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.. PREFATORY EPISTLE! f ]
-vc::iq’tt'%;qﬁ 4lic adventures I have recorded in these pages; I

. ot thiNf-itmnecessary to appenl to concurreut testimony and

-,-‘?s'ﬁl?ﬁ;ﬁw‘iﬁn’es s for Uhoir proof, but I pledge myself to the
~ciBHat -every tiltle I have related is as truo g that my namo is
orrequer—need I guy more?

Another objecbion’ haa been made Lo iy narrative, and I cnnuol
&8 it by without o word of pemurle ;-=** thew: Confessiong are want.
Lag in scenes of tl)flc]\inF and pothetic interest”*+—true, quite travt e
but T consolomyself on Lhis head, for T remembar heavingol un author
whone ‘pnrupl\mse of the buok of Joby wus refused by n publisher, if
ho could not throw u lithle More humour into it ; and if [ have not

sou more mivorable aid wovo uuhappy, L am very sorry for it on
sour sievount, bud you wust exonse my ragrotiing it on my own,
Auothor story and X biwve dono ;- ~the Bawgnto Cnlondar 1mnkes
movtion of n woturiouy houssbrenker, who closed his carcer of oute
rage an(j. violeneé by thé marder of a whole fumily, whose honse he
gobhed < ba tho scaffold-he entreated perinission to speak u fow
‘words tothe ¢rowd Deneaih, and thus addressed them :—*NMy
fiiends, it is quite true I murdered this I‘muilf; iu cold hood I did
it—one Dy ono they f6ll benewth my hand, while T riflent their coffors,
and took fprth thoiv effvets; but ono thing i im ‘mtcd to mo, which
I cunnot: die without clon{/in;z i, jn amertod thut 1 stolo an ox.
tinguisher; the contomptibio shurnotor of bhip potby theft is o stain
apon iy roputation; 6hite L cunnod suller to dimgruco my momory.*
8o would 1 now address you for all tho grnver ollencos of my book ;
1 stand forth guilty—miverably, pulpably ymilly-~they ave mine
ever!\: one of them ; and I dare not, I conmot dony them 3 but if you
think what the.hlusders in ¥rench and the hash of spelling so
widaly sprond through theso pagos, aro attributable Lo mo; on the
faith ofu‘yonblommx. 1 {»lu-lgo mynoll you aro wrong, and that I
had nothing to do with thom. 1F my thenku Jor the kindness and
indulgence with whiol thess hasbily-writton and rashly-conesived
skotches have beun received by the pross und tho public nve of any
avail, lot e add, in conclusion, thet a movo grateful author dacs

not exist than
MARRY LORRIQURR,
W bnyo ¢ha anllior's pormioelan to sinte, that all the paihutic aud nwving

Inoldeutn of hiv enrour bo Ying reaorved for o g « Youlavpions,’’ to
b‘-‘;’::n'mlod " Lurroquor Married 73"—1‘ublinho':3:u1‘;o‘;(:m of # Goulatsions







































18 CONFESSIONS OF HARRY LORREQUER.

vancing with an air of evident displeasure, as the shouts of lond
laughter continued. As he came up, I turned hastily round, and
touching my cap, wished him good morning. Never shall I forget
the look he gave me. If a glance could have annihilated any man,

¢his would have finished me.” For a moment his face became purplg
with rage, his eye was almost hid beneath his bent brow, and he
ghsolutely shook with passion.

“ Go, sir,” said he at length, as soon as he was alle to find utter-
ance for his words; “Go, sir, to_your quarters; and before you
leave them, a court-martial shall decide, if such continued insult to
your commanding-officer, warrants your name being in the Army

ist.”

“What the devil can all this mean ?” I said, in a half whisper,
turning to the others. But there they stood, their handkerchiefs
to their mouths, and evidently choking with suppressed langhter,

““May I beg, Colonel C——-,” said I

“To your quarters, sir,” roared the little an, in the voice of a
lion. And with a haughty wave of his hand, prevented all further
attempt on my part to seck explanation.

“They’re all mad, every man of them,” I muttered, ns I Letoolk
myself slowly back to my rooms, amid the same evidences of mirth
my first appearance had excited—which even the Colonel’s presence,
feared as he was, could not entirely subdue.

With the air of a martyr I trod heavily up the stairs, and entered
my quarters, meditating within myself, awful schemes for ven-
geance, on the now open tyranny of my Colonel; upon whom, I
too, in my honest rectitude of heart, vowed to have “a court-
martial.” I threw myself vpon a chair, and endeavoured to recol-
lect what circumstance of the past evening could have possibly
suggested all the mirth in which both ofliceysrand men seemed to
participate equally; but nothing could I remember, capable of
solving the mystery,—surely the cruel wrongs of the manly Othello
were no laughter-moving subject.

I rang the bell bastily for my servant. The door opened.

“ Stubbes,” said I, “ are you aware—" :

T had only got so far in my question, whm} my servant, one of
the most diseveet of men, put on a broad grin, and turned away
towards the door to hide hig face.

“ Wheat the devil does this mean #” said I, stamping with passion ;
*“he is as bad as the rest,  Stubbes,” and this I spoke with tho
most grave and severe tone, “ what is the meuning of this inso-
lence?”

¢ Oh, sir,” said the man; ““ Oh, sir, surely yondid not appear v
parade with that face »” and then he burst into a fit of the most
uncontrollable langhter,

Like lightning a horrid doubt shot across my mind.® I sprang
over to the dressing-glass, which had been replaced, andoh ! horeny
of horrors ! there I stood as black as the king of Ashantee. I
cursed dye which I had put on for Othello, I bad never washed
—and there, with a huge Lear-skin shako, and a pair of b}ac.k, bu,
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