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    In Barry Lyndon, the glittering costume of gentility is tailored from deception, luck, and audacity, and it chafes the wearer as much as it dazzles the crowd.

William Makepeace Thackeray’s Barry Lyndon is a Victorian-era novel that first appeared in 1844 in Fraser’s Magazine, yet it looks backward to the eighteenth century to narrate, in the first person, the career of Redmond Barry, an Irish adventurer bent on becoming a gentleman. Thackeray presents his subject as a memoir written by its protagonist, tracing how ambition, social aspiration, and chance propel a provincial youth across Europe’s courts, regiments, and gaming tables. Without revealing particulars, the book’s purpose is clear: to probe the spectacle of rank and reputation, and to test the difference between the appearance of virtue and its substance.

Its classic status rests on the boldness of its design and the precision of its satire. Thackeray extends the English picaresque tradition, conversing with earlier masters of roguish narrative while refining the psychological acuity and social breadth expected of the nineteenth-century novel. Barry Lyndon endures because it reveals how power and polish can be fabricated, purchased, and performed, and because it never lets readers forget the human costs behind aristocratic display. Generations of writers and critics have valued its cool irony, its study of motives, and its unsparing assessment of the manners and myths that sustain hierarchical societies.

Central to the book’s power is its narrative voice. Barry addresses us directly, styling himself a hero of fortune, yet Thackeray’s irony steadily exposes the slippages between what the narrator asserts and what the events suggest. The effect is a compelling portrait of self-fashioning in which confidence, bravado, and omission become as important as action. This unreliable first-person vantage remains one of the novel’s distinguishing features, inviting readers to read against the grain, to weigh rhetoric against reality, and to recognize how stories—especially those we tell about ourselves—are instruments of persuasion as much as records of fact.

Thackeray situates the tale amid duels, campaigns, salons, and gaming rooms, spaces where honor is staged and fortunes turn on the toss of a card. Motifs of costume, masquerade, and ceremony underscore how identity can be performed, borrowed, and discarded. Chance functions as both theme and engine, but it is governed by social rules: the codes of the duel, the calculations of the table, the etiquette of the drawing room. Through these emblematic scenes, the novel evokes a world in which appearances matter intensely, and where the instruments of display—titles, uniforms, carriages—confer and conceal power in equal measure.

Beneath its sumptuous surfaces, the book examines mobility and constraint. As an Irish outsider moving through British and Continental milieus, Barry confronts national prejudice, class barriers, and the price of admission to elite society. The novel anatomizes the economy of honor, the transactional nature of marriage and patronage, and the performative scripts assigned to masculinity—bravery, mastery, and command—as well as the brittle expectations imposed on women. Thackeray’s scrutiny reaches beyond individual character to the structures that tempt, reward, and punish ambition, making the story as much a study of systems and incentives as of one man’s designs.

Though often overshadowed by Vanity Fair in popular memory, Barry Lyndon has long been recognized by scholars and discerning readers as one of Thackeray’s most distinctive achievements. Its cool, controlled satire and audacious use of a self-justifying narrator have influenced discussions of narrative reliability and the portrayal of the anti-hero in English fiction. The novel’s afterlife in other media has further cemented its place in cultural history, most notably through Stanley Kubrick’s 1975 film adaptation, which drew renewed attention to Thackeray’s vision of elegance and appetite, and to the moral ambiguity that lies beneath polished surfaces.

The publication context matters. Appearing in 1844, when serial fiction shaped reading habits and public conversation, the novel engaged audiences accustomed to episodic adventures and reflective digressions. Thackeray, already known for his satirical sketches and interest in eighteenth-century forms, adapted the cadences of historical memoir to modern concerns, thereby bridging eras. The period setting allowed him to examine contemporary Victorian pressures at a historical remove, sharpening the contrast between timeless human drives and the particular institutions that channel them. The result is a story that feels both period-authentic and startlingly present in its psychological insight and social critique.

Stylistically, Barry Lyndon is a feat of pastiche and control. Its sentences carry the poise and formality associated with earlier prose, yet within that dignified frame pulse vanity, envy, calculation, and desire. Thackeray’s satire is rarely loud; it works through measured understatement, strategic omission, and the friction between what Barry claims and what attentive readers infer. The narrative’s steady tempo, its painterly descriptions of ceremony and campaign, and its mordant humor create a texture as alluring as the milieu it depicts. This refined surface is integral to the book’s method: beauty and brilliance lure us toward uncomfortable recognitions.

Reading the novel is an exercise in moral discernment. The narrator’s charm, energy, and sense of momentum are undeniable, and they tempt readers to accept his valuations of courage, success, and gentility. Yet the prose continually provides evidence that complicates those valuations, prompting questions about complicity, self-deception, and the ethics of admiration. Thackeray trusts his audience to notice the gaps and to feel the tug between fascination and judgment. That tension generates a distinctive tone—cool, ironic, and humane—through which the book examines how societies reward certain performances and how individuals rationalize the costs of pursuing status and survival.

For contemporary readers, Barry Lyndon resonates with ongoing conversations about self-branding, social mobility, and the narratives we craft to secure advantage. Its world of curated images, transactional alliances, and public duels of reputation feels strikingly familiar, even as its settings and customs belong to another age. The novel speaks to the seductions of spectacle and the volatility of markets—of money, honor, and attention. It also illuminates how identity is shaped by national origin, accent, and class, and how institutions amplify or thwart ambition. In a time captivated by performance and power, Thackeray’s analysis remains incisive and unsettling.

What follows is a work of wit and nerve, a study of aspiration in a society that worships rank while professing virtue. Barry Lyndon endures because it marries narrative verve to ethical inquiry, elegant style to unsparing observation. Its themes—self-invention, luck and calculation, the theater of manners, the difference between appearing and being—are perennial, and its artistry rewards attentive reading. As a classic, it occupies a vital place in the history of the English novel, yet it continues to feel fresh, challenging us to consider how we measure success and what we forfeit to shine in the eyes of the world.
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    William Makepeace Thackeray’s "Barry Lyndon" unfolds as a first-person memoir by Redmond Barry, an Irish adventurer who recounts his efforts to rise within eighteenth-century European society. The narrative presents his lineage, aspirations, and the manners of the age through a self-assertive voice that insists upon honor and gentility. Structured as a chronological account, it follows his journey from rural beginnings to the glittering salons of the continent. The book traces encounters with war, gambling, courtship, and patronage, emphasizing the practical steps he takes to advance himself. The tone and focus remain on events and outcomes, allowing readers to observe his calculated progress.

Redmond begins in Ireland, a member of a declining branch of the gentry, nurtured on tales of family honor. As a youth, he falls ardently for his cousin Nora, a match overshadowed by differences in fortune and the presence of a rival officer. A quarrel leads to a duel that forces him to leave home in haste. With few resources and a high opinion of his prospects, he travels toward Dublin and beyond, determined to make his way. This departure sets the pattern for his reliance on bold gestures, chance encounters, and the codes of reputation that govern his world.

His flight draws him into the British army amid the Seven Years’ War, where he learns drill, endurance, and the value of appearances. Military life offers pay, comradeship, and a stage for daring, yet also exposes him to danger and discipline. Redmond’s resourcefulness grows as he navigates enlistment, march, and battle. Restless under command and ever intent on rising, he attempts to change his circumstances, an effort that propels him across borders. Circumstance and authority soon place him under different colors, as the necessities of survival introduce him to new masters, stricter rules, and fresh opportunities to prove his mettle.

In German service, Redmond experiences a more exacting regime that prizes obedience and utility. His conduct wins attention, and he is assigned to assist in observing a foreign adventurer known as the Chevalier de Balibari, an Irish émigré famed for cards and polish. Recognizing a compatriot and a pathway to refinement, Redmond shifts from watchdog to partner. Under the Chevalier’s tutelage he acquires the arts of gaming, etiquette, and presentation that open doors at courts and spas. The pair develop methods suited to the habits of the elite, where credit, secrecy, and bravado matter as much as skill.

Travelling from one fashionable resort to another, Redmond perfects a career built on calculated risk and careful display. He learns to read a table, cultivate patrons, and manage rumor, presenting himself always as a man of consequence. Success brings better apartments, richer acquaintances, and a reputation that precedes him, while reverses require swift exits and new identities. Through these episodes the memoir records the customs of officers, courtiers, and gamblers, detailing the manners that govern money and rank. Each stop on the circuit refines his ambitions, persuading him that respectability requires not merely wealth but a recognized position.

Resolved to secure lasting status, Redmond sets his sights on England and an alliance that will fix his name among the great. He encounters Lady Lyndon, a wealthy aristocratic widow, whose favor promises the social standing he seeks. The courtship intertwines show, persistence, and the manipulation of appearances, as he presents himself as a protector suited to her rank. With calculated ceremony, he attains the marriage that confers the Lyndon name and access to estates, patrons, and influence. This union marks a decisive transition from itinerant adventurer to domestic magnate, bringing with it expectations, obligations, and constant scrutiny.

Installed as master of a great household, Barry Lyndon devotes himself to consolidating prestige. He spends freely to entertain, seeks distinctions, and measures himself against titled neighbors. The memoir notes arrangements of servants, the management of lands, and the costly visibility required to sustain repute. His stepson, Lord Bullingdon, resists his authority, and tensions within the family complicate public displays of harmony. Creditors, companions, and rivals circulate through drawing rooms and gaming tables, shaping his choices. The contrast between ceremonial success and the pressures behind it becomes more pronounced, as the maintenance of grandeur demands tact, resources, and restraint.

As debts mount and tempers fray, Barry’s efforts to assert command invite wider notice. Disputes that begin at home echo in society at large, drawing comment from observers who measure conduct by strict codes. Episodes of challenge and retaliation, whether on the field of honor or in salons, erode the steadiness he wishes to project. Financial strains complicate every decision, while family discord tests the resilience of alliances. The narrative moves toward a decisive reckoning in which reputation, fortune, and influence are placed at risk. Without detailing outcomes, the trajectory narrows from expansion to the consequences of overreach.

By following Barry from provincial youth to the heights of gentility and beyond, the book presents a comprehensive portrait of social ascent in the eighteenth century. Framed as his own justification, the account records how war, gambling, marriage, and display function as instruments of advancement. Its sequence emphasizes cause and effect, showing how choices interact with custom and chance. The overall message concerns the precariousness of rank built on performance and credit, and the costs of sustaining appearances in a competitive world. Readers are left with a clear view of how ambition operates within rigid hierarchies, and how swiftly fortunes can shift.
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    Barry Lyndon unfolds across the Atlantic archipelago and the continental heart of Europe during the Georgian era, a period of expanding empires and rigid hierarchies. Its opening scenes arise in rural Munster, in southwestern Ireland, among small squireens and the Anglo-Irish Ascendancy whose big houses punctuated a landscape of tenantry and tithe. The story then traverses recruiting inns, barracks, and battlefields in the German states, and later the drawing rooms, clubs, and spa towns of England. This geographic reach mirrors mid eighteenth-century mobility among soldiers, gamblers, and adventurers, and frames the novel’s exploration of power, money, and precarious gentility.

Chronologically, the narrative stretches from the 1740s through the late eighteenth century, with a coda noting the protagonist’s death in 1814. It spans the reigns of George II and George III, encompassing continental warfare, Hanoverian diplomacy, and the social codes of Georgian Britain and Ireland. In Germany and the Low Countries, armies maneuver through Saxony, Bohemia, and Flanders; in Ireland, county life and Dublin society reveal the Ascendancy’s dominance; in England, London and provincial resorts like Bath showcase credit-fueled luxury. The novel’s itinerary thus charts a Europe knit by war, patronage, and commerce long before modern nation-states centralized cultural and political life.

The Seven Years’ War, fought 1756 to 1763, is the central historical event shaping Barry Lyndon’s world. This global conflict pitted Britain and Prussia against France, Austria, and Russia in intertwined theaters ranging from Saxony and Silesia to North America and India. Frederick II of Prussia defended his Silesian gains against Maria Theresa of Austria, while Louis XV’s France sought to check British maritime and colonial power. Under William Pitt the Elder, Britain financed Prussia and launched expeditions that crippled French overseas holdings. The novel places Barry inside this vast contest, where military service becomes both a ladder and a trap for a rootless Irish adventurer.

In the German theater, the British Army of Observation, guarding Hanover, suffered a setback at Hastenbeck in July 1757 under the Duke of Cumberland, leading to the humiliating Convention of Klosterzeven. Command passed to Ferdinand of Brunswick, who reformed the allied forces and achieved decisive victories, notably at Minden on 1 August 1759, where British and German infantry repulsed French cavalry in Westphalia. These campaigns drew thousands of Irish and British recruits to the continent. The novel situates Barry among such ranks, depicting the recruiting, marching, and skirmishing that fed the war’s grinding logistics and exposed common soldiers to both opportunity and ruin.

Elsewhere in the war, Prussia’s fortunes swung dramatically: Frederick won at Rossbach and Leuthen in 1757, then staggered at Kunersdorf in 1759 before recovering after Russia’s withdrawal under Peter III in 1762. Peace came with the Treaty of Paris and the Treaty of Hubertusburg in 1763, ending France’s North American ambitions and confirming Prussia’s Silesian hold. The conflict’s relentless need for manpower fostered coercive recruitment and punished desertion. In the novel, Barry deserts the British colors, falls into Prussian hands, and is compelled into Frederick’s service, before turning to espionage and gambling. His path exemplifies how the war’s pressures pushed marginal men across borders and allegiances.

Prussian militarism under Frederick the Great rested on the canton system, formalized in the 1730s, which tied peasant conscripts to regimental districts and enforced iron discipline. Corporal punishment, passport checks, and patrols by field gendarmes curtailed mobility, while informers and bureaucratic vigilance knitted a proto-police state around the army. Officers, largely Junker nobles, guarded status through drill and severity. The novel’s depiction of Barry’s conscription by Prussian authorities, his surveillance by Captain Potzdorff, and his perilous double-dealing with the Chevalier de Balibari reflects this apparatus. His forced obedience and resourceful evasions dramatize the harshness and porousness of eighteenth-century military control.

The Irish Penal Laws, enacted from the 1690s and only partially relaxed by Relief Acts in 1778, 1782, and 1793, circumscribed Catholic property ownership, office-holding, education, and the right to bear arms. The regime entrenched the Protestant Ascendancy, concentrating land and power in a minority elite. Many Catholic and lower-status Protestant gentry families became precarious squireens, with dwindling estates and fragile honor. The novel’s Irish opening, with a provincial family clinging to lineage yet lacking secure fortune, mirrors this landscape. Barry’s hunger for status, English patronage, and ultimately a titled marriage arises from a society that restricted advancement and measured worth by land, lineage, and display.

Dueling culture, remarkably prevalent in eighteenth-century Ireland and Britain, codified elite violence as a ritual of honor. The Irish Code Duello was adopted at Clonmel in 1777, laying out 26 rules on challenges, seconds, and satisfaction, typically with pistols at dawn on secluded fields or commons. Although illegal, dueling was semi-tolerated among gentlemen, and courts often showed leniency. In the novel, Barry’s early duel with Captain Quinn triggers his flight from home, showing how a single exchange of shots could reorder lives. Later confrontations sustain the theme: the duel bridges private grievance and public reputation, illuminating the brittle, performative nature of aristocratic honor.

Hanoverian connections deeply structured British diplomacy and war. From 1714 to 1837, the British monarch also ruled the Electorate (later Kingdom) of Hanover, binding Britain to German politics. Subsidy treaties financed allied contingents from Hesse and Brunswick, and the 1758 Anglo-Prussian Convention pledged British money to Frederick II. British envoys abounded at minor German courts in Saxony, Bavaria, and elsewhere, where etiquette, intrigue, and patronage intertwined. The novel’s Sir Charles Lyndon, a gouty British diplomat attached to a small German court, and Barry’s infiltration of continental salons as a gambler-spy, reflect this milieu, where politics, war, and social spectacle were inseparable.

Eighteenth-century English marriage law and property arrangements shaped fortunes and destinies. The Hardwicke Marriage Act of 1753 mandated formal ceremonies and consent to curb clandestine unions, while the common-law doctrine of coverture vested a married woman’s personal property in her husband. Marriage settlements and entails, administered by trustees, attempted to protect landed wealth across generations. Widows retained dower rights, yet husbands often controlled income streams. In the novel, Barry marries the wealthy Lady Lyndon and, exploiting coverture and lax oversight, dissipates her resources while battling trustees and her heir, Lord Bullingdon. The legal architecture turns matrimony into a battleground of status, custody, and cash.

Gambling and credit were engines of eighteenth-century sociability and ruin. Games like hazard and faro thrived in elite clubs such as White’s, founded in 1693, and Brooks’s, established in 1764, as well as in spa towns like Bath and Tunbridge Wells, where visitors chased health, marriages, and luck. Debts of honor, though not legally enforceable, compelled payment through reputation and duels. Professional gamblers and card-sharps roved Europe’s courts, living on loans and bluff. The novel’s Barry and the Chevalier de Balibari run a faro bank across continental salons, their fortunes rising and collapsing with credit, embodying the era’s fusion of chance, performance, and finance.

Before the Reform Act of 1832, parliamentary representation in Britain was riddled with rotten and pocket boroughs like Old Sarum and Dunwich, where tiny electorates allowed patrons to sell or gift seats. Open voting, treating, and outright bribery were common, and elections could spark unrest, as in the Middlesex contests and the Wilkes agitations of 1768 to 1770. Government office and contracts moved through networks of rank and favor. In the novel, Barry seeks to secure dignity through patronage and display, pouring money into influence to secure place for himself and his family. The world he navigates is that of purchasable power and venal honor.

Travel in the mid eighteenth century mixed improvement with danger. Turnpike trusts from the 1730s upgraded roads and stagecoach services, while the Bow Street Runners, established in 1749 by Henry Fielding, began rudimentary policing. Yet highwaymen remained active on English heaths and Irish roads. Polite robbers, like the fictional Captain Feeney who relieves Barry with ceremonious courtesy, echo real patterns of theft that respected certain social codes. The novel’s roadside encounters register the uncertain security of travel, the vulnerability of cash-based mobility, and the theatricality of crime in a world before professional police and rapid communications curtailed such figures.

Military advancement reflected class structures. In the British Army, the purchase system, formalized by price schedules by the mid 1760s, allowed wealthy men to buy commissions, with promotion accelerated by money and influence. The 1757 Militia Act reorganized home defense, but regular commissions remained expensive. In Prussia, the officer corps was dominated by Junker nobles, and social origin governed authority. The novel charts Barry’s limitations within these hierarchies: lacking fortune or pedigree, he cannot buy swift rank, and in Prussia he is constrained by birth. He turns instead to intelligence work, gaming, and, ultimately, marriage as routes to a status closed in uniform.

Debtors’ prisons epitomized the coercive economy of Georgian Britain. The Fleet Prison, off Farringdon Street in London, confined thousands over the eighteenth and early nineteenth centuries for civil debts, operating a notorious fee system and semi-libertarian Rules that allowed those who could pay to live nearby. Conditions fostered vice, extortion, and despair; Parliamentary scrutiny grew in the 1810s, and the prison was closed in 1842. The Marshalsea and King’s Bench offered similar regimes. Thackeray ends Barry’s career in the Fleet in 1814, anchoring the tale in the reality that credit and character, once exhausted, could end in incarceration rather than redemption.

As historical critique, the book anatomizes an order sustained by violence, money, and performance. The dueling field, the parade ground, the card table, and the polling place operate as theaters where status is won by risk and display, underwritten by coercive structures such as coverture, military discipline, and venal patronage. Barry’s voice boasts of honor while revealing its costs: the wounded, the defrauded, and the impoverished. The institutions that elevate him also destroy him, and the narrative exposes how supposed merit depends on birth, credit, and access to networks policed by class and gender.

The work also indicts Anglo-Irish power and British imperial politics by showing how Irish marginality, Hanoverian entanglements, and continental war create careers for opportunists and casualties for the powerless. Its portrait of marriage as financial strategy and of Parliament as purchasable office underscores systemic corruption. By tracing a climber’s trajectory from rural Munster to German courts and London prisons, the book reveals the brittleness of aristocratic virtue and the cruelty of debt and law. The social order is not merely hypocritical; it is structurally predatory, rewarding bravado and punishing vulnerability, and the narrative renders that indictment through meticulously historicized episodes.
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    William Makepeace Thackeray was a central figure of the Victorian literary world, renowned for satire that exposed social ambition, hypocrisy, and the theater of manners. Born in British India and active chiefly in London, he wrote novels, essays, sketches, and lectures that balanced moral scrutiny with compassion. His best-known work, Vanity Fair, helped define the panoramic social novel and offered a counterweight to the sentiment often associated with his contemporary Charles Dickens. Thackeray’s distinctive authorial voice—ironic, conversational, and self-reflexive—along with his habit of illustrating his own texts, made him a singular presence in nineteenth-century print culture and a touchstone for later realists and satirists.

Educated in England after an early childhood abroad, Thackeray attended Charterhouse School and then Trinity College, Cambridge, leaving without a degree. He briefly studied law and seriously considered a career in art, spending formative time on the Continent and in Paris studios. Early financial reverses compelled him to write for a living, a pressure that sharpened his professional discipline and range. The cross-channel education—classical schooling tempered by European travel and exposure to visual art—shaped his lifelong interests in eighteenth-century literature and print culture. Those influences, along with his training as a draughtsman, later informed both the substance and the graphic presentation of his fiction and criticism.

Thackeray first made his name in journalism and magazine fiction, contributing to Fraser’s Magazine and Punch under pseudonyms. He wrote parodies, travel sketches, and caustic social pieces, notably The Book of Snobs, which popularized the very term “snob” as a critical category. Early fictions such as Catherine and the tale now known as Barry Lyndon displayed his penchant for picaresque structures, unreliable narration, and moral testing through satire. He often illustrated his own work, aligning image and text to intensify the comedy and critique. Throughout these years he absorbed and reanimated eighteenth-century models, particularly the traditions of Fielding, Sterne, and Swift, while adapting them to modern metropolitan life.

Vanity Fair, serialized in the late 1840s, established Thackeray’s reputation as a major novelist. Its broad social canvas ranges from drawing rooms to battlefields, but its enduring interest lies in the exposure of vanity, ambition, and self-fashioning. The narrator’s direct addresses, shifting sympathies, and self-conscious stagecraft created a new feel for the English novel: worldly, skeptical, and theatrically candid. Readers and critics recognized the work’s boldness in refusing simple moral polarities while still sustaining ethical inquiry. The novel’s success gave Thackeray a large audience and the professional standing to pursue longer projects and public lectures, cementing his role in the era’s evolving culture of serial publication.

Across the 1850s Thackeray expanded his range with The History of Pendennis, the historical romance The History of Henry Esmond, the social chronicle The Newcomes, and the transatlantic-seeming sequel The Virginians. These works explore education, honor, money, and the pressures of status, often revisiting the eighteenth century to test modern values against a different moral landscape. He also undertook lecture tours in Britain and the United States, speaking on The English Humourists of the Eighteenth Century and The Four Georges. The lectures consolidated his authority as a critic-historian of earlier writers and broadened his readership, while supplying materials and perspectives he continued to mine in later fiction.

Thackeray’s public role widened in the late 1850s, when he stood for Parliament without success, and in the early 1860s, when he became the founding editor of the Cornhill Magazine. At Cornhill he curated a popular, high-quality miscellany and published his own later pieces, including Lovel the Widower, The Adventures of Philip, and the Roundabout Papers. His editorial work showcased his belief in temperate judgment, skepticism toward cant, and attention to the ordinary. As a novelist, he preferred hard, unglamorous truths to melodrama; as a moralist, he distrusted grand systems, insisting on sympathy laced with irony. Money, class, and performance remained central subjects throughout.

In his final years Thackeray balanced editorial duties with continued writing and illustration, though health pressures mounted. He died in the early 1860s, leaving an oeuvre that shaped the modern social novel and the tradition of urbane satire. Later critics have praised his narrative voice, moral intelligence, and historical pastiche, noting how he kept sentiment in check without abandoning feeling. Vanity Fair remains canonical, while Barry Lyndon and Henry Esmond attract sustained attention for their experiments with persona and period style. Thackeray’s legacy endures in writers who probe status, desire, and self-deception, and in scholarship that values his cool eye, humane skepticism, and inventive fusion of text and image.
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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,—so old, noble, and illustrious are the Barrys, as everybody knows) women have played a mighty part with the destinies of our race.

I 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[1]; and though, as a man of the world, I have learned to despise heartily the claims of some PRETENDERS to high birth who have no more genealogy than the lacquey who cleans my boots, and though I laugh to utter scorn the boasting of many of my countrymen, who are all for descending from kings of Ireland, and talk of a domain no bigger than would feed a pig as if it were a principality; yet truth compels me to assert that 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 adhesion to the old faith and monarch, were formerly prodigious, and embraced many counties, at a time when Ireland was vastly more prosperous than now. I would assume the Irish crown over my coat-of-arms, but that there are so many silly pretenders to that distinction who bear it and render it common.

Who knows, but for the fault of a woman, I might have been wearing it now? You start with incredulity. I say, why not? Had there been a gallant chief to lead my countrymen, instead or puling knaves who bent the knee to King Richard II[2]., they might have been freemen; had there been a 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 daughter 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[3]. We were princes of the land no longer; our unhappy race had lost its possessions a century previously, and by the most shameful treason. This I know to be the fact, for my mother has often told me the story, and besides had 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 possess in 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, as it happened, a certain English colonel passed through 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 finding 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 so well, as it appeared, that the O’Mahonys were entirely overcome, all the Barrys’ property restored, and with it, says the 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[4], man by man in the cottages round about. They conducted themselves, as is 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 I descend) was as hostile to the English as any other man on his domain; and, as they 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. She was in love with the English Lyndon, and broke the whole secret to him; and the dastardly English prevented the just massacre of 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 estate which he left: and though the descendants of Phaudrig were alive, as indeed they are in my person,[Footnote: As we have never been able to find proofs of the marriage of my ancestor Phaudrig with his wife, I make no doubt that Lyndon destroyed the contract, and murdered the priest and witnesses of the marriage.—B. L.] on appealing to the English courts, the estate was awarded to the Englishman, as has ever been the case where English and Irish were concerned.

Thus, had it not been for the weakness of a woman, I should have been born to the possession of those very estates which afterwards came to 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, as in that of Ireland, under the name of Roaring Harry Barry[5]. 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 graces of manner, 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 I 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 II. 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 constant to the old religion in which our family was educated, and not only served abroad with credit, but against His Most Sacred Majesty George II. in the unhappy Scotch disturbances in ‘45. We shall hear more of the Chevalier hereafter.

For the conversion of my father I have to thank my dear mother, Miss Bell Brady, daughter of Ulysses Brady of Castle Brady, county Kerry, Esquire and J.P. She was 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 marrying 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 I 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 pieces that very night at faro, and laid the necessary information the next morning against his brother; but his conversion 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 I 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 possession 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 Sacred Majesty at Newmarket, Harry’s fortune was just on the point of being made, for the gracious monarch promised to provide for him. But alas! he was taken in charge by another monarch, whose will have no delay or denial[1q],—by Death, namely, who seized upon my father at Chester races, leaving me a helpless orphan. Peace be to his ashes! He was not faultless, and dissipated 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.

I 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, 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 differences, gave him the grandest funeral that had been seen for many a day, and erected a monument over his remains (for which I subsequently paid), which declared him to be the wisest, purest, and most affectionate of men.

In performing these sad duties over her deceased lord, 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 Barryogue, 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 possessions; for my father had sold every stick of the property to one Notley, an attorney, and we received but a cold welcome in his house—a miserable old tumble-down place it was. [Footnote: 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.]

The splendour of the funeral did not fail to increase the widow Barry’s reputation as a woman 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,—all 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 armorial bearings, was taken by her sister-in-law and the rest of the county for a person of considerable property and distinction. For a time, 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 indeed they much wanted, a little London neatness; and ‘English Redmond,’ as I was called, was treated like a little lord, and had a maid and a footman to himself; and honest Mick paid their wages,—which was much more than he was used to do for his own domestics,—doing 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 maintenance 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 I 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 manifest, she forgot all the respect which she had been accustomed to pay her, instantly turned my maid and man-servant out of doors, and told Mrs. Barry that she might follow them as soon as she 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 widow complied with Madam Brady’s desire. At the same time, 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 respect to a lady who had lived in London, frequented the most fashionable society there, and had been presented (as she solemnly declared) at Court? These advantages gave her a right which seems to be pretty unsparingly exercised in Ireland by those natives who have it,—the right of looking down with scorn upon all persons who have not had the opportunity of quitting the mother-country and inhabiting 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 pleased to be called the handsome widow, as she was, Mrs. Barry was still better pleased to be called the English widow.

Mrs. Brady, for her part, was not slow to reply: she used 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 painful. 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 II that the above-named personages lived and quarrelled; good or bad, handsome or ugly, rich or poor, they are all equal now; and do not the Sunday papers and the courts of law supply us every week with more novel and interesting 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 been the gayest girl in the whole county of Wexford, with half the bachelors at her feet, and plenty of smiles and encouragement for every one of them, Bell Barry adopted a dignified reserve that almost amounted to pomposity, and was as starch as any 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 she lived now for her son only, and for the memory of her departed saint.

‘Saint forsooth!’ said ill-natured Mrs. Brady.

‘Harry Barry was as big a sinner as ever was known; and ‘tis notorious that he and Bell hated each other. If she won’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 woman was to restore the fortunes of the Barry family? If my mother fancied that SHE was to be that woman, I think it was a perfectly justifiable notion on her part; for the Earl (my godfather) was always most attentive to her: I never knew how deeply this notion of advancing my interests in the world had taken possession of mamma’s mind, until his Lordship’s 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 appearance was so respectable as that of the widow, who, though she always dressed in mourning, in memory of her deceased husband, took care that her garments should be made so as to set off her handsome person to the greatest advantage; and, indeed, I think, spent six hours out of every day in the week in cutting, trimming, and altering them to the fashion. She had the largest of hoops and the handsomest 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, as was the mode in those days. No, she left 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 I 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 I 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 I must say I think there was some cause for my mother’s opinion. The good soul’s pleasure was to dress me; and on Sundays and holidays I turned out in a velvet coat with a silver-hilted sword by my side and a gold garter at my knee, as fine as any lord in the land. My mother worked me several most splendid waistcoats, and I had plenty of lace for my ruffles, and a fresh riband to my hair, and as we 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, because on 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 dressed in 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 aisle to our pew with as much state and gravity as the Lord Lieutenant’s lady and son might do. When there, my mother would give the responses and amens in a loud dignified voice that was delightful to hear, and, besides, had a fine loud voice for singing, which art she had perfected 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 chose to 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 I 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. I confess it was but a small place, but, indeed, we made the most of it. I 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 I 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 I had as good a bottle of claret by my side as any squire of the land. So indeed I had, but I 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 seen how 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 resolutely kept the oath which she had made with regard to her sister-in-law.

The very first day I returned to Castle Brady my trials may be said, in a manner, to have begun. My cousin, Master Mick, a huge monster of nineteen (who hated me, and I promise you I returned the compliment), insulted me at dinner about my mother’s poverty, and made all the girls of the family titter. So when we went to the stables, whither Mick always went for his pipe of tobacco after dinner, I told him a piece of my mind, and there was a fight for at least ten minutes, during which I stood to him like a man, and blacked his left eye, though I 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 I 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 I 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 I fell in his way, yet I was very happy now at Castle Brady with the company there, and my cousins, or some of them, and the kindness of my uncle, with whom I 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 I was released from Mick’s persecution, for his brother, Master Ulick, returning from Trinity College, and hating his elder brother, as is 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, I, English Redmond, as I 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 I had an uncommon natural genius for many things, and soon topped in accomplishments most of the persons around me. I 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 success in life. The common dances I learned (as, perhaps, I ought not to confess) in the servants’ hall, which, you may be sure, was never without a piper, and where I was considered unrivalled both at a hornpipe and a jig.

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

This I 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 Ballywhacket—Backwhacket, as my uncle used to call it. But six weeks after I had been consigned to his reverence, I 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, I was at the head of the school, but could not be brought to excel in the classics; and after having been flogged seven times, without its doing me the least good in my Latin, I refused to submit altogether (finding it useless) to an eighth application of the rod. ‘Try some other way, sir,’ said I, when he was for horsing me once more; but he wouldn’t; whereon, and to defend myself, I flung a slate at him, and knocked down a Scotch usher 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, I swore I would plunge it into the waistcoat of the first man who dared to balk me, and faith they let me pass on. I slept that night twenty miles off Ballywhacket, at the house of a cottier, who gave me potatoes and milk, and to whom I gave a hundred guineas after, when I came to visit Ireland in my days of greatness. I wish I had the money now. But what’s the use of regret? I have had many a harder bed than that I shall sleep on to-night, and many a scantier meal than honest Phil Murphy gave me on the evening I ran away from school. So six weeks’ was all the schooling I ever got. And I 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 a court off Fleet Street, in London, yet I pretty soon silenced him in an argument (at ‘Button’s Coffeehouse’); and in that, and in poetry, and what I call natural philosophy, or the science of life, and in riding, 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, I may say for myself that Redmond Barry has seldom found his equal. ‘Sir,’ said I to Mr. Johnson, on the occasion I allude to—he was accompanied by a Mr. Buswell of Scotland, and I was presented to the club by a Mr. Goldsmith, a countryman of my own—‘Sir,’ said I, in reply to the schoolmaster’s great thundering quotation in Greek, ‘you fancy you know a great deal more than me, because you quote your Aristotle and your Pluto; but can you tell me which horse will win at Epsom Downs next week?—Can you run six miles without breathing?—Can you shoot the ace of spades ten 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. ‘I had no right to brag of my Greek to the gentleman, and he has answered me very well.’

‘Doctor,’ says I, looking waggishly at him, ‘do you know ever a rhyme for ArisTOTLE?’

‘Port, if you plaise,’ says Mr. Goldsmith, laughing. And we had SIX RHYMES FOR ARISTOTLE before we left the coffee-house that evening. It became a regular joke afterwards when I 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 I was in liquor at the latter place, young Dick Sheridan called me a great Staggerite, a joke which I could never understand. But I am wandering from my story, and must get back to home, and dear old Ireland again.

I have made acquaintance with the best in the land since, and my manners are such, I have said, as to make me the equal of them all; and, perhaps, you will wonder how a country boy, as I was, educated amongst Irish squires, and their dependants of the stable and farm, should arrive at possessing such elegant manners as I was indisputably allowed to have. I 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 dances and 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 I have trudged by his side as a lad, he telling me wonderful stories of the French king, and the Irish brigade, and Marshal Saxe, and the opera-dancers; he knew my uncle, too, the Chevalier Borgne, and indeed had a thousand accomplishments which he taught me in secret. I 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 I always shall consider Phil Purcell as the very best tutor I could have had. His fault was drink, but for that I have always had a blind eye; and he hated my cousin Mick like poison; but I could excuse him that too.

With Phil, and at the age of fifteen, I was a more accomplished man than either of my cousins; and I think Nature had been also more bountiful to me in the matter of person. Some of the Castle Brady girls (as you shall hear presently) adored me. At fairs and races many of the prettiest lasses present said they would like to have me for their bachelor; and yet somehow, it must be confessed, I was not popular.

In the first place, every one knew I was bitter poor; and I think, perhaps, it was my good mother’s fault that I was bitter proud too. I had a habit of boasting in company of my birth, and the splendour of my carriages, gardens, cellars, and domestics, and this before people who were perfectly aware of my real circumstances. If it was boys, and they ventured to sneer, I would beat them, 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, I would say was ‘a family quarrel.’ ‘Support your name with your blood, Reddy my boy[2q],’ would that saint say, with the tears in her eyes; and so would 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 I had not beat for one cause or other. There were the vicar’s two sons of Castle Brady—in course I could not associate with such beggarly brats as them, and many a battle did we have as to 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 came to the crowning fight, when I overcame him; and I 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 I 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, I never saw such a thing as a plain woman), it’s the subject next to the hearts of all of you; and I think you guess my riddle without more trouble. LOVE! sure the word is formed on purpose out of the prettiest soft vowels and consonants in 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, as is the custom in such large families, were divided into two camps, or parties; the one siding 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 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. I need not mention the girls’ names; I had plague enough with them in after-life, Heaven knows; and one of them was the cause of 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.

She said she was only nineteen at the time; but I 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 I were so much together.

When I come to think about her now, I know she never could have been handsome; for her figure was rather of the fattest, and her mouth of the widest; she was freckled over like a partridge’s egg, and her hair was the colour of a certain vegetable which we eat with boiled beef, to use the mildest term. Often and often would my dear mother make these remarks concerning her; but I 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 ease in 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 she would take poor me to rehearse her accomplishment upon; or the exciseman, when he came his rounds, or the steward, or the poor curate, or the young apothecary’s lad from Brady’s Town: whom I recollect beating once for that very reason. If he is alive now I make him my apologies. Poor fellow! as if 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 told—and every word of this narrative of my life is of the most sacred veracity—my passion for Nora began in a very vulgar and unromantic way. I did not save her life; on the contrary, I once very nearly killed her, as you shall hear. I did not behold her by moonlight playing on the guitar, or rescue her from the hands of ruffians, as Alfonso does Lindamira 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, I pledge my honour, I came upon Miss Nora and one of her sisters, with whom she was friends at the time, who were both engaged in the very same amusement.

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

‘I know the Latin for goose,’ says I.

‘And what’s that?’ cries Miss Mysie, as pert as a peacock.

‘Bo to you!’ says I (for I had never a want of wit); and so we fell to work at the gooseberry-bush, laughing and talking as happy 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 I tied it up, and I believe was permitted to kiss her hand; and though it was as big and clumsy a hand as ever you saw, yet I thought the favour the most ravishing one that was ever conferred upon me, and went home in a rapture.

I was much too simple a fellow to disguise any sentiment I chanced to 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 coquette made me endure were horrible. Sometimes she would treat me as a child, sometimes as a 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 I would swear that I would become the greatest hero ever known out of Ireland, and vow that before I was twenty I would have money enough to purchase an estate six times as big as Castle Brady. All which vain promises, of course, I did not keep; but I make no doubt they influenced me in my very early life, and caused me to do those great actions for which I have been celebrated, and which shall be narrated presently in order.

I 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. I question whether any of the jenny-jessamines 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 invasion. The Pretender was said to be in high favour at Versailles, a descent 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 I envied them both! especially that odious Mick as I 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 I nothing,—I who felt I had as much courage as the Duke of Cumberland himself, and felt, too, that a red jacket would mightily become me! My mother said I was too young to join the new regiment; 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, dressed in 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
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