell into the very worst of coursesand company. Being a rough sol-
dier of fortune himself, he had never beena favourite with the officers of
his regiment; who had a contempt for Irishmen, as Englishmen some-
times will have, and used to mock his brogue, and his blunt uncouth

manners. | had beeninsolent to one or two of them, and had only been
screenedfrom punishment by his intercession; especially his successor,
Mr. Rawson, had no liking for me, and put another man into the
sergeant's place vacant in his company after the battle of Minden. This
act of injustice rendered my service very disagreeableto me; and, instead
of seeking to conquer the dislike of my superiors, and win their goodwill

by good behaviour, | only sought for meansto make my situation easier
to me, and grasped at all the amusements in my power. In a foreign

country, with the enemy before us, and the people continually under
contribution from one side or the other, numberless irregularities were
permitted to the troops which would not have been allowed in more
peaceabletimes. | descendedgradually to mix with the sergeants,and to
share their amusements: drinking and gambling were, | am sorry to say,
our principal pastimes; and | fell soreadily into their ways, that though

only a young lad of seventeen,| was the master of them all in daring

wickedness; though there were some among them who, | promise you,

were far advanced in the science of every kind of profligacy. | should

have beenunder the provost- marshal's hands, for a dead certainty, had |

continued much longer in the army: but an accident occurred which took
me out of the English service in rather a singular manner.

The year in which George Il died, our regiment had the honour to be
present at the battle of Warburg (where the Marquis of Granby and his
horse fully retrieved the discredit which had fallen upon the cavalry
since Lord George Sackville's defalcation at Minden), and where Prince
Ferdinand once more completely defeated the Frenchmen. During the
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action, my lieutenant, Mr. Fakenham, of Fakenham, the gentleman who
had threatened me, it may be remembered, with the caning, was struck
by a musket-ball in the side. He had shown no want of couragein this or
any other occasion where he had been called upon to act against the
French; but this was his first wound, and the young gentleman was ex-
ceedingly frightened by it. He offered five guineas to be carried into the
town, which was hard by; and | and another man, taking him up in a
cloak, managed to transport him into a place of decent appearance,
where we put him to bed, and where a young surgeon (who desired
nothing better than to take himself out of the fire of the musketry) went
presently to dress his wound.

In order to get into the house, we had been obliged, it must be con-
fessed,to fire into the locks with our pieces;which summons brought an
inhabitant of the house to the door, a very pretty and black-eyed young
woman, who lived there with her old half-blind father, a retired Jag-
dmeister of the Duke of Cassel, hard by. When the French were in the
town, Meinherr's house had suffered like those of his neighbours; and he
was at first exceedingly unwilling to accommodate his guests. But the
first knocking at the door had the effect of bringing a speedy answer;
and Mr. Fakenham, taking a couple of guineas out of a very full purse,
speedily convinced the people that they had only to deal with a person
of honour.

Leaving the doctor (who was very glad to stop) with his patient, who
paid me the stipulated reward, | was returning to my regiment with my
other comradeNafter having paid, in my German jargon, some deserved
compliments to the black-eyed beauty of Warburg, and thinking, with no
small envy, how comfortable it would be to be billeted thereNwhen the
private who was with me cut short my reveries by suggesting that we
should divide the five guineas the lieutenant had given me.

‘There is your share,' said I, giving the fellow one piece; which was
plenty, as | was the leader of the expedition. But he swore a dreadful
oath that he would have half; and when | told him to go to a quarter
which | shall not name, the fellow, lifting his musket, hit me a blow with
the butt-end of it, which sent me lifeless to the ground: when | awoke
from my> trance, | found myself bleeding with a large wound in the
head, and had barely time to stagger back to the house where | had left
the lieutenant, when | again fell fainting at the door.

Here | must have been discovered by the surgeon on his issuing out;
for when | awoke a secondtime | found myself in the ground-floor of the
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house, supported by the black-eyed girl, while the surgeon was copi-
ously bleeding me at the arm. There was another bed in the room where
the lieutenant had been laid,Nit was that occupied by Gretel, the ser-
vant; while Lischen, asmy fair one was called, had, till now, slept in the
couch where the wounded officer lay.

'Who are you putting into that bed?' said he languidly, in German; for
the ball had been extracted from his side with much pain and loss of
blood.

They told him it was the corporal who had brought him.

‘A corporal?’ said he, in English; 'turn him out." And you may be sure |
felt highly complimented by the words. But we were both too faint to
compliment or to abuse eachother much, and | was put to bed carefully;
and, on being undressed, had an opportunity to find that my pockets
had been rifled by the English soldier after he had knocked me down.
However, | was in good quarters: the young lady who sheltered me
presently brought me a refreshing drink; and, as | took it, | could not
help pressing the kind hand that gave it me; nor, in truth, did this token
of my gratitude seem unwelcome.

This intimacy did not decreasewith further acquaintance.| found Lis-
chen the tenderest of nurses. Whenever any delicacy was to be provided
for the wounded lieutenant, a share was always sent to the bed opposite
his, and to the avaricious man's no small annoyance. His illness was
long. On the secondday the fever declared itself; for some nights he was
delirious; and | remember it was when a commanding officer was in-
specting our quarters, with an intention, very likely, of billeting himself
on the house, that the howling and mad words of the patient overhead
struck him, and he retired rather frightened. | had been sitting up very
comfortably in the lower apartment, for my hurt was quite subsided; and
it was only when the officer asked me, with arough voice, why | was not
at my regiment, that | beganto reflect how pleasant my quarters were to
me, and that | was much better here than crawling under an odious tent
with a parcel of tipsy soldiers, or going the night-rounds or rising long
before daybreak for drill.

The delirium of Mr. Fakenham gave me a hint, and | determined forth-
with to GO MAD. There was a poor fellow about Brady's Town called
'‘Wandering Billy," whose insane pranks | had often mimicked as a lad,
and | again put them in practice. That night | made an attempt upon Lis-
chen, saluting her with ayell and a grin which frightened her almost out
of her wits; and when anybody came | was raving. The blow on the head
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had disordered my brain; the doctor was ready to vouch for this fact.
One night | whispered to him that | was Julius Caesar,and considered
him to be my affianced wife Queen Cleopatra, which convinced him of
my insanity. Indeed, if Her Majesty had been like my Aesculapius, she
must have had a carroty beard, such as is rare in Egypt.

A movement on the part of the French speedily causedan advance on
our part. The town was evacuated, except by a few Prussian troops,
whose surgeons were to visit the wounded in the place; and, when we
were well, we were to be drafted to our regiments. | determined that |
never would join mine again. My intention was to make for Holland, al-
most the only neutral country of Europe in those times, and thenceto get
a passage somehow to England, and home to dear old Brady's Town.

If Mr. Fakenham is now alive, | here tender him my apologies for my
conduct to him. He was very rich; he used me very ill. | managed to
frighten away his servant who cameto attend him after the affair of War-
burg, and from that time would sometimes condescendto wait upon the
patient, who always treated me with scorn; but it was my objectto have
him alone, and | bore his brutality with the utmost civility and mildness,
meditating in my own mind a very pretty return for all his favours to
me. Nor was | the only person in the house to whom the worthy gentle-
man was uncivil. He ordered the fair Lischen hither and thither, made
inpertinent love to her, abused her soups, quarrelled with her omelettes,
and grudged the money which was laid out for his maintenance; so that
our hostess detested him as much as, | think, without vanity, she re-
garded me.

For, if the truth must be told, | had made very deep love to her during
my stay under her roof; asis always my way with women, of whatever
ageor degree of beauty. To a man who hasto make his way in the world,
these dear girls can always be useful in one fashion or another; never
mind, if they repel your passion; at any rate, they are not offended with
your declaration of it, and only look upon you with more favourable
eyesin consequenceof your misfortune. As for Lischen, | told her such a
pathetic story of my life (atale a great deal more romantic than that here
narrated,N for | did not restrict myself to the exacttruth in that history,
asin these pages| am bound to do), that | won the poor girl's heart en-
tirely, and, besides,made considerable progress in the German language
under her instruction. Do not think me very cruel and heartless, ladies;
this heart of Lischen's was like many a town in the neighbourhood in
which she dwelt, and had been stormed and occupied several times be-
fore | came to invest it; now mounting French colours, now green and
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yellow Saxon,now black and white Prussian, asthe casemay be. A lady
who setsher heart upon alad in uniform must prepare to change lovers
pretty quickly, or her life will be but a sad one.

The German surgeon who attended us after the departure of the Eng-
lish only condescendedto pay our house a visit twice during my resid-
ence;and | took care, for a reason | had, to receive him in a darkened
room, much to the annoyance of Mr. Fakenham, who lay there: but | said
the light affected my eyesdreadfully since my blow on the head; and soll
covered up my head with clothes when the doctor came, and told him
that | was an Egyptian mummy, or talked to him some insane nonsense,
in order to keep up my character.

'What is that nonsenseyou were talking about an Egyptian mummy,
fellow?' asked Mr. Fakenham peevishly.

'‘Oh! you'll know soon, sir," said I.

The next time that | expected the doctor to come, instead of receiving
him in a darkened room, with handkerchiefs muffled, | took careto bein
the lower room, and was having a game at cards with Lischen asthe sur-
geon entered. | had taken possession of a dressing-jacket of the
lieutenant's, and some other articles of his wardrobe, which fitted me
pretty well; and, | flatter myself, was no ungentlemanlike figure.

‘Good-morrow, Corporal,’ said the doctor, rather gruffly, in reply to
my smiling salute.

‘Corporal! Lieutenant, if you please,'answered I, giving an arch look at
Lischen, whom | had instructed in my plot.

'How lieutenant?' asked the surgeon. 'l thought the lieutenant was'- -

‘Upon my word, you do me great honour,' cried I, laughing; 'you mis-
took me for the mad corporal upstairs. The fellow has once or twice pre-
tended to be an officer, but my kind hostesshere can answer which is
which.'

‘Yesterday he fancied he was Prince Ferdinand,' said Lischen; 'the day
you came he said he was an Egyptian mummy.'

'So he did," said the doctor; 'l remember; but, ha! ha! do you know,
Lieutenant, | have in my notes made a mistake in you two?'

'‘Don't talk to me about his malady; he is calm now.'

Lischen and | laughed at this error as at the most ridiculous thing in
the world; and when the surgeon went up to examine his patient, |

71



cautioned him not to talk to him about the subject of his malady, for he
was in a very excited state.

The reader will be able to gather from the above conversation what my
design really was. | was determined to escape,and to escapeunder the
character of Lieutenant Fakenham; taking it from him to his face, as it
were, and making use of it to meet my imperious necessity. It was for-
gery and robbery, if you like; for | took all his money and clothes,NI
don't care to conceal it; but the need was so urgent, that | would do so
again: and | knew | could not effect my escapewithout his purse, aswell
as his name. Hence it becamemy duty to take possessionof one and the
other.

As the lieutenant lay still in bed upstairs, | did not hesitate at all about
assuming his uniform, especially after taking careto inform myself from
the doctor whether any men of ours who might know me were in the
town. But there were none that | could hear of; and so | calmly took my
walks with Madame Lischen, dressed in the lieutenant's uniform, made
inquiries asto a horse that | wanted to purchase, reported myself to the
commandant of the place as Lieutenant Fakenham, of Gale's English re-
giment of foot, convalescent,and was asked to dine with the officers of
the Prussian regiment at a very sorry mess they had. How Fakenham
would have stormed and raged, had he known the use | was making of
his name!

Whenever that worthy used to inquire about his clothes, which he did
with many oaths and curses that he would have me caned at the regi-
ment for inattention, |, with a most respectful air, informed him that they
were put away in perfect safety below; and, in fact, had them very neatly
packed, and ready for the day when | proposed to depart. His papers
and money, however, he kept under his pillow; and, as| had purchased
a horse, it became necessary to pay for it.

At a certain hour, then, | ordered the animal to be brought round,
when | would pay the dealer for him. (I shall passover my adieux with
my kind hostess,which were very tearful indeed). And then, making up
my mind to the great action, walked upstairs to Fakenham'sroom attired
in his full regimentals, and with his hat cocked over my left eye.

'You gWeat scoundWel!" said he, with a multiplicity of oaths; 'you
mutinous dog! what do you mean by dWessing yourself in my Wegi-
mentals? As sure asmy name's Fakenham, when we get back to the We-
giment, I'll have your soul cut out of your body.'
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'I'm promoted, Lieutenant,’ said I, with a sneer.'I'm come to take my
leave of you;' and then going up to his bed, | said, 'l intend to have your
papers and purse.' With this | put my hand under his pillow; at which he
gave a screamthat might have called the whole garrison about my ears.
‘Hark ye, sir!" said I, 'no more noise, or you are a dead man!" and taking a
handkerchief, | bound it tight around his mouth so as well-nigh to
throttle him, and, pulling forward the sleevesof his shirt, tied them in a
knot together, and so left him; removing the papers and the purse, you
may be sure, and wishing him politely a good day.

'It is the mad corporal,' said | to the people down below who were at-
tracted by the noise from the sick man's chamber; and so taking leave of
the old blind Jagdmeister,and an adieu (I will not say how tender) of his
daughter, 1 mounted my newly purchased animal, and, as | pranced
away, and the sentinels presented arms to me at the town-gates, felt once
more that | was in my proper sphere, and determined never again to fall
from the rank of a gentleman.

| took at first the way towards Bremen, where our army was, and gave
out that | was bringing reports and letters from the Prussian command-
ant of Warburg to headquarters; but, as soon as | got out of sight of the
advanced sentinels, | turned bridle and rode into the Hesse-Casselkerrit-
ory, which is luckily not very far from Warburg: and | promise you | was
very glad to seethe blue-and-red stripes on the barriers, which showed
me that | was out of the land occupied by our countrymen. | rode to Hof,
and the next day to Cassel,giving out that | was the bearer of despatches
to Prince Henry, then on the Lower Rhine, and put up at the besthotel of
the place, where the field-officers of the garrison had their ordinary.
Thesegentlemen | treated to the bestwines that the house afforded, for |
was determined to keep up the character of the English gentleman, and |
talked to them about my English estateswith a fluency that almost made
me believe in the stories which | invented. | was even asked to an as-
sembly at Wilhelmshohe, the Elector's palace,and danced a minuet there
with the Hofmarshal's lovely daughter, and lost a few piecesto his excel-
lency the first huntmaster of his Highness.

At our table at the inn there was a Prussian officer who treated me
with great civility, and asked me a thousand questions about England;
which | answered as best | might. But this best, | am bound to say, was
bad enough. | knew nothing about England, and the Court, and the
noble families there; but, led away by the vaingloriousness of youth (and
a propensity which | possessedin my early days, but of which | have
long since corrected myself, to boast and talk in a manner not altogether
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consonant with truth), | invented a thousand stories which | told him;
described the King and the Ministers to him, said the British Ambassad-
or at Berlin was my uncle, and promised my acquaintance a letter of re-
commendation to him. When the officer asked me my uncle's name, |
was not able to give him the real name, and so said his name was
O'Grady: it is as good a name as any other, and those of Kilballyowen,
county Cork, are as good a family as any in the world, as| have heard.
As for stories about my regiment, of these, of course, | had no lack. |
wish my other histories had been equally authentic.

On the morning | left Cassel,my Prussian friend came to me with an
open smiling countenance, and said he, too, was bound for Dusseldorf,
whither | said my route lay; and so laying our horses'headstogether we
jogged on. The country was desolate beyond description. The prince in
whose dominions we were was known to be the most ruthless seller of
men in Germany. He would sell to any bidder, and during the five years
which the war (afterwards called the SevenYears' War) had now lasted,
had so exhausted the males of his principality, that the fields remained
untilled: even the children of twelve years old were driven off to the war,
and | saw herds of these wretches marching forwards, attended by a few
troopers, now under the guidance of a red-coated Hanovarian sergeant,
now with a Prussian sub-officer accompanying them; with some of
whom my companion exchanged signs of recognition.

'It hurts my feelings,' said he, to be obliged to commune with such
wretches; but the stern necessitiesof war demand men continually, and
hence these recruiters whom you see market in human flesh. They get
five-and-twenty dollars from our Government for every man they bring
in. For fine menNfor men like you,' he added, laughing, ‘we would go as
high as a hundred. In the old King's time we would have given a thou-
sand for you, when he had his giant regiment that our present monarch
disbanded.’

'l knew one of them,' said I, 'who served with you: we used to call him
Morgan Prussia.'

'Indeed; and who was this Morgan Prussia?'

'‘Why, a huge grenadier of ours, who was somehow snapped up in
Hanover by some of your recruiters.’

‘The rascals!" said my friend: 'and did they dare take an Englishman?’

"Faith this was an Irishman, and a great deal too sharp for them; as
you shall hear. Morgan was taken, then, and drafted into the giant
guard, and was the biggest man almost among all the giants there. Many
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of these monsters used to complain of their life, and their caning, and
their long drills, and their small pay; but Morgan was not one of the
grumblers. "It's a deal better," said he, "to get fat here in Berlin, than to
starve in rags in Tipperary!"

'‘Where is Tipperary?' asked my companion.

‘That is exactly what Morgan's friends asked him. It is a beautiful dis-
trict in Ireland, the capital of which is the magnificent city of Clonmel: a
city, let me tell you, sir, only inferior to Dublin and London, and far
more sumptuous than any on the Continent. Well, Morgan said that his
birthplace was near that city, and the only thing which caused him un-
happiness, in his present situation, was the thought that his brothers
were still starving at home, when they might be so much better off in His
Majesty's service.

""Faith," says Morgan to the sergeant, to whom he imparted the in-
formation, "it's my brother Bin that would make the fine sergeant of the
guards, entirely!"

"ls Ben as tall as you are?" asked the sergeant.

"As tall as ME, is it? Why, man, I'm the shortest of my family! There's
six more of us, but Bin's the biggest of all. Oh! out and out the biggest.
Seven feet in his stockin-FUT, as sure as my name's Morgan!"

"Can't we send and fetch them over, these brothers of yours?"

"Not you. Ever since | was seduced by one of you gentlemen of the
cane,they've a mortal aversion to all sergeants,"answered Morgan: "but
it's a pity they cannot come, too. What a monster Bin would be in a
grenadier's cap!"

'He said nothing more at the time regarding his brothers, but only
sighed asif lamenting their hard fate. However, the story was told by the
sergeantto the officers, and by the officers to the King himself; and His
Majesty was so inflamed by curiosity, that he actually consented to let
Morgan go home in order to bring back with him his seven enormous
brothers.'

'‘And were they as big as Morgan pretended?' asked my comrade. |
could not help laughing at his simplicity.

‘Do you suppose,’ cried I, 'that Morgan ever came back? No, no; once
free, he was too wise for that. He has bought a snug farm in Tipperary
with the money that was given him to secure his brothers; and | fancy
few men of the guards ever profited so much by it.'

75



The Prussian captain laughed exceedingly at this story, said that the
English were the cleverest nation in the world, and, on my setting him
right, agreed that the Irish were even more so. We rode on very well
pleased with each other; for he had a thousand stories of the war to tell,
of the skill and gallantry of Frederick, and the thousand escapesand vic-
tories, and defeats scarcely less glorious than victories, through which
the King had passed.Now that | was a gentleman, | could listen with ad-
miration to these tales: and yet the sentiment recorded at the end of the
last chapter was uppermost in my mind but three weeks back, when | re-
membered that it was the great general got the glory, and the poor sol-
dier only insult and the cane.

'‘By the way, to whom are you taking despatches?' asked the officer.

It was another ugly question, which | determined to answer at hap-
hazard; and so | said 'To General Rolls.' | had seenthe general a year be-
fore, and gave the first name in my head. My friend was quite satisfied
with it, and we continued our ride until evening cameon; and our horses
being weary, it was agreed that we should come to a halt.

‘There is a very good inn," said the Captain, aswe rode up to what ap-
peared to me a very lonely-looking place.

‘This may be a very good inn for Germany," said I, 'but it would not
pass in old Ireland. Corbach is only a league off: let us push on for
Corbach.’

'Do you want to seethe loveliest woman in Europe?’ said the officer.
'‘Ah! you sly rogue, | see THAT will influence you;' and, truth to say,
such a proposal WAS always welcome to me, asl| don't careto own. 'The
people are great farmers,' said the Captain, 'as well asinnkeepers;' and,
indeed, the place seemedmore afarm than aninn yard. We entered by a
great gate into a Court walled round, and at one end of which was the
building, a dingy ruinous place. A couple of covered waggens were in
the court, their horseswere littered under a shed hard by, and lounging
about the place were some men and a pair of sergeantsin the Prussian
uniform, who both touched their hatsto my friend the Captain. This cus-
tomary formality struck me as nothing extraordinary, but the aspect of
the inn had something exceedingly chilling and forbidding in it, and |
observed the men shut to the great yard-gates as soon as we were
entered. Parties of French horsemen, the Captain said, were about the
country, and one could not take too many precautions against such
villains.
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We went into supper, after the two sergeantshad taken charge of our
horses; the Captain, also, ordering one of them to take my valise to my
bedroom. | promised the worthy fellow a glass of schnapps for his pains.

A dish of fried eggs-and-baconwas ordered from a hideous old wench
that came to serve us, in place of the lovely creature | had expected to
see;and the Captain, laughing, said, 'Well, our meal is a frugal one, but a
soldier has many atime a worse:' and, taking off his hat, sword-belt, and
gloves, with great ceremony, he sat down to eat. | would not be behind-
hand with him in politeness, and put my weapon securely on the old
chest of drawers where his was laid.

The hideous old woman before mentioned brought us in a pot of very
sour wine, at which and at her ugliness | felt a considerable ill- humour.

'‘Where's the beauty you promised me?' said |, as soon as the old hag
had left the room.

'‘Bah!" said he, laughing, and looking hard at me:'it was my joke. | was
tired, and did not careto go farther. There'sno prettier woman here than
that. If she won't suit your fancy, my friend, you must wait a while.'

This increased my ill-humour.

‘Upon my word, sir,’ said | sternly, 'l think you have acted very coolly!
'l have acted as | think fit!" replied the captain.

'Sir," said I, 'I'm a British officer!'

'It's a lie!" roared the other, 'you're a DESERTER!You're an impostor,
sir; | have known you for such thesethree hours. | suspectedyou yester-
day. My men heard of a man escaping from Warburg, and | thought you
were the man. Your lies and folly have confirmed me. You pretend to
carry despatchesto a general who has been dead these ten months: you
have an uncle who is an ambassador, and whose name forsooth you
don't know. Will you join and take the bounty, sir; or will you be given
up?'

‘Neither!" said I, springing at him like a tiger. But, agile as | was, he
was equally on his guard. He took two pistols out of his pocket, fired one
off, and said, from the other end of the table where he stood dodging me,
as it were,N

'‘Advance a step, and | send this bullet into your brains!" In another
minute the door was flung open, and the two sergeantsentered, armed
with musket and bayonet to aid their comrade.
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The game was up. | flung down a knife with which | had armed my-
self; for the old hag on bringing in the wine had removed my sword.

'l volunteer,’ said I.
‘That's my good fellow. What name shall | put on my list?'

'‘Write Redmond Barry of Bally Barry," said | haughtily; ‘'a descendant
of the Irish kings!'

'l was oncewith the Irish brigade, Roche's,'said the recruiter, sneering,
‘trying if | could get any likely fellows among the few countrymen of
yours that are in the brigade, and there was scarcely one of them that
was not descended from the kings of Ireland.’

'Sir,' said I, 'king or not, | am a gentleman, as you can see.’

'‘Oh! you will find plenty more in our corps,’ answered the Captain,
still in the sneering mood. 'Give up your papers, Mr. Gentleman, and let
us see who you really are.'

As my pocket-book contained some bank-notes as well as papers of
Mr. Fakenham's, | was not willing to give up my property; suspecting
very rightly that it was but a scheme on the part of the Captain to get
and keep it.

'It can matter very little to you,' said I, '‘what my private papers are: |
am enlisted under the name of Redmond Barry.'

'Give it up, sirrah!" said the Captain, seizing his cane.
'l will not give it up!" answered I.

'HOUND! do you mutiny?' screamed he, and, at the same time, gave
me a lash acrossthe face with the cane,which had the anticipated effect
of producing a struggle. | dashed forward to grapple with him, the two
sergeants flung themselves on me, | was thrown to the ground and
stunned again; being hit on my former wound in the head. It was bleed-
ing severely when | cameto myself, my laced coat was already torn off
my back, my purse and papers gone, and my hands tied behind my
back.

The great and illustrious Frederick had scores of these white slave-
dealers all round the frontiers of his kingdom, debauching troops or kid-
napping peasants,and hesitating at no crime to supply those brilliant re-
giments of his with food for powder; and | cannot help telling here, with
some satisfaction, the fate which ultimately befell the atrocious scoundrel
who, violating all the rights of friendship and good-fellowship, had just
succeededin entrapping me. This individual was a person of high family
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and known talents and courage, but who had a propensity to gambling

and extravagance,and found his calling asa recruit-decoy far more prof-

itable to him than his pay of second captain in the line. The sovereign,
too, probably found his services more useful in the former capacity. His

name was Monsieur de Galgenstein, and he was one of the most success-
ful of the practisers of his rascally trade. He spoke all languages, and

knew all countries, and hence had no difficulty in finding out the simple

braggadocio of a young lad like me.

About 1765,however, he cameto his justly merited end. He was at this
time living at Kehl, opposite Strasburg, and used to take his walk upon
the bridge there, and get into conversation with the French advanced
sentinels; to whom he was in the habit of promising 'mountains and mar-
vels,' as the French say, if they would take service in Prussia. One day
there was on the bridge a superb grenadier, whom Galgenstein accosted,
and to whom he promised a company, at least, if he would enlist under
Frederick.

'‘Ask my comrade yonder," said the grenadier; 'l can do nothing
without him. We were born and bred together, we are of the same com-
pany, sleepin the sameroom, and always go in pairs. If he will go and
you will give him a captaincy, | will go too.'

'‘Bring your comrade over to Kehl," said Galgenstein, delighted. 'l will
give you the best of dinners, and can promise to satisfy both of you.'

'Had you not better speakto him on the bridge?' said the grenadier. 'l
dare not leave my post; but you have but to pass, and talk over the
matter.'

Galgenstein, after a little parley, passed the sentinel; but presently a
panic took him, and he retraced his steps. But the grenadier brought his
bayonet to the Prussian's breast and bade him stand: that he was his
prisoner.

The Prussian, however, seeing his danger, made a bound across the
bridge and into the Rhine; whither, flinging aside his musket, the intrep-
id sentry followed him. The Frenchman was the better swimmer of the
two, seized upon the recruiter, and bore him to the Strasburg side of the
stream, where he gave him up.

'"You deserveto be shot,' said the general to him, ‘for abandoning your
post and arms; but you merit reward for an act of courage and daring.
The King prefers to reward you," and the man received money and
promotion.
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As for Galgenstein, he declared his quality as a nobleman and a cap-
tain in the Prussian service, and applications were made to Berlin to
know if his representations were true. But the King, though he employed
men of this stamp (officers to seducethe subjects of his allies) could not
acknowledge his own shame. Letters were written back from Berlin to
say that such a family existed in the kingdom, but that the person repres-
enting himself to belong to it must be an impostor, for every officer of
the name was at his regiment and his post. It was Galgenstein's death-
warrant, and he was hanged as a spy in Strasburg.

"Turn him into the cart with the rest,' said he, as soon as| awoke from
my trance.
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Chapter 6

THE CRIMP WAGGON -- MILITARY EPISODES

The covered waggon to which | was ordered to march was standing, as|
have said, in the courtyard of the farm, with another dismal vehicle of
the samekind hard by it. Eachwas pretty well filled with acrew of men,
whom the atrocious crimp who had seized upon me, had enlisted under
the banners of the glorious Frederick; and | could seeby the lanterns of
the sentinels, as they thrust me into the straw, a dozen dark figures
huddled together in the horrible moving prison where | was now to be
confined. A screamand a curse from my opposite neighbour showed me
that he was most likely wounded, as| myself was; and, during the whole
of the wretched night, the moans and sobs of the poor fellows in similar
captivity kept up acontinual painful chorus, which effectually prevented
my getting any relief from my ills in sleep. At midnight (asfar as| could
judge) the horses were put to the waggons, and the creaking lumbering
machines were put in motion. A couple of soldiers, strongly armed, sat
on the outer bench of the cart, and their grim facespeered in with their
lanterns every now and then through the canvas curtains, that they
might count the number of their prisoners. The brutes were half-drunk,
and were singing love and war songs, such as 'O Gretchen mein
Taubchen, mein Herzenstrompet, Mein Kanon, mein Heerpauk und
meine Musket,' 'Prinz Eugen der edle Ritter." and the like; their wild
whoops and jodels making doleful discord with the groans of us captives
within the waggons. Many a time afterwards have | heard these ditties
sung on the march, or in the barrack-room, or round the fires aswe lay
out at night.

| was not near so unhappy, in spite of all, as| had beenon my first en-
listing in Ireland. At least,thought I, if | am degraded to be a private sol-
dier there will be no one of my acquaintance who will witness my
shame; and that is the point which | have always cared for most. There
will be no one to say, 'There is young Redmond Barry, the descendantor
the Barrys, the fashionable young blood of Dublin, pipeclaying his belt
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and carrying his brown Bess.'Indeed, but for that opinion of the world,

with which it is necessarythat every man of spirit should keep upon

equal terms, |, for my part, would have always been contented with the
humblest portion. Now here, to all intents and purposes, one was as far
removed from the world as in the wilds of Siberia, or in Robinson
Crusoe's Island. And | reasoned with myself thus:N'Now you are
caught, there is no use in repining: make the best of your situation, and
get all the pleasure you can out of it. There are a thousand opportunities

of plunder, &c., offered to the soldier in war-time, out of which he can
get both pleasure and profit: make use of these, and be happy. Besides,
you are extraordinarily brave, handsome, and clever: and who knows
but you may procure advancement in your new service?'

In this philosophical way | looked at my misfortunes, determining not
to be castdown by them; and bore woes and my broken head with per-
fect magnanimity. The latter was, for the moment, an evil against which
it required no small powers of endurance to contend; for the jolts of the
waggon were dreadful, and every shake caused a throb in my brain
which | thought would have split my skull. As the morning dawned, |
saw that the man next me, a gaunt yellow-haired creature, in black, had a
cushion of straw under his head.

‘Are you wounded, comrade?' said I.

'Praised be the Lord," said he, 'l am sore hurt in spirit and body, and
bruised in many members; wounded, however, am | not. And you, poor
youth?'

'l am wounded in the head, said I, '‘and | want your pillow: give it
meNI've a clasp-knife in my pocket!" and with this | gave him a terrible
look, meaning to say (and mean it | did, for look you, A LA GUERRE
C'ESTA LA GUERRE,and | am none of your milksops) that, unless he
yielded me the accommodation, | would give him a taste of my steel.

'l would give it thee without any threat, friend," said the yellow- haired
man meekly, and handed me over his little sack of straw.

He then leaned himself back as comfortably as he could against the
cart, and beganrepeating, 'Ein' feste Burg ist unser Gott,' by which | con-
cluded that | had got into the company of a parson. With the jolts of the
waggon, and accidents of the journey, various more exclamations and
movements of the passengersshowed what a motley company we were.
Every now and then a countryman would burst into tears;a French voice
would be heard to say, 'O mon Dieu!Nmon Dieu!" a couple more of the
same nation were jabbering oaths and chattering incessantly; and a
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certain allusion to his own and everybody else'seyes,which camefrom a
stalwart figure at the far corner, told me that there was certainly an Eng-
lishman in our crew.

But | was spared soon the tedium and discomforts of the journey. In
spite of the clergyman's cushion, my head, which was throbbing with
pain, was brought abruptly in contact with the side of the waggon; it
beganto bleed afresh: | becamealmost light-headed. | only recollect hav-
ing a draught of water here and there; once stopping at a fortified town,
where an officer counted us:Nall the rest of the journey was passedin a
drowsy stupor, from which, when | awoke, | found myself lying in a hos-
pital bed, with a nun in a white hood watching over me.

‘They are in sad spiritual darkness,' said a voice from the bed next to
me, when the nun had finished her kind offices and retired: 'they are in
the night of error, and yet there is the light of faith in those poor
creatures.'

It was my comrade of the crimp waggon, his huge broad face looming
out from under a white nightcap, and ensconced in the bed beside.

'‘What! you there, Herr Pastor?' said I.

'Only a candidate, sir,’ answered the white nightcap. 'But, praised be
Heaven! you have come to. You have had a wild time of it. You have
beentalking in the English language (with which | am acquainted) of Ire-
land, and a young lady, and Mick, and of another young lady, and of a
house on fire, and of the British Grenadiers, concerning whom you sung
us parts of a ballad, and of a number of other matters appertaining, no
doubt, to your personal history.’

'It has beena very strange one,' said I; 'and, perhaps, there is no man in
the world, of my birth, whose misfortunes can at all be compared to
mine.’

| do not objectto own that | am disposed to brag of my birth and other
acquirements; for | have always found that if a man does not give him-
self a good word, his friends will not do it for him.

'‘Well," said my fellow-patient, 'l have no doubt yours is a strange tale,
and shall be glad to hear it anon; but at present you must not be permit-
ted to speak much, for your fever has been long, and your exhaustion
great.'

'‘Where are we?' | asked; and the candidate informed me that we were
in the bishopric and town of Fulda, at present occupied by Prince
Henry's troops. There had been a skirmish with an out-party of French
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near the town, in which a shot entering the waggon, the poor candidate
had been wounded.

As the reader knows already my history, | will not take the trouble to
repeat it here, or to give the additions with which | favoured my com-
rade in misfortune. But | confessthat | told him ours was the greatest
family and finest palace in Ireland, that we were enormously wealthy,
related to all the peerage descendedfrom the ancient kings, &c.; and, to
my surprise, in the course of our conversation, | found that my inter-
locutor knew a great deal more about Ireland than | did. When, for in-
stance, | spoke of my descent,N

'‘From which race of kings?' said he.

'Oh!" said | (for my memory for dates was never very accurate), 'from
the old ancient kings of all.’

'‘What! can you trace your origin to the sons Japhet?' said he.

"Faith, | can, answered |, 'and farther too,NNebuchadnezzar, if you
like.'

'l see,'said the candidate, smiling, 'that you look upon those legends
with incredulity. These Partholans and Nemedians, of whom your
writers fondly make mention, cannot be authentically vouched for in his-
tory. Nor do | believe that we have any more foundation for the tales
concerning them, than for the legends relative to Josephof Arimathea
and King Bruce which prevailed two centuries back in the sister island.

And then he began a discourse about the Phoenicians anon; but at
present you must not be permitted to speak much, for your fever has
been long, and your exhaustion great.’

'‘Where are we?' | asked; and the candidate informed me that we were
in the bishopric and town of Fulda, at present occupied by Prince
Henry's troops. There had been a skirmish with an out-party of French
near the town, in which a shot entering the waggon, the poor candidate
had been wounded.

As the reader knows already my history, | will not take the trouble to
repeat it here, or to give the additions with which | favoured my com-
rade in misfortune. But | confessthat | told him ours was the greatest
family and finest palace in Ireland, that we were enormously wealthy,
related to all the peerage descendedfrom the ancient kings, &c.; and, to
my surprise, in the course of our conversation, | found that my inter-
locutor knew a great deal more about Ireland than | did. When, for in-
stance, | spoke of my descent,N
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'‘From which race of kings?' said he.

'Oh!" said | (for my memory for dates was never very accurate), 'from
the old ancient kings of all.’

‘What! can you trace your origin to the sons Japhet?' said he.

"Faith, | can,’ answered |, 'and farther too,NNebuchadnezzar, if you
like.'

'l see,'said the candidate, smiling, 'that you look upon those legends
with incredulity. These Partholans and Nemedians, of whom your
writers fondly make mention, cannot be authentically vouched for in his-
tory. Nor do | believe that we have any more foundation for the tales
concerning them, than for the legends relative to Josephof Arimathea
and King Brute which prevailed two centuries back in the sister island.’

And then he began a discourse about the Phoenicians, the Scyths or
Goths, the Tuath de Danans, Tacitus, and King MacNeil; which was, to
say the truth, the very first news | had heard of those personages.As for
English, he spoke it aswell asl, and had seven more languages, he said,
equally at his command; for, on my quoting the only Latin line that I
knew, that out of the poet Homer, which says,N

'‘As in praesenti perfectum fumat in avi,’

he beganto speak to me in the Roman tongue; on which | was fain to
tell him that we pronounced it in a different way in Ireland, and so got
off the conversation.

My honest friend's history was a curious one, and it may be told here
in order to show of what motley materials our levies were composed:N

'l am," said he, 'a Saxon by birth, my father being pastor of the village
of Pfannkuchen, where | imbibed the first rudiments of knowledge. At
sixteen (I am now twenty-three), having mastered the Greek and Latin
tongues, with the French, English, Arabic, and Hebrew; and having
come into possessionof a legacy of a hundred rixdalers, a sum amply
sufficient to defray my University courses,| went to the famous academy
of Gottingen, where | devoted four years to the exact sciencesand theo-
logy. Also, | learned what worldly accomplishments | could command;
taking a dancing-tutor at the expenseof a groschen a lesson, a course of
fencing from a French practitioner, and attending lectures on the great
horse and the equestrian scienceat the hippodrome of a celebrated cav-
alry professor. My opinion is, that a man should know everything asfar
asin his power lies: that he should complete his cycle of experience;and,
one science being as necessary as another, it behoves him.
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'l am not of a saving turn, hence my little fortune of a hundred
rixdalers, which has served to keep many a prudent man for a score of
years, barely sufficed for five years' studies; after which my studies were
interrupted, my pupils fell off, and | was obliged to devote much time to
shoe-binding in order to save money, and, at a future period, resume my
academic course. During this period | contracted an attachment' (here
the candidate sighed a little) 'with a person, who, though not beautiful,
and forty years of age,is yet likely to sympathise with my existence;and,
a month since, my kind friend and patron, University Prorector Doctor
Nasenbrumm, having informed me that the Pfarrer of Rumpelwitz was
dead, asked whether | would like to have my name placed upon the can-
didate list, and if | were minded to preach atrial sermon? As the gaining
of this living would further my union with my Amalia, | joyously con-
sented, and prepared a discourse.

'If you like | will recite it to youNNo?NWell, | will give you extracts
from it upon our line of march. To proceed, then, with my biographical
sketch, which is now very near a conclusion; or, as | should more cor-
rectly say, which has very nearly brought me to the present period of
time: | preached that sermon at Rumpelwitz, in which | hope that the
Babylonian question was pretty satisfactorily setat rest. | preached it be-
fore the Herr Baron and his noble family, and some officers of distinction
who were staying at his castle.Mr. Doctor Moser of Halle followed me in
the evening discourse; but, though his exercisewas learned, and he dis-
posed of a passageof Ignatius, which he proved to be a manifest inter-
polation, | do not think his sermon had the effect which mine produced,
and that the Rumpelwitzers much relished it. After the sermon, all the
candidates walked out of church together, and supped lovingly at the
"Blue Stag" in Rumpelwitz.

'‘While so occupied, a waiter came in and said that a person without
wished to speak to one of the reverend candidates, "the tall one." This
could only mean me, for | was a head and shoulders higher than any
other reverend gentleman present. | issued out to seewho was the per-
son desiring to hold conversewith me, and found a man whom | had no
difficulty in recognising as one of the Jewish persuasion.

"Sir," said this Hebrew, "I have heard from a friend, who was in your
church to-day, the heads of the admirable discourse you pronounced
there. It has affected me deeply, most deeply. There are only one or two
points on which | am yet in doubt, and if your honour could but condes-
cend to enlighten me on these, | thinkNI think Solomon Hirsch would be
a convert to your eloquence."
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"“What are these points, my good friend?" said I; and | pointed out to
him the twenty-four heads of my sermon, asking him in which of these
his doubts lay.

'We had beenwalking up and down before the inn while our conver-
sation took place, but the windows being open, and my comrades having
heard the discourse in the morning, requested me, rather peevishly, not
to resume it at that period. I, therefore, moved on with my disciple, and,
at his request, began at once the sermon; for my memory is good for any-
thing, and | can repeat any book | have read thrice.

'l poured out, then, under the trees, and in the calm moonlight, that
discourse which | had pronounced under the blazing sun of noon. My Is-
raelite only interrupted me by exclamations indicative of surprise, as-
sent, admiration, and increasing conviction. "Prodigious!" said
he;N"Wunderschon!" would he remark at the conclusion of some elo-
quent passage;in a word, he exhausted the complimentary interjections
of our language: and to compliments what man is averse?| think we
must have walked two miles when | got to my third head and my com-
panion begged | would enter his house, which we now neared, and par-
take of a glass of beer; to which | was never averse.

‘That house, sir, was the inn at which you, too, if | judge aright, were
taken. No sooner was | in the place, than three crimps rushed upon me,
told me | was a deserter, and their prisoner, and called upon me to deliv-
er up my money and papers; which | did with a solemn protest asto my
sacred character. They consisted of my sermon in MS., Prorector
Nasenbrumm's recommendatory letter, proving my identity, and three
groschen four pfennigs in bullion. | had already beenin the cart twenty
hours when you reachedthe house. The French officer, who lay opposite
you (he who screamedwhen you trod on his foot, for he was wounded),
was brought in shortly before your arrival. He had been taken with his
epaulets and regimentals, and declared his quality and rank; but he was
alone (I believe it was some affair of love with a Hessian lady which
caused him to be unattended); and as the persons into whose hands he
fell will make more profit of him as a recruit than as a prisoner, he is
made to share our fate. He is not the first by many scoresso captured.
One of M. de Soubise's cooks, and three actors out of a troop in the
French camp, several deserters from your English troops (the men are
led away by being told that there is no flogging in the Prussian service),
and three Dutchmen were taken besides.’
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'And you,' said IN'you who were just on the point of getting a valu-
able living,Nyou who have so much learning, are you not indignant at
the outrage?'

'l am a Saxon,' said the candidate, ‘and there is no use in indignation.
Our government is crushed under Frederick's heel thesefive years,and |
might aswell hope for mercy from the Grand Mogul. Nor am I, in truth,
discontented with my lot; | have lived on a penny bread for so many
years, that a soldier's rations will be a luxury to me. | do not care about
more or lessblows of a cane;all such evils are passing, and therefore en-
durable. I will never, God willing, slay aman in combat; but | am not un-
anxious to experience on myself the effect of the war-passion, which has
had so great an influence on the human race. It was for the same reason
that | determined to marry Amalia, for a man is not a complete Mensch
until he is the father of a family; to be which is a condition of his exist-
ence,and therefore a duty of his education. Amalia must wait; sheis out
of the reach of want, being, indeed, cook to the Frau Prorectorinn Nasen-
brumm, my worthy patron's lady. | have one or two books with me,
which no one s likely to take from me, and one in my heart which is the
best of all. If it shall please Heaven to finish my existence here, before |
can prosecute my studies further, what cause have | to repine? | pray
God | may not be mistaken, but | think | have wronged no man, and
committed no mortal sin. If | have, | know where to look for forgiveness;
and if | die, as | have said, without knowing all that | would desire to
learn, shall | not be in a situation to learn EVERYTHING, and what can
human soul ask for more?

'‘Pardon me for putting so many I's in my discourse,' said the candid-
ate, 'but when a man is talking of himself, 'tis the briefest and simplest
way of talking.'

In which, perhaps, though | hate egotism, | think my friend was right.
Although he acknowledged himself to be a mean-spirited fellow, with no
more ambition than to know the contents of a few musty books, | think
the man had some good in him; especially in the resolution with which
he bore his calamities. Many a gallant man of the highest honour is often
not proof against these, and has been known to despair over a bad din-
ner, or to be castdown at a ragged- elbowed coat. MY maxim is to bear
all, to put up with water if you cannot get Burgundy, and if you have no
velvet to be content with frieze. But Burgundy and velvet are the best, bi-
en entendu, and the man is a fool who will not seize the best when the
scramble is open.
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The heads of the sermon which my friend the theologian intended to
impart to me, were, however, never told; for, after our coming out of the
hospital, he was drafted into aregiment quartered asfar aspossible from
his native country, in Pomerania; while | was put into the Bulow regi-
ment, of which the ordinary headquarters were Berlin. The Prussian regi-
ments seldom change their garrisons asours do, for the fear of desertion
IS so great, that it becomesnecessaryto know the face of every individu-
al in the service; and, in time of peace, men live and die in the same
town. This does not add, as may be imagined, to the amusements of the
soldier's life. It is lest any young gentleman like myself should take a
fancy to a military career,and fancy that of a private soldier a tolerable
one, that | am giving these, | hope, moral descriptions of what we poor
fellows in the ranks really suffered.

As soon as we recovered, we were dismissed from the nuns and the
hospital to the town prison of Fulda, where we were kept like slavesand
criminals, with artillerymen with lighted matches at the doors of the
courtyards and the huge black dormitory where some hundreds of us
lay; until we were despatched to our different destinations. It was soon
seenby the exercisewhich were the old soldiers amongst us, and which
the recruits; and for the former, while we lay in prison, there was a little
more leisure: though, if possible, a still more strict watch kept than over
the broken-spirited yokels who had been forced or coaxed into the ser-
vice. To describe the characters here assembled would require Mr.
Gilray's own pencil. There were men of all nations and callings. The Eng-
lishmen boxed and bullied; the Frenchmen played cards, and danced,
and fenced; the heavy Germans smoked their pipes and drank beer, if
they could manage to purchase it. Those who had anything to risk
gambled, and at this sport | was pretty lucky, for, not having a penny
when | entered the depot (having been robbed of every farthing of my
property by the rascally crimps), | won near a dollar in my very first
game at cards with one of the Frenchmen; who did not think of asking
whether | could pay or not upon losing. Such, at least, is the advantage
of having a gentlemanlike appearance;it has saved me many atime since
by procuring me credit when my fortunes were at their lowest ebb.

Among the Frenchmen there was a splendid man and soldier, whose
real name we never knew, but whose ultimate history created no small
sensation,when it cameto be known in the Prussian army. If beauty and
courage are proofs of nobility, as (although | have seensome of the ugli-
estdogs and the greatestcowards in the world in the noblesse)l have no
doubt courage and beauty are, this Frenchman must have been of the
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highest families in France,so grand and noble was his manner, so superb
his person. He was not quite sotall as myself, fair, while | am dark, and,
if possible, rather broader in the shoulders. He was the only man | ever
met who could master me with the small-sword; with which he would

pink me four times to my three. As for the sabre, | could knock him to
pieces with it; and | could leap farther and carry more than he could.
This, however, is mere egotism. This Frenchman, with whom | became
pretty intimateN for we were the two cocks,asit were, of the depot, and
neither had any feeling of low jealousyNwas called, for want of a better
name, Le Blondin, on account of his complexion. He was not a deserter,
but had comein from the Lower Rhine and the bishoprics, as| fancy; for-
tune having proved unfavourable to him at play probably, and other
means of existencebeing denied him. | suspectthat the Bastile was wait-

ing for him in his own country, had he taken a fancy to return thither.

He was passionately fond of play and liquor, and thus we had a con-
siderable sympathy together: when excited by one or the other, he be-
came frightful. I, for my part, can bear, without wincing, both ill luck and
wine; hencemy advantage over him was considerable in our bouts, and |
won enough money from him to make my position tenable. He had a
wife outside (who, | take it, was the causeof his misfortunes and separa-
tion from his family), and she used to be admitted to seehim twice or
thrice a week, and never came empty- handedNa little brown bright-
eyed creature, whose ogles had made the greatest impression upon all
the world.

This man was drafted into a regiment that was quartered at Neiss in
Silesia, which is only at a short distance from the Austrian frontier; he
maintained always the same character for daring and skill, and was, in
the secret republic of the regimentNwhich always exists as well as the
regular military hierarchyNthe acknowledged leader. He was an admir-
able soldier, as | have said; but haughty, dissolute, and a drunkard. A
man of this mark, unless he takes care to coax and flatter his officers
(which | always did), is sure to fall out with them. Le Blondin's captain
was his sworn enemy, and his punishments were frequent and severe.

His wife and the women of the regiment (this was after the peace)
used to carry on alittle commerce of smuggling acrossthe Austrian fron-
tier, where their dealings were winked at by both parties; and in obedi-
enceto the instructions of her husband, this woman, from every one of
her excursions, would bring in a little powder and ball: commodities
which are not to be procured by the Prussian soldier, and which were

90



stowed away in secrettill wanted. They WERE to be wanted, and that
soon.

Le Blondin had organised a great and extraordinary conspiracy. We
don't know how far it went, how many hundreds or thousands it em-
braced; but strange were the stories told about the plot amongst us
privates: for the news was spread from garrison to garrison, and talked
of by the army, in spite of all the Government efforts to hush it upNhush
it up, indeed! | have been of the people myself; | have seenthe Irish re-
bellion, and | know what is the free-masonry of the poor.

He made himself the head of the plot. There were no writings nor pa-
pers. No single one of the conspirators communicated with any other
than the Frenchman; but personally he gave his orders to them all. He
had arranged matters for a general rising of the garrison, at twelve
o'clock on a certain day: the guard-houses in the town were to be seized,
the sentinels cut down, andNwho knows the rest? Some of our people
used to say that the conspiracy was spread through all Silesia, and that
Le Blondin was to be made a general in the Austrian service.

At twelve o'clock, and opposite the guard-house by the Bohmer-Thor
of Neiss, some thirty men were lounging about in their undress, and the
Frenchman stood near the sentinel of the guard-house, sharpening a
wood hatchet on a stone. At the stroke of twelve, he got up, split open
the sentinel's head with a blow of his axe,and the thirty men, rushing in-
to the guard-house, took possessionof the arms there, and marched at
once to the gate. The sentry there tried to drop the bar, but the French-
man rushed up to him, and, with another blow of the axe, cut off his
right hand, with which he held the chain. Seeingthe men rushing out
armed, the guard without the gate drew up acrossthe road to prevent
their passage;but the Frenchman's thirty gave them a volley, charged
them with the bayonet, and brought down several, and the rest flying,
the thirty rushed on. The frontier is only a league from Neiss, and they
made rapidly towards it.

But the alarm was given in the town, and what saved it was that the
clock by which the Frenchman went was a quarter of an hour faster than
any of the clocks in the town. The generale was beat, the troops called to
arms, and thus the men who were to have attacked the other guard-
houses, were obliged to fall into the ranks, and their project was de-
feated. This, however, likewise rendered the discovery of the conspirat-
ors impossible, for no man could betray his comrade, nor, of course,
would he criminate himself.
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Cavalry was sentin pursuit of the Frenchman and his thirty fugitives,
who were, by this time, far on their way to the Bohemian frontier. When
the horse came up with them, they turned, received them with a volley
and the bayonet, and drove them back. The Austrians were out at the
barriers, looking eagerly on at the conflict. The women, who were on the
look-out too, brought more ammunition to theseintrepid deserters,and
they engaged and drove back the dragoons several times. But in these
gallant and fruitless combats much time was lost, and a battalion
presently came up, and surrounded the brave thirty; when the fate of the
poor fellows was decided. They fought with the fury of despair: not one
of them asked for quarter. When their ammunition failed, they fought
with the steel, and were shot down or bayoneted where they stood. The
Frenchman was the very last man who was hit. He received a bullet in
the thigh, and fell, and in this state was overpowered, killing the officer
who first advanced to seize him.

He and the very few of his comrades who survived were carried back
to Neiss, and immediately, as the ringleader, he was brought before a
council of war. He refused all interrogations which were made asto his
real name and family. 'What matters who | am?' said he; 'you have me
and will shoot me. My name would not save me were it ever so famous.'
In the same way he declined to make a single discovery regarding the
plot. 'It was all my doing," he said; 'each man engaged in it only knew
me, and is ignorant of every one of his comrades. The secretis mine
alone, and the secret shall die with me." When the officers asked him
what was the reason which induced him to meditate a crime so hor-
rible?N'lt was your infernal brutality and tyranny,' he said. 'You are all
butchers, ruffians, tigers, and you owe it to the cowardice of your men
that you were not murdered long ago.'

At this his captain burst into the most furious exclamations against the
wounded man, and rushing up to him, struck him a blow with his fist.
But Le Blondin, wounded as he was, as quick asthought seized the bay-
onet of one of the soldiers who supported him, and plunged it into the
officer's breast. 'Scoundrel and monster,' said he, 'l shall have the consol-
ation of sending you out of the world before | die.' He was shot that day.
He offered to write to the King, if the officers would agreeto let his letter
go sealed into the hands of the postmaster; but they feared, no doubt,
that something might be said to inculpate themselves, and refused him
the permission. At the next review Frederick treated them, it is said, with
great severity, and rebuked them for not having granted the Frenchman
his request. However, it was the King's interest to conceal the matter,
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and so it was, as| have said before, hushed upNso well hushed up, that
a hundred thousand soldiers in the army knew it; and many's the one of
us that hasdrunk to the Frenchman's memory over our wine, asa martyr
for the cause of the soldier. | shall have, doubtless, some readers who
will cry out at this, that | am encouraging insubordination and advocat-
ing murder. If these men had served as privates in the Prussian army
from 1760to 1765,they would not be so apt to take objection. This man
destroyed two sentinels to get his liberty; how many hundreds of thou-
sands of his own and the Austrian people did King Frederick kill be-
cause he took a fancy to Silesia?It was the accursedtyranny of the sys-
tem that sharpened the axe which brained the two sentinels of Neiss: and
so let officers take warning, and think twice ere they visit poor fellows
with the cane.

| could tell many more stories about the army; but as, from having
been a soldier myself, all my sympathies are in the ranks, no doubt my
taleswould be pronounced to be of an immoral tendency, and | had best,
therefore, be brief. Fancy my surprise while in this depot, when one day
a well-known voice saluted my ear, and | heard a meagre young gentle-
man, who was brought in by a couple of troopers and received a few
cuts acrossthe shoulders from one of them, say in the best English, "You
infernal WASCAL, I'll be wevenged for this. I'll WITE to my ambassador,
as sure as my name's Fakenham of Fakenham.' | burst out laughing at
this: it was my old acquaintance in MY corporal's coat. Lischen had
sworn stoutly, that he was really and truly the private, and the poor fel-
low had been drafted off, and was to be made one of us. But | bear no
malice, and having made the whole room roar with the story of the way
in which | had tricked the poor lad, | gave him a piece of advice, which
procured him his liberty. 'Go to the inspecting officer,' said I; 'if they once
get you into Prussiait is all over with you, and they will never give you
up. Go now to the commandant of the depot, promise him a hun-
dredNfive hundred guineas to setyou free; say that the crimping cap-
tain has your papers and portfolio® (this was true); ‘above all, show him
that you have the means of paying him the promised money, and | will
warrant you are setfree.' He did asl| advised, and when we were put on
the march Mr. Fakenham found meansto be allowed to go into hospital,
and while in hospital the matter was arranged as | had recommended.
He had nearly, however, missed his freedom by his own stinginess in
bargaining for it, and never showed the least gratitude towards me his
benefactor.
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| am not going to give any romantic narrative of the SevenYears'War.
At the close of it, the Prussian army, so renowned for its disciplined
valour, was officered and under-officered by native Prussians,it is true;
but was composed for the most part of men hired or stolen, like myself,
from almost every nation in Europe. The deserting to and fro was prodi-
gious. In my regiment (Bulow's) alone before the war, there had beenno
lessthan 600 Frenchmen, and as they marched out of Berlin for the cam-
paign, one of the fellows had an old fiddle on which he was flaying a
French tune, and his comrades danced almost, rather than walked, after
him, singing, 'Nous allons en France.' Two years after, when they re-
turned to Berlin, there were only six of thesemen left; the rest had fled or
were killed in action. The life the private soldier led was a frightful one
to any but men of iron courage and endurance. There was a corporal to
every three men, marching behind them, and pitilessly using the cane;so
much so that it used to be said that in action there was a front rank of
privates and a second rank of sergeantsand corporals to drive them on.
Many men would give way to the most frightful acts of despair under
these incessant persecutions and tortures; and amongst several regi-
ments of the army a horrible practice had sprung up, which for some
time caused the greatest alarm to the Government. This was a strange
frightful custom of CHILD-MURDER. The men used to say that life was
unbearable, that suicide was a crime; in order to avert which, and to fin-
ish with the intolerable misery of their position, the best plan was to Kill
a young child, which was innocent, and therefore secure of heaven, and
then to deliver themselves up as guilty of the murder. The King him-
selfNthe hero, sage,and philosopher, the prince who had always liberal-
ity on his lips and who affected a horror of capital punishmentsNwas
frightened at this dreadful protest, on the part of the wretches whom he
had kidnapped, against his monstrous tyranny; but his only means of
remedying the evil was strictly to forbid that such criminals should be at-
tended by any ecclesiastic whatever, and denied all religious consolation.

The punishment was incessant. Every officer had the liberty to inflict
it, and in peaceit was more cruel than in war. For when peacecame the
King turned adrift such of his officers aswere not noble; whatever their
services might have been. He would call a captain to the front of his
company and say, 'He is not noble, let him go." We were afraid of him
somehow, and were cowed before him like wild beastsbefore their keep-
er. | have seenthe bravest men of the army cry like children at a cut of
the cane;| have seena little ensign of fifteen call out a man of fifty from
the ranks, a man who had beenin a hundred battles, and he has stood
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presenting arms, and sobbing and howling like a baby, while the young
wretch lashed him over the arms and thighs with the stick. In a day of
action this man would dare anything. A button might be awry THEN
and nobody touched him; but when they had made the brute fight, then
they lashed him again into subordination. Almost all of us yielded to the
spellNscarce one could break it. The French officer | have spoken of as
taken along with me, was in my company, and caned like a dog. | met
him at Versalilles twenty years afterwards, and he turned quite pale and
sick when | spoke to him of old days. 'For God's sake,'said he, 'don't talk
of that time: | wake up from my sleep trembling and crying even now.'

As for me, after a very brief time (in which it must be confessed |
tasted, like my comrades, of the cane)and after | had found opportunit-
les to show myself to be a brave and dexterous soldier, | took the means|
had adopted in the English army to prevent any further personal de-
gradation. | wore abullet around my neck, which | did not take the pains
to conceal, and | gave out that it should be for the man or officer who
caused me to be chastised. And there was something in my character
which made my superiors believe me; for that bullet had already served
me to kill an Austrian colonel, and | would have given it to a Prussian
with aslittle remorse. For what cared | for their quarrels, or whether the
eagle under which | marched had one head or two? All | said was, 'No
man shall find me tripping in my duty; but no man shall ever lay a hand
upon me." And by this maxim | abided as long as | remained in the
service.

| do not intend to make a history of battles in the Prussian any more
than in the English service.| did my duty in them aswell asanother, and
by the time that my moustache had grown to a decent length, which it
did when | was twenty years of age, there was not a braver, cleverer,
handsomer, and | must own, wickeder soldier in the Prussian army. |
had formed myself to the condition of the proper fighting beast;on a day
of action | was savageand happy; out of the field | took all the pleasure |
could get, and was by no means delicate as to its quality or the manner
of procuring it. The truth is, however, that there was among our men a
much higher tone of society than among the clumsy louts in the English
army, and our service was generally so strict that we had little time for
doing mischief. | am very dark and swarthy in complexion, and was
called by our fellows the 'Black Englander,' the '‘Schwartzer Englander,’
or the English Devil. If any service was to be done, | was sure to be put
upon it. | got frequent gratifications of money, but no promotion; and it
was on the day after | had killed the Austrian colonel (a great officer of
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Uhlans, whom | engagedNsingly and on foot) that General Bulow, my
colonel, gave me two Frederics-d'or in front of the regiment, and said, 'l
reward thee now; but | fear | shall have to hang thee one day or other.' |
spent the money, and that | had taken from the colonel's body, every
groschen, that night with somejovial companions; but aslong aswar las-
ted was never without a dollar in my purse.
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Chapter 7

BARRY LEADS A GARRISON LIFE, AND FINDS
MANY FRIENDS THERE

After the war our regiment was garrisoned in the capital, the least dull,

perhaps, of all the towns of Prussia: but that does not say much for its
gaiety. Our service,which was always severe,still left many hours of the
day disengaged, in which we might take our pleasure had we the means
of paying for the same. Many of our mess got leave to work in trades;
but | had been brought up to none: and besides,my honour forbade me;
for as a gentleman, | could not soil my fingers by a manual occupation.

But our pay was barely enough to keep us from starving; and as| have
always beenfond of pleasure, and asthe position in which we now were,
in the midst of the capital, prevented us from resorting to those means of
levying contributions which are always pretty feasible in wartime, | was
obliged to adopt the only means left me of providing for my expenses:
and in aword becamethe ORDONNANZ, or confidential military gen-
tleman, of my captain. | spurned the office four years previously, when it

was made to me in the English service; but the position is very different

in a foreign country; besides, to tell the truth, after five years in the
ranks, aman's pride will submit to many rebuffs which would be intoler-

able to him in an independent condition.

The captain was a young man and had distinguished himself during
the war, or he would never have been advanced to rank so early. He
was, moreover, the nephew and heir of the Minister of Police, Monsieur
de Potzdorff, a relationship which no doubt aided in the young
gentleman's promotion. Captain de Potzdorff was a severe officer
enough on parade or in barracks, but he was a person easily led by flat-
tery. | won his heart in the first place by my manner of tying my hair in
gueue (indeed, it was more neatly dressedthan that of any man in the re-
giment), and subsequently gained his confidence by athousand little arts
and compliments, which as a gentleman myself | knew how to employ.
He was a man of pleasure, which he pursued more openly than most
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men in the stern Court of the King; he was generous and carelesswith
his purse, and he had a great affection for Rhine wine: in all which qual-
ities | sincerely sympathised with him; and from which |, of course, had
my profit. He was disliked in the regiment, becausehe was supposed to
have too intimate relations with his uncle the Police Minister; to whom, it
was hinted, he carried the news of the corps.

Before long | had ingratiated myself considerably with my officer, and
knew most of his affairs. Thus | was relieved from many drills and
parades, which would otherwise have fallen to my lot, and camein for a
number of perquisites; which enabled me to support a genteelfigure and
to appear with some ECLAT in a certain, though it must be confessed
very humble, society in Berlin. Among the ladies | was always an espe-
cial favourite, and so polished was my behaviour amongst them, that
they could not understand how | should have obtained my frightful
nickname of the Black Devil in the regiment. 'He is not so black as he is
painted,’ | laughingly would say; and most of the ladies agreed that the
private was quite aswell-bred asthe captain: asindeed how should it be
otherwise, considering my education and birth?

When | was sufficiently ingratiated with him, | asked leave to address
a letter to my poor mother in Ireland, to whom | had not given any news
of myself for many many years; for the letters of the foreign soldiers
were never admitted to the post, for fear of appeals or disturbances on
the part of their parents abroad. My captain agreed to find meansto for-
ward the letter, and as| knew that he would open it, | took careto give it
him unsealed;thus showing my confidence in him. But the letter was, as
you may imagine, written so that the writer should come to no harm
were it intercepted. | begged my honoured mother's forgiveness for hav-
ing fled from her; | said that my extravaganceand folly in my own coun-
try | knew rendered my return thither impossible; but that she would, at
least, be glad to know that | was well and happy in the service of the
greatestmonarch in the world, and that the soldier's life was most agree-
able to me: and, | added, that | had found a kind protector and patron,
who | hoped would someday provide for me asl knew it was out of her
power to do. | offered remembrances to all the girls at Castle Brady,
naming them from Biddy to Becky downwards, and signed myself, asin
truth | was, her affectionate son, Redmond Barry, in Captain Potzdorffs
company of the Bulowisch regiment of foot in garrison at Berlin. Also |
told her a pleasant story about the King kicking the Chancellor and three
judges downstairs, as he had done one day when | was on guard at Pots-
dam, and said | hoped for another war soon, when | might rise to be an
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officer. In fact, you might have imagined my letter to be that of the hap-
piest fellow in the world, and | was not on this head at all sorry to mis-
lead my kind parent.

| was sure my letter was read, for Captain Potzdorff began asking me
some days afterwards about my family, and | told him the circumstances
pretty truly, all things considered. | was a cadet of a good family, but my
mother was almost ruined and had barely enough to support her eight
daughters, whom | named. | had been to study for the law at Dublin,
where | had got into debt and bad company, had killed a man in a duel,
and would be hanged or imprisoned by his powerful friends, if | re-
turned. | had enlisted in the English service, where an opportunity for
escapepresented itself to me such as | could not resist; and hereupon |
told the story of Mr. Fakenham of Fakenham in such a way as made my
patron to be convulsed with laughter, and he told me afterwards that he
had repeated the story at Madame de Kamake's evening assembly,
where all the world was anxious to have a sight of the young Englander.

'‘Was the British Ambassador there?' | asked, in a tone of the greatest
alarm, and added, 'For Heaven's sake, sir, do not tell my name to him, or
he might ask to have me delivered up: and | have no fancy to go to be
hanged in my dear native country." Potzdorff, laughing, said he would
take care that | should remain where | was, on which | swore eternal
gratitude to him,

Some days afterwards, and with rather a grave face, he said to me,
'Redmond, | have been talking to our colonel about you, and as I
wondered that a fellow of your courage and talents had not been ad-
vanced during the war, the general said they had had their eye upon
you: that you were a gallant soldier, and had evidently come of a good
stock; that no man in the regiment had had lessfault found with him; but
that no man merited promotion less. You were idle, dissolute, and un-
principled; you had done a deal of harm to the men; and, for all your tal-
ents and bravery, he was sure would come to no good.'

'Sir!" said |, quite astonished that any mortal man should have formed
such an opinion of me, 'l hope General Bulow is mistaken regarding my
character. | have fallen into bad company, it is true; but | have only done
as other soldiers have done; and, above all, | have never had a kind
friend and protector before, to whom | might show that | was worthy of
better things. The general may say | am aruined lad, and send me to the
dNI: but be sure of this, | would go to the dNI to serve YOU.' This
speechl| saw pleased my patron very much; and, as| was very discreet
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and useful in a thousand delicate ways to him, he soon came to have a
sincere attachment for me. One day, or rather night, when he was tete-a-
tete with the lady of the Tabaks Rath von Dose for instance, INBut there
Is no use in telling affairs which concern nobody now.

Four months after my letter to my mother, | got, under cover to the
Captain, areply, which createdin my mind ayearning after home, and a
melancholy which | cannot describe. | had not seenthe dear soul's writ-
ing for five years. All the old days, and the fresh happy sunshine of the
old greenfields in Ireland, and her love, and my uncle, and Phil Purcell,
and everything that | had done and thought, came back to me as| read
the letter; and when | was alone | cried over it, as| hadn't done since the
day when Nora jilted me. | took care not to show my feelings to the regi-
ment or my captain: but that night, when | was to have taken tea at the
Garden-house outside Brandenburg Gate, with Fraulein Lottchen (the
Tabaks Rathinn's gentlewoman of company), | somehow had not the
courage to go; but begged to be excused, and went early to bed in bar-
racks, out of which | went and came now almost as| willed, and passed
a long night weeping and thinking about dear Ireland.

Next day, my spirits rose again and | got a ten-guinea bill cashed,
which my mother sentin the letter, and gave a handsome treat to some
of my acquaintance. The poor soul's letter was blotted all over with tears,
full of texts, and written in the wildest incoherent way. Shesaid she was
delighted to think | was under a Protestant prince, though she feared he
was not in the right way: that right way, she said, she had the blessing to
find, under the guidance of the Reverend JoshuaJowls, whom she sat
under. She said he was a precious chosen vessel;a sweet ointment and
precious box of spikenard; and made use of a great number more
phrasesthat | could not understand; but one thing was clear in the midst
of all this jargon, that the good soul loved her son still, and thought and
prayed day and night for her wild Redmond. Has it not come across
many a poor fellow, in a solitary night's watch, or in sorrow, sickness,or
captivity, that at that very minute, most likely, his mother is praying for
him? | often have had these thoughts; but they are none of the gayest,
and it's quite aswell that they don't come to you in company; for where
would be a setof jolly fellows then?N asmute asundertakers at a funer-
al, | promise you. | drank my mother's health that night in a bumper, and
lived like a gentleman whilst the money lasted. She pinched herself to
give it me, asshetold me afterwards; and Mr. Jowls was very wroth with
her. Although the good soul's money was very quickly spent, | was not
long in getting more; for | had a hundred ways of getting it, and became
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a universal favourite with the Captain and his friends. Now, it was Ma-
dame von Dose who gave me a Frederic-d'or for bringing her a bouquet
or a letter from the Captain; now it was, on the contrary, the old Privy
Councillor who treated me with a bottle of Rhenish, and slipped into my
hand a dollar or two, in order that | might give him someinformation re-
garding the liaison between my captain and his lady. But though | was
not such a fool as not to take his money, you may be sure | was not dis-
honourable enough to betray my benefactor; and he got very little out of
ME. When the Captain and the lady fell out, and he beganto pay his ad-
dressesto the rich daughter of the Dutch Minister, | don't know how
many more letters and guineas the unfortunate Tabaks Rathinn handed
over to me, that | might get her lover back again. But such returns are
rare in love, and the Captain used only to laugh at her stale sighs and en-
treaties. In the house of Mynheer Van Guldensack | made myself so
pleasant to high and low, that | cameto be quite intimate there: and got
the knowledge of a state secretor two, which surprised and pleased my
captain very much. Theselittle hints he carried to his uncle, the Minister
of Police, who, no doubt, made his advantage of them; and thus | began
to be received quite in a confidential light by the Potzdorff family, and
becamea mere nominal soldier, being allowed to appear in plain clothes
(which were, | warrant you, of a neat fashion), and to enjoy myself in a
hundred ways, which the poor fellows my comrades envied. As for the
sergeants,they were ascivil to me asto an officer: it was asmuch astheir
stripes were worth to offend a person who had the ear of the Minister's
nephew. There was in my company a young fellow by the name of Kurz,
who was six feet high in spite of his name, and whose life | had savedin
some affair of the war. What does this lad do, after | had recounted to
him one of my adventures, but call me a spy and informer, and beg me
not to call him DU any more, as is the fashion with young men when
they are very intimate. | had nothing for it but to call him out; but | owed
him no grudge. | disarmed him in a twinkling; and as| sent his sword
flying over his head, said to him, 'Kurz, did ever you know a man guilty
of a mean action who can do as| do now?' This silenced the rest of the
grumblers; and no man ever sneered at me after that.

No man can suppose that to a person of my fashion the waiting in
antechambers, the conversation of footmen and hangers-on, was pleas-
ant. But it was not more degrading than the barrack-room, of which |
need not say | was heartily sick. My protestations of liking for the army
were all intended to throw dust into the eyesof my employer. | sighed to
be out of slavery. | knew | was born to make a figure in the world. Had |
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been one of the Neiss garrison, | would have cut my way to freedom by
the side of the gallant Frenchman; but here | had only artifice to enable
me to attain my end, and was not | justified in employing it? My plan
was this: | may make myself so necessaryto M. de Potzdorff, that he will
obtain my freedom. Once free, with my fine person and good family, |
will do what ten thousand Irish gentlemen have done before, and will
marry a lady of fortune and condition. And the proof that | was, if not
disinterested, at least actuated by a noble ambition, is this. There was a
fat grocer's widow in Berlin with six hundred thalers of rent, and a good
business,who gave me to understand that she would purchase my dis-
chargeif | would marry her; but | frankly told her that | was not made to
be a grocer, and thus absolutely flung away a chance of freedom which
she offered me.

And | was grateful to my employers; more grateful than they to me.
The Captain was in debt, and had dealings with the Jews,to whom he
gave notes of hand payable on his uncle's death. The old Herr von
Potzdorff, seeingthe confidence his nephew had in me, offered to bribe
me to know what the young man's affairs really were. But what did | do?
| informed Monsieur George von Potzdorff of the fact; and we made out,
in concert, a list of little debts, so moderate, that they actually appeased
the old uncle instead of irritating, and he paid them, being glad to get off
so cheap.

And apretty return | got for this fidelity. One morning, the old gentle-
man being closeted with his nephew (he used to come to get any news
stirring asto what the young officers of the regiment were doing: wheth-
er this or that gambled; who intrigued, and with whom; who was at the
ridotto on such a night; who was in debt, and what not; for the King
liked to know the businessof every officer in his army), | was sentwith a
letter to the Marquis d'Argens (that afterwards married Mademoiselle
Cochois the actress),and, meeting the Marquis at a few pacesoff in the
street, gave my message,and returned to the Captain's lodging. He and
his worthy uncle were making my unworthy self the subject of
conversation.

'He is noble,’ said the Captain.

'‘Bah!' replied the uncle (whom | could have throttled for his insolence).
‘All the beggarly Irish who ever enlisted tell the same story.’

'He was kidnapped by Galgenstein,' resumed the other.
‘A kidnapped deserter,' said M. Potzdorff; 'la belle affaire!
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'‘Well, | promised the lad | would ask for his discharge; and | am sure
you can make him useful.'

'You HAVE asked his discharge,’ answered the elder, laughing. '‘Bon
Dieu! You are a model of probity! You'll never succeedto my place, Ge-
orge, if you are no wiser than you are just now. Make the fellow asuse-
ful to you asyou please.He hasa good manner and a frank countenance.
He can lie with an assurancethat | never saw surpassed, and fight, you
say, on a pinch. The scoundrel does not want for good qualities; but he is
vain, a spendthrift, and a bavard. As long as you have the regiment in
terrorem over him, you can do asyou like with him. Once let him loose,
and the lad is likely to give you the slip. Keep on promising him; prom-
ise to make him a general, if you like. What the deuce do | care? There
are spies enough to be had in this town without him.'

It was thus that the services| rendered to M. Potzdorff were qualified
by that ungrateful old gentleman; and | stole away from the room ex-
tremely troubled in spirit, to think that another of my fond dreams was
thus dispelled; and that my hopes of getting out of the army, by being
useful to the Captain, were entirely vain. For some time my despair was
such, that | thought of marrying the widow; but the marriages of
privates are never allowed without the direct permission of the King;
and it was a matter of very great doubt whether His Majesty would al-
low ayoung fellow of twenty-two, the handsomest man of his army, to
be coupled to a pimplefaced old widow of sixty, who was quite beyond
the age when her marriage would be likely to multiply the subjects of
His Majesty. This hope of liberty was therefore vain; nor could | hope to
purchase my discharge, unless any charitable soul would lend me alarge
sum of money; for, though | made a good deal, as| have said, yet | have
always had through life an incorrigible knack of spending, and (such is
my generosity of disposition) have been in debt ever since | was born.

My captain, the sly rascal' gave me a very different version of his con-
versation with his uncle to that which | knew to be the true one; and said
smilingly to me, 'Redmond, | have spoken to the Minister regarding thy
services? and thy fortune is made. We shall get thee out of the army, ap-
point thee to the police bureau, and procure for thee an inspectorship of
customs; and, in fine, allow thee to move in a better sphere than that in
which Fortune has hitherto placed thee.

Although | did not believe a word of this speech,| affected to be very
much moved by it, and of course swore eternal gratitude to the Captain
for his kindness to the poor Irish castaway.
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*Your service at the Dutch Minister's has pleased me very well. There
Is another occasionon which you may make yourself useful to us; and if
you succeed, depend on it your reward will be secure.’

'‘What is the service, sir?' said [; 'l will do anything for so kind a
master.'

‘There is lately come to Berlin,' said the Captain, 'a gentleman in the
service of the Empress-Queen, who calls himself the Chevalier de
Balibari, and wears the red riband and star of the Pope's order of the
Spur. He speaksltalian or French indifferently; but we have some reason
to fancy this Monsieur de Balibari is a native of your country of Ireland.
Did you ever hear such a name as Balibari in Ireland?'

'‘Balibari? BalybN?' A sudden thought flashed acrossme. 'No, sir,' said
l, 'l never heard the name.’

"You must go into his service. Of course you will not know a word of
English: and if the Chevalier asks asto the particularity of your accent,
say you are a Hungarian. The servant who camewith him will be turned
away to-day, and the person to whom he hasapplied for afaithful fellow
will recommend you. You are a Hungarian; you served in the Seven
Years' War. You left the army on account of weakness of the loins. You
served Monsieur de Quellenberg two years; he is now with the army in
Silesia, but there is your certificate signed by him. You afterwards lived
with Doctor Mopsius, who will give you a character, if need be; and the
landlord of the "Star" will, of course, certify that you are an honest fel-
low: but his certificate goesfor nothing. As for the rest of your story, you
can fashion that as you will, and make it as romantic or as ludicrous as
your fancy dictates. Try, however, to win the Chevalier's confidence by
provoking his compassion. He gambles a great deal, and WINS. Do you
know the cards well?'

'Only a very little, as soldiers do.'

3.The service about which Mr. Barry here speaks has, and we suspect purposely,
been described by him in very dubious terms. It is most probable that he was em-
ployed to wait at the table of strangers in Berlin, and to bring to the Police Minister
any news concerning them which might at all interest the Government. The great
Frederick never received a guest without taking these hospitable precautions; and as
for the duels which Mr. Barry fights, may we be allowed to hint a doubt as to a great
number of these combats. It will be observed, in one or two other parts of his Mem-
oirs, that whenever he is at an awkward pass, or does what the world does not usu-
ally consider respectable, a duel, in which he is victorious, is sure to ensue; from
which he argues that he is a man of undoubted honour.
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'l had thought you more expert. You must find out if the Chevalier
cheats;if he does,we have him. He seesthe English and Austrian envoys
continually, and the young men of either Ministry sup repeatedly at his
house. Find out what they talk of; for how much eachplays, especially if
any of them play on parole: if you can read his private letters, of course
you will; though about those which go to the post, you need not trouble
yourself; we look at them there. But never seehim write a note without
finding out to whom it goes, and by what channel or messenger. He
sleeps with the keys of his despatch-box on a string round his neck.
Twenty Frederics, if you get an impression of the keys. You will, of
course, go in plain clothes. You had best brush the powder out of your
hair, and tie it with ariband simply; your moustache you must of course
shave off.

With theseinstructions, and a very small gratuity, the Captain left me.
When | again saw him, he was amused at the changein my appearance.|
had, not without a pang (for they were as black as jet, and curled eleg-
antly), shaved off my moustaches; had removed the odious grease and
flour, which | always abominated, out of my hair; had mounted a de-
mure French grey coat, black satin breeches,and a maroon plush waist-
coat, and a hat without a cockade. | looked as meek and humble as any
servant out of place could possibly appear; and | think not my own regi-
ment, which was now at the review at Potsdam, would have known me.
Thus accoutred, | went to the 'Star Hotel,'" where this stranger was,Nmy
heart beating with anxiety, and something telling me that this Chevalier
de Balibari was no other than Barry, of Ballybarry, my father's eldest
brother, who had given up his estatein consequenceof his obstinate ad-
herence to the Romish superstition. Before | went in to present myself, |
went to look in the remises at his carriage. Had he the Barry arms? Yes,
there they were: argent, a bend gules, with four escallops of the
field,Nthe ancient coat of my house. They were painted in a shield about
as big as my hat, on a smart chariot handsomely gilded, surmounted
with a coronet, and supported by eight or nine Cupids, cornucopias, and
flower-baskets, according to the queer heraldic fashion of those days. It
must be he! | felt quite feint as| went up the stairs. | was going to present
myself before my uncle in the character of a servant!

‘You are the young man whom M. de Seebach recommended?’

| bowed, and handed him a letter from that gentleman, with which my
captain had taken careto provide me. As he looked at it | had leisure to
examine him. My uncle was a man of sixty years of age, dressed su-
perbly in a coat and breechesof apricot-coloured velvet, a white satin
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waistcoat embroidered with gold like the coat. Across his breastwent the
purple riband of his order of the Spur; and the star of the order, an
enormous one, sparkled on his breast. He had rings on all his fingers, a
couple of watchesin his fobs, arich diamond solitaire in the black riband
round his neck, and fastened to the bag of his wig; his ruffles and frills
were decorated with a profusion of the richest lace. He had pink silk
stockings rolled over the knee, and tied with gold garters; and enormous
diamond buckles to his red-heeled shoes.A sword mounted in gold, in a
white fish-skin scabbard; and a hat richly laced, and lined with white
feathers, which were lying on a table beside him, completed the costume
of this splendid gentleman. In height he was about my size, that is, six
feet and half an inch; his cast of features singularly like mine, and ex-
tremely distingue. One of his eyes was closed with a black patch,
however; he wore a little white and red paint, by no means an unusual
ornament in those days; and a pair of moustaches,which fell over his lip
and hid a mouth that | afterwards found had rather a disagreeable ex-
pression. When his beard was removed, the upper teeth appeared to pro-
ject very much; and his countenance wore a ghastly fixed smile, by no
means pleasant.

It was very imprudent of me; but when | saw the splendour of his ap-
pearance, the nobleness of his manner, | felt it impossible to keep dis-
guise with him; and when he said, 'Ah, you are a Hungarian, | see!'l
could hold no longer.

'Sir,' said I, 'l am an Irishman, and my name is Redmond Barry, of
Ballybarry." As | spoke, | burst into tears; | can't tell why; but | had seen
none of my kith or kin for six years, and my heart longed for some one.
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Chapter

BARRY'S ADIEU TO MILITARY PROFESSION

You who have never been out of your country, know little what it is to
hear a friendly voice in captivity; and there's many a man that will not
understand the causeof the burst of feeling which | have confessedtook
place on my seeingmy uncle. He never for a minute thought to question
the truth of what | said. ‘Mother of God! cried he, 'it's my brother
Harry's son.' And | think in my heart he was as much affected as| was at
thus suddenly finding one of his kindred; for he, too, was an exile from
home, and a friendly voice, a look, brought the old country back to his
memory again, and the old days of his boyhood. 'I'd give five years of
my life to see them again,' said he, after caressing me very warmly.
'‘What?' asked I. 'Why,' replied he, 'the greenfields, and the river, and the
old round tower, and the burying-place at Ballybarry. 'Twas a shame for
your father to part with the land, Redmond, that went so long with the
name.'

He then began to ask me concerning myself, and | gave him my his-
tory at some length; at which the worthy gentleman laughed many
times, saying, that | was a Barry all over. In the middle of my story he
would stop me, to make me stand back to back, and measure with him
(by which | ascertained that our heights were the same, and that my
uncle had a stiff knee, moreover, which made him walk in a peculiar
way), and uttered, during the course of the narrative, a hundred exclam-
ations of pity, and kindness, and sympathy. It was 'Holy Saints!" and
‘Mother of Heaven!" and 'BlessedMary!" continually; by which, and with
justice, | concluded that he was still devotedly attached to the ancient
faith of our family.

It was with some difficulty that | cameto explain to him the last part of
my history, viz., that | was put into his service as a watch upon his ac-
tions, of which | was to give information in acertain quarter. When | told
him (with a great deal of hesitation) of this fact, he burst out laughing,
and enjoyed the joke amazingly. 'The rascals!' said he; 'they think to
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catch me, do they? Why, Redmond, my chief conspiracy is a faro-bank.
But the King is so jealous, that he will seea spy in every person who
comes to his miserable capital in the great sandy desert here. Ah, my
boy, | must show you Paris and Vienna!'

| said there was nothing | longed for more than to seeany city but Ber-
lin, and should be delighted to be free of the odious military service.
Indeed, | thought, from his splendour of appearance, the knickknacks
about the room, the gilded carriage in the remise, that my uncle was a
man of vast property; and that he would purchase a dozen, nay, a whole
regiment of substitutes, in order to restore me to freedom.

But | was mistaken in my calculations regarding him, as his history of
himself speedily showed me. 'l have been beaten about the world," said
he, 'ever since the year 1742,when my brother your father (and Heaven
forgive him) cut my family estate from under my heels, by turning
heretic, in order to marry that scold of a mother of yours. Well, let by-
gones be bygones. 'Tis probable that | should have run through the little
property ashe did in my place, and | should have had to begin a year or
two later the life | have beenleading ever since | was compelled to leave
Ireland. My lad, | have been in every service; and, between ourselves,
owe money in every capital in Europe. | made a campaign or two with
the Pandours under Austrian Trenck. | was captain in the Guard of His
Holiness the Pope, | made the campaign of Scotland with the Prince of
WalesNa bad fellow, my dear, caring more for his mistress and his
brandy-bottle than for the crowns of the three kingdoms. | have served
in Spain and in Piedmont; but | have been a rolling stone, my good fel-
low. PlayN play has beenmy ruin; that and beauty' (here he gave a leer
which made him, | must confess,look anything but handsome; besides,
his rouged cheekswere all beslobberedwith the tears which he had shed
on receiving me). 'The women have made a fool of me, my dear Red-
mond. | am a soft-hearted creature, and this minute, at sixty- two, have
no more command of myself than when Peggy O'Dwyer made a fool of
me at sixteen.'

"Faith sir,' saysl, laughing, 'l think it runs in the family!" and described
to him, much to his amusement, my romantic passion for my cousin,
Nora Brady. He resumed his narrative.

‘The cards now are my only livelihood. Sometimes| am in luck, and
then | lay out my money in thesetrinkets you see.lIt's property, look you,
Redmond; and the only way | have found of keeping a little about me.
When the luck goesagainst me, why, my dear, my diamonds go to the
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