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    PROLOGUE

     Galway, Ireland, 1818
   

   The black man is dying, but neither he nor any of the other men in the barn suspects it. After all, he is quite young, and if the heavy negroid face is unhealthily puffy and badly scarred by old wounds which show oddly pale against the coarse dark skin, these are hardly fatal signs, and not unusual in his profession. He slumps, overweight and flabby, on a bench against the rough timber wall, a grimy blanket draped across his naked shoulders, an old hat on his woolly bullet head, and the hand holding a bottle of cheap spirits shakes visibly when he raises it to his lips, one of which has been split so deeply that it has healed into a permanent cleft running halfway to his chin. His arms are long and muscular, and though there are creases of fat overlapping his waistband, his sheer bulk gives an impression of formidable strength not yet quite gone to seed. His eyes are closed, and he is plainly tired, but not with a weariness that can be cured by rest; there may be no outward sign of deadly illness, but the pain in his kidneys and the ringing in his head are now continuous, and seem to him to be draining the spirit out of his big, hard-used body. A few years ago he was as famous in England as Napoleon; now he hardly remembers that time.

   Squatting in the straw, watching him anxiously and now and then addressing him in low voices to which he responds with a grunt or a nod, are two men in the crimson coats and yellow facings of the 77th Foot. They are not typical of the British Army, for they, too, are black. They have been drawn to the barn by fraternal sympathy with the dying man, a sentiment not shared by the only other person in view, a small, rat-like Cockney shabbily dressed in a worn tail-coat whose buttons are either tarnished or missing, stained pantaloons, and a beaver hat almost innocent of fur. He is the manager, for want of a better word, of the man on the bench, and is reflecting glumly that his protege is the very picture of a beaten-up, broken-down, drunken pug who could (bar his sable skin) serve as a model for all those other prize-ring cast-offs from whom the manager, in his time, has scraped a meagre dishonest living, parading them from one country fair to the next, shouting himself hoarse with lies about their past prowess, thrusting them into combat with a bellyful of beer to batter or be battered by the local bully, and passing round the hat afterwards. It may be a far cry from the Fives Court or Wimbledon Common, from the hundred-guinea purses and the twenty thousand pound side-bets, but it usually pays enough to keep manager and man in food and drink as far as the next village or market-town.

   Not that he expects much today, from the ragged, noisy crowd of yokels and urchins gathered about the makeshift roped square in the farmyard. Bleeding bumpkins, in the manager's estimate, never seen a shilling in their lives, living on pepper, potatoes and water, slaves to Popish superstition, and content to sleep in sties with their animals, if they have any. His one hope is the local squireen, easily recognisable because he wears boots and sits in a dog-cart above the throng, passing the flask with his cronies and flipping a farthing to the ancient fiddler scraping out a jig tune; with luck the bucolic potentate will be good, if not for cash, at least for a leg of mutton and a bag of spuds, provided the fight is a good and bloody one.

   That depends, the manager is well aware, not so much on the local champion, a brawny, red-haired blacksmith who waits basking in the admiration of the gaping rustics, as on his own black fighter, whose behaviour this past month has been causing concern. Moody and withdrawn at the best of times, he has been going into long, trance-like silences, coming out of them only at the call of “Time!”, when he has instinctively come to scratch with his fists up, moving in a slow parody of that lightning dance-step which was once the wonder of the Fancy. Twice he has been so sluggish that the despairing Cockney has had to throw in the towel against opponents too unskilled or lacking the strength to knock him out; once, he has come unexpectedly alive and smashed an opponent into insensibility in a matter of seconds. His manager can only pray that today he will perform somewhere between those two extremes and give the spectators their money's worth.

   
    Assuming, that is, that he can be got on his feet and led out to the yard, where the crowd is growing restive, the shrill Irish voices demanding a sight of the famous black, the legendary American hero whose feats once echoed even to this distant backwater, and who remains sprawled and apparently comatose on his bench in the dim interior of the barn. As the two soldiers and the cursing manager haul him upright he mutters a complaint of noises in his head; they demand, what noises?, but he cannot tell them. The manager becomes abusive, and to their astonishment and alarm the battered black face, its eyes still closed, smiles as though at some happy memory, for it is not the angry Cockney snarl that he hears, but another voice, eager and excited, from long ago, ringing down the years …

   “You know how many people came to Copthorn? Ten thousand! Ten goddam thousand, boy! An' they came on foot, an' on horses, an' in carriages, to see Tom Molineaux, the Black Ajax – you! An' when you meet Cribb again, there'll be twenty, maybe thirty thousand, with the Dook o' Clarence, and Mistah Brummell, an' Lord Byron, an' every bang-up swell in London, yeah, an' maybe the Prince his own self! With half a million guineas a-ridin' on the fight – an' a million dollars' worth of it'll be on you!”

   Through the fog that clouds his mind, he hears it, and then it fades to a whisper, and is gone. He opens his eyes and stands, swaying slightly, steadied by the two soldiers, while the Cockney at the barn door proclaims his fighter. As the raucous voice silences the spectators' chatter, the black man closes his eyes again, wincing at the stabbing pain in his lower body. Death is much closer now, but he is not aware of its approach, and if he was he would not care. The manager's speech has finished, the fiddler strikes up a lively march, the black soldiers urge him gently forward, and he takes a faltering step. The scraping of the fiddle is drowning out the noises in his head, then blending into another sound from far away, the thumping of brass and a kettle drum's rattle, growing louder amidst a tumult of distant voices, the murmur of a great multitude, and the music of Yankee Doodle, stirring him to action …

   Soft grass under restless feet shod in black pumps and white silk stockings with floral patterns. He skips on the damp turf, and a smirr of rain is on his face and chest, shivering him with its chill, as he moves forward into the winter sunlight, drawing the great caped coat closer about his shoulders. Out of the shadow, into the open, and the murmur of the throng swells to a great shout, Yankee Doodle rises to a crescendo, and now his feet are marching, the press of faces before him falling back to give him passage. White faces, all about him, smiling and grim, curious and jeering, hostile and laughing, fearful and admiring, marvelling and excited, and for a brief moment memory mingles with imagination in the mist of his mind, and he sees himself with their eyes …

   The caped figure striding through the lane of people and carriages held back by the “vinegars”, brisk burly attendants in long coats and top hats carrying horsewhips, his stride becoming a swagger as he shrugs off the cape to reveal the magnificent body beneath, the black skin gleaming as though it has been oiled, the jaunty head with its tight curls, the white silk breeches with ribbons at the knee and coloured scarf encircling the slender waist. He breaks into the shuffle of a plantation dance, laughing and waving to either side, a fine lady smiles from beneath the broad brim of her Mousquetaire and tosses him a posy which he catches, putting a flower behind his ear and bowing low over her hand before dancing on, blowing kisses to the roaring crowd as the faces retreat into shadow and the sound dies …

   He is floating high above them, looking down on a vast human amphitheatre, thousands upon cheering thousands ranged about a great roped circle, and beyond them the rolling wooded English countryside is bright in the December noontide, with scattered bands of running people and carts and carriages and horsemen, all hastening to join the huge expectant throng whose every eye is turned on that black and white figure, no bigger than a doll far beneath him, striding ahead, arms raised and hands clasped overhead in the age-old salute of the prize ring. Within the circle he can see the roped square, and the little knots of men standing and crouched about it, the umpires by the scales, the bottle-holders and timekeeper, the vinegars patrolling the space between square and outer circle to ensure order, the gamblers' runners scurrying to and fro, and at one corner of the square a slim slight man, a Negro like himself but lighter in colour …

   … whose eyes are glittering with fierce excitement as they come face to face by the roped square. The mulatto is muttering to him and towelling his shoulders vigorously against the biting cold, but the black fighter does not hear him. As he pulls off his waist-scarf and knots it to the ring-post all his attention is directed to the opposite corner where a man is standing clear of the rest, a tall white man with a rugged open face beneath crisp black curls, clad like himself in breeches and pumps, a man with the shoulders of an Atlas, massive arms crossed on his deep chest, heavy-hipped and long-legged, shifting slightly as he waits, rising on tip-toe and down again. He nods with a little smile, and as the black man raises a hand in reply his other self, back in the Irish barn, feels a strange peace settling upon him, a sense of contentment at the end of a long journey, and he realises with a growing wonder that the journey ended there, by that roped square long ago, when he looked across into the strong acknowledging face of the tall curly-headed man, nodding to him, and recognised, for the first and only time in his life, a companionship that was far beyond any bond of love or affection or loyalty that he had ever known, because it was of equals, apart and alone. He cannot explain it or even understand it, but he knows that the tall man feels it too, and he laughs in pure happiness as he snatches the hat from the top of the ring-post where his scarf is fluttering in the breeze, and sends it skimming over the ropes …

   … to fall in the dust of the farmyard, startling a stray fowl which runs squawking wildly, and the red-haired blacksmith is rushing him, blue eyes glaring and arms flailing, and his feet shift and his body sways instinctively as he evades the attack. He knows he is too exhausted, in too much pain, to raise his hands or move his feet, yet somehow his hands are up, his feet are moving, and as the red-haired ruffian turns, the black left fist stabs into his face, and again, and yet again, and that is the last thing he remembers as the shadows close in, and then there is no more memory.
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    THOMAS (“PADDINGTON”) JONES,

     retired pugilist and
former lightweight champion of England
   

   Who knows what's inside a black man's head? Not I, sir, nor you, nor any man. You can't ever tell. Why? 'Cos they don't think as we do. They are not of our mind.

   Now, I know there's them as says a white man's mind is no different, but I hold that it is. Take our own two selves, sir, if you'll pardon the liberty. You can see the thoughts in my eyes, and – how shall I put it? – yes, you can follow my feelings 'cross this broken old phiz o' mine, depending as I smile or frown, or set my jaw, or lower my blinds. Is that not so, sir? Course it is. And, begging your pardon, I can do likewise with you, pretty well anyway, though you're deeper than I am, course you are. Why, this very minute you're thinking, who's this cork-brained old clunch with his bust-up map and ears like sponges, to read my mind for me? Yes, you are! No offence, sir, but it's so, ain't it? Course it is.

   Why's that, sir? 'Cos we understand each other, though you're a top-sawyer, as we used to say, and I'm an old bruiser, you're a learned man and I can barely put my monarch on paper. But we're white, and English, and of a mind, so to speak. Even with a Frenchman, with his lingo, you can still tell at first glance if he's glad or blue-devilled or bent on mischief, which he most likely is. It shows, course it does.

   Not with your blackamoor, though. Not with the likes o' big Tom. Oh, he could talk, and make some sense, and do as he was bid (most o' the time), and put his case – but what was behind them eyes, sir, tell me that? What did he think and feel, down in the marrow of him? You couldn't tell, sir, you never can, with them –'less they're dingy Christians (half-white, I mean) like my pal Richmond, and even with him I could never take oath what the black half of his mind was turning over. And I knew him well, nigh on thirty year from when he beat Whipper Green in White Conduit Fields, till he hopped the twig Christmas afore last. Poor old Bill, I fought him twice, and that's the way to know a man, sir, I tell you. Course it is. I milled him down in forty-one rounds at Brighton, I did, for a fifty-guinea side-stake – we were both lightweights, but he didn't have my legs (nor my bottom, some said, him being black), and he had this weakness of dropping his left after a feint. Well, what's your right hand for, eh, when a man leaves the door open thataway? I'd ha' done him at Hyde Park, and all, but I broke my left famble on his nob, you see, in the eighteenth round – see there, sir, the ring finger's crooked to this day. If it had been my right, I'd ha' stood game, held him off and wore him out with a long left, 'cos he didn't have the legs, as I told you, but when your left won't fadge, what can you do? Cost my backers a fine roll o' soft, my having to cry quits …

   Beg pardon, sir, where was I? Ah, speaking of knowing Richmond's mind, as being half-black only. But big Tom, that was black to his backbone – no, a closed book he was. Not so much as a glint of natural feeling, as you might call it, in them strange yellow eyes of his, not even when he looked at you straight, which he seldom did. Head down, as if he was in the sullens, staring at his stampers, hardly a grunt or a mumble, that was his sort, as a rule. You'd as well talk to the parish pump or Turvey's pig, when the broody fit was on him. You'd wonder if he had a mind at all, or was dicked in the nob.

   There were times, mind, when he would break out into the wildest fits, sky-larking and playing the fool like a jobbernowl or a nipper showing off with his antics, and other times, when he got in a proper tweak – in a tweak, sir? Why, bless you, angry, en-raged, in a fair taking – and you'd think, hollo, best stand off and look out, for it's a wild beast loose. But 'twas no such thing, sir, for all his oaths and roarings, it was only noise, sir, but no action. He knew he was lowly, you see, having been a slave in America, and I reckon that held him in check, somehow, as if he knew 'twasn't for him to show fight against his betters. Not even in the ring, you say? Ah, that was another piece o' cheese. He was seldom angry inside the ropes; simple or not, he knew too much for that.

   Then again, I've seen times when he acted no more like a slave than you would. It's no Banbury tale, sir, he could be head high and to old blazes with everyone, even royalty in the very flesh, when he'd strut like a gamecock and look down his great flat snout like any tulip, the sauciest nigger counter-coxcomb you ever saw, and dressed to the nines, oh, the slap-up black Corinthian, he was! They laughed at first – but I seen the day when they stopped laughing, and no error.

   But here's the thing, sir: even then, when he was in his high ropes, I could never fathom whether he was hoaxing or not, or queer in his attic, maybe. You could not tell what was stirring under that woolly top-knot, if anything was, or see behind those black glims, bright and bloodshot rotten as though he'd been all night on the mop – which he had been, often as not. If I had a guinea for every time I've seen him home, shot in the neck and castaway to Jericho, I'd be richer than Coutts, and that's a fact.

   Drink did for him – drink and skirt. I never seen his like when it came to the chippers, and didn't they fancy him, just, for all his mug was more like an ape's than a human's, lips as fat as saveloys, his sneezer spread all over his cheeks, nob like a bullet, and coal-black ugly altogether. And not just the common punks and flash-mabs, neither, but your bang-up Cyprians, and Quality females, too, top o' the ton with their own carriages and mansions up west. They could not get their fill of him. Made my stomach turn to think of it, him stinking the way they do.

   I reckon they were curious to know how a black man would be, so to speak, and I doubt if they was disappointed, for a more prodigious well-armed jockey I never did see, and as a trainer I've cast an eye over more likely anatomies than a resurrectionist. But 'twasn't only that; why, even the sight of him, sparring at the Fives Court, or walking in the Park, or best of all posing for that Italian statue-carver in Ryder Street, was enough to turn the best-bred of 'em into flash-tails, for bar his clock he was Apollo come to life, the finest, strongest, bravest body of a man you ever clapped eyes on. That was beauty, sir, “ebony perfection in the artist's eye”, Lord Byron said.

   Oh, if you could ha' seen him that day at Copthorn when he came dancing out to meet Cribb! That was the day, sir, the day of the Black Ajax, the Milling Moor in all his glory, shoulders like a Guardee and the waist of an opera-girl, trained to a hair with those great sleek muscles a-ripple under a skin that shone like a sloe, and light as thistledown on the breeze. That was Tom, my Tom, for just an hour or so.

   There will never come another like him, sir, I can tell you. I saw him on the peak, tip-top high, and I saw him in the gutter. I saw him rich and famous, and I saw him scorched and forgotten. Why, I saw him shake the Prince Regent's own hand, sir, and clink his glass of iced champagne punch while the noblest in the land clapped his shoulder all smiles – and I saw him face down in rags in a farmyard sty with the gapeseeds crowing each time he shot the cat, puking his innards out, so fat and used up he was.

   A sad end to a sad story, you say? Well, I don't know about that, sir. I been in the Fancy man and boy for more'n fifty years, and they reckon I fought more mills than any boxer that ever came to scratch, and I lent a knee and held the bottle for as many more again. I was lightweight champion of All England. I stood up to the great Jem Belcher longer than any other did, giving him two stone, when he had both eyes, too! I've sparred with every champion of England since Mendoza – Humphries, Jackson, the Game Chicken, Gully, Cribb, and the rest of 'em. Nothing in Paddington Jones's record to think shame of, you may say … but I never had a day like Copthorn, sir, and I don't know many milling coves that did. He had that day, though, Black Tom Molineaux of America. The greatest day in the history of the game, a turn-up that they'll talk about as long as there's a prize ring. No, sir, I can't say his was a sad story, however it ended, not with that day in it.

   I knew him as well as anyone in his life, I suppose. I trained him, and taught him, and seconded him, and nursed him (and cursed him, I dare say), and was as close to him as a man could be. But as I said, I never knew his mind, or what he thought truly of us, or of the Fancy, or of London that he came to a great black simpleton and yet was talk o' the Town afore all was done, or of England that cheered and jeered him, and loved and hated him – oh, and feared him, too … what Tom Molineaux thought of all of that, sir, I can't say. Who knows what's in a black man's head?

   Did I say drink and wenches did for him? Well, that's gospel, sure enough, but when I think back on him I reckon pride did for him, too. I may not have known his mind, but I'll lay all the mint sauce in the Bank to a sow's baby that he had pride in him for a belted earl, born slave and all though he was. You smile, sir? Well, I've said my say, and I tell you, he was a proud man, and paid for it.

   What's that, sir? Was he the best? Ah, well, now it's my turn to smile. I'll put it this ways: Mendoza was no faster, Belcher was no cleverer, and Ikey Bittoon the Jew never hit no harder, to which last I can testify, having had three ribs stove in by him. In fine, sir, Tom Molineaux was as good as ever twanged – but the best? Bless you, there's no such creature, let the wiseacres say what they will. Why, sir? Because somewhere, and the good Lord only knows where, but somewhere, sir, there's always one better. Course there is.

  

 
  

  

  

   

   
    
    LUCIEN-MARIE D'ESTREES DE LA GUISE,

     gentleman of leisure,
Baton Rouge, Louisiana
   

   It is simply untrue, whatever my more sycophantic admirers may say, that I insist on perfection in all things. That they should think so is, perhaps, natural, but that they should say so aloud is unpardonable, since it suggests that I am susceptible to flattery. No, I am fastidious, that is all, but I am well aware that perfection in anything is rarely to be found, even by such an assiduous seeker of the ideal as myself. This being so, I am content merely to insist upon the best – the very best, you understand, be it in personal comfort, wardrobe, feminine company, male conversation (I talk to women, of course, but I have yet to converse with one), horses, weapons, food and drink, amusement, or any other of those necessities and pleasures which gratify the senses of a cultivated man. And since I am noble, insistent, and rich, the best is usually forthcoming. When it is not, I withdraw. I remove, I take myself away, and if that is not possible, I endure, for as brief a time as may be, with good grace and perfect composure. It is not for one who bears the names of Guise and d'Estrees to do less.

   Thus, when my American cousin, Richard Molineaux of Virginia, descends on my Louisiana estate, with the appalling demand that I accompany him to New Orleans to see his slave, “the best dam' fightin' nigra in the South” (his words, not mine) pit himself against another black savage, I decline with aplomb. Cousin Richard is not of the best. Indeed, it is hard to place him at all.

   I say, with the insincere courtesy which kinship requires: “Give me the pleasure of your society here for as long as you wish, dear Richard, and by all means take your primitive to New Orleans to do battle, but do not ask me to be present. To a man of sensibility the spectacle of two gross aborigines mauling each other (to death no doubt) would be painful in the extreme. I wish to oblige you in all things, as you know, but I cannot expose myself to that.”

   “Why, how you talk!” cries he, red-faced, and perspiring in my drawing-room. “Since when you tender o' niggers gittin' hurt, or kilt? I collect you kilt a fair few right here on yore own plantation –”

   “Only under the painful necessity of discipline.”

   “Painful necessity, yore French ass! Yo' glad of an excuse to string 'em up!” cries he. He is of inexpressible coarseness, this Molineaux, being American of the English. It is true that I also am in the narrow legal sense American, but of France, which I need not tell you is a vastly different thing. We remain what we have always been, Frenchmen. The English, having no heritage of civilisation, become American without difficulty.

   “An' 'tain't no necessary discipline that makes you git yo'self a front seat at the whippin'-house whenevah they's a comely yeller wench to be lashed!” bawls he, leering, and stamping his boots without regard for my Louis Seize carpet. “You jes' admires to see 'em a-squealin' an' a-squirmin' – oh, Ah knows you, Lucie! You got real dee-praved tastes, cousin!”

   I invite him to sit, marvelling that my great-aunt should have married the grandfather of such a creature. “The necessary execution, occasionally, of one of my own slaves for disciplinary reasons, is something I deplore, since it is both expensive and inconvenient. The correction of personable young slave wenches at the whipping-house, artistically administered, is an aesthetic experience,” I inform him. “But I do not expect you to appreciate the distinction. Be that as it may, my Richard, the privilege of watching your ‘fighting nigra’ display his disgusting talents is one which I shall be happy to forgo.”

   “Whut you talkin' 'bout? Ah thought you liked boxin'? Least, you

   never tire tellin' 'bout all the great champeens you seen in Englan'.

   Well, Ah got me a champeen, a nigra champeen, so now! An' he can whip any man 'twixt heah an' Texis, ye heah?”

   If I shudder, do you wonder? How to explain to this oafish Richard, disdaining the aperitif I offer him and calling for his detestable “corn”, that to compare his black barbarian to the English masters of la boxe is to compare … what? A plough-horse to an Arab blood, a drab to La Dubarry, a Dahomey idol to a Donatello? How to convey that beside the speed, the science, yes, the beauty of an English prize-fight, the spectacle of his brawling brutes would be the crude beastliness of swine in a sty? An impossible task, so I do not attempt it.

   If it should seem remarkable that I, an aristocrat of Louisiana, should not only know but admire to excess the pugilistic art, I must digress to tell you how this came about. During the late unpleasantness between France and England which ended so deplorably with the unnecessary catastrophe of Mont Saint Jean,
     * I had felt it my duty to unsheath the sword in my true country's service. After all, France is France, a Guise is a Guise, and mere accident of birth on the unfortunate side of the Atlantic cannot alter allegiance, or excuse a gentleman from discharging the obligations which blood and breeding impose. If I hesitated at all, it was at the thought of attaching myself to revolutionary upstarts, but I consoled myself with the reflection that others with lineage hardly inferior to my own had condescended to enlist in the armies which they commanded. In brief, we put the honour of France first, and the likes of Corporal Bonaparte nowhere.

   Very well. Of my service I choose to say only that it ended with my being taken prisoner in '98, thanks to the mismanagement of our Irish expedition by a general who in civil life had been a vendor of rabbit-fur. C'est la revolution. Thereafter I passed some years in captivity in England. No need to speak of that curious country and its inhabitants, save to concede that they know at least how to behave to an enemy nobly born, and, my parole being taken for granted, I found myself a guest rather than a prisoner. And since their polite society is devoted to sport, I became acquainted with, and, I confess, fell under the spell of that great national pastime which they properly call the Noble Art.

   At first, to be sure, the notion of watching the lower orders pummelling each other with their bare fists was repugnant. How could it be otherwise, to one whose training in personal combat had been confined to the epee, the sabre and the pistol, and whose whole being and temperament inclined to all that was refined and elegant, and recoiled from the vulgar and brutal? But it chanced that I had my first view of pugilism when I was conducted by Guards officers to an

   
    exhibition by the magnificent Mendoza, then past his prime but a master still, and was ensnared forever.

   I saw, in the person of that amazing Jewish athlete, the embodiment of graceful motion allied to power, intelligence, and skill, and realised that here was the ultimate expression of the human body in action. Here was the beauty of the ballet wedded to the violence of the battle, the destructive force, unaided by any weapon, of Man the Animal, trained and controlled to complete harmony, terrible and sublime. I came, I saw, I marvelled at craft so complete that it seemed elevated to art.

   This was mere demonstration, of course, sport without danger in which the Hebrew master and his partner displayed the shifts and feints and counters and bewildering nimbleness of foot which are the prime-to-octave of the prize ring. It was intoxication of the soul to behold. Only later, when I saw pugilists engage in deadly earnest, did I realise that it was something more, that here was Truth, the unleashing of man's deepest primordial instinct to destroy, to inflict pain, to wound, and to kill – but with a finesse whose delicacy would become the finest surgeon, and a dispassionate detachment worthy of the classic philosophers. In what other sphere, I ask, can the connoisseur witness and savour at length the slow torture, exquisitely inflicted, of one human creature by another, and experience the thrilling feral joy of the expert tormentor and the helpless protracted suffering and shame of the victim? Let no one deny to the English their share, however modest, of genius, for they have devised the purest form of cruelty, beyond the imaginings of clumsy Inquisitors or the pathetic de Sade, whereby man inflicts punishment, mutilation, agony, and humiliation on his own kind, gradually and deliberately, with the most subtle refinement, and calls it a game.

   I do not box myself. I have aptitude enough for manly sport, and fence, shoot, and ride with more than ordinary address, but while I have indulged myself with dreams in which I possessed the prowess of a Belcher or a Mendoza, practising my art on impotent opponents, I recognise that this is beyond my power. I could not achieve “the best” – and even the best in the prize ring, where the difference between champions is a hair's breadth, must endure their portion of suffering. I do not share the peculiar English satisfaction of experiencing pain while inflicting it. Sufficient for me to enjoy the art and the agony as a spectator.

   To speak of this to my boorish Richard Molineaux would have been to expound Epicurus to a Hottentot. He had no thought beyond his “fightin' nigra” and his forthcoming triumph over another savage, the Black Ghost, the reigning monarch of what passed for prize-fighting in our southern states, a revolting parody of boxing more akin to the ancient pankration, in which the contesting slaves battered, kicked, gouged, tore, bit, and wrestled each other in murderous frenzy, frequently with fatal results. This Black Ghost, I was informed, had killed four opponents and maimed a dozen others, and was accounted invincible by the patrons of this loathsome butchery.

   “Say, but jes' wait till ma Tom sets 'bout him!” exults my gross companion. “Why, that Tom, he the meanest, strongest, fightin'est buck in the country! He goin' chaw up this Black Ghost an' spit him all over the bayous, yessir! Ah tell yuh, Lucie, he licked ev'y fightin' nigra in Virginny, an' he tear the ears an' bollix offa that ole Ghost an' mash his face in like 'twas a rotten melon! He got fists like steel balls, and yuh couldn't fell him with a ten-pound sledge, no suh …”

   And more, and more of the same in praise of his prodigy, until to quiet him I consent to view this behemoth in the slave quarters. I expect, from Richard's description, to see a giant of hideous aspect, with elephantine limbs, ponderous and clumsy, but no, to my astonishment here is a young black buck of middle height, hideous and primitive of feature, indeed, but shapely and well-made enough, as I see when he strips at his master's command. He stands square and stolid as a bullock, without sense. I bid him skip, and he shows agility, but no elan, no spirit, none of that eagerness mercurial that is the sign of the trained boxer. I bid him put up his fists, and he comes on guard like a novice, his hands before his face and his head bowed, as though in fear. I whisper to my Ganymede to strike him suddenly on the face with a cane. He flinches, but his feet do not move. Bon appetit, M'sieu Black Ghost, I say to myself, here is your repast, a mere dull lump of black flesh. But out of regard for Richard I observe only that his teeth are good and his skin smooth, without blemish or scar.

   “Say, nevah no welts on nigras o' mine!” cries Richard. “ 'Fore Ah has 'em trimmed up we spreads a wet canvas on they backs, so the cowhide doan' leave so much's a mark. But Tom doan' need no whip these days, do ye, Tom? No, suh, 'cos he's ma fightin' nigra, so gits the best o' pamperin' an' vittles an' wenches, ain't that so, Tom?”

   “Yes, mass',” mumbles the black dolt, his head bowed.

   “But you doan' git no pleasurin' yet awhiles, haw-haw – not till you done beat that ole Black Ghost into mush an' broke him up so he nevah fight no mo'! Then yuh gits all the pleasurin' you want – an' if you trim him real good, maybe Ah lets you wed wi' li'l Mollybird? How yuh like that, Tom?” And my Richard cuffs him in playful humour, at which Tom shuffles and grins.

   “Like dat right well, mass',” says he.

   This astonishes me. “You permit your slaves to marry, then? My good Richard, why? They will breed as well without benefit of a sacrament which Le Bon Dieu never intended for such creatures. And consider, if you please, that to encourage sentiment of family among them is to sow discontent when they or their brood come to be sold apart, as may well happen.”

   He puts out his great American lip. “Doan' breed nigras for sale. Ma nigras mo' like to family. Why, this boy Tom heah, he Tom Molineaux. He ma nigra, he bear ma name, take pride in bein' a Molineaux. 'Sides, he an' li'l Molly bin sweet on each other since they children, so's fittin' they should wed, now she's full growed.” He cuffs the brute again. “You jes' itchin' for her, Tom, ain't that so? Well, you whup the Black Ghost, an' she's yo's, boy – in a real white dress, an' Ah give her a locket fo' a bride gift! Whut you think o' that, now? Say, Lucie, you like 'em yaller, don't ye! You gotta see her – hey, wheah that Mollybird?”

   Knowing my Richard's taste in African flesh, I look to see some voluptuous she-ape, but am enchanted when Mollybird comes tripping from the women's cabins. She is perhaps fifteen, and of a delicacy to kindle the appetite of the most jaded, pale gold of skin and exquisitely slender, with dainty hands and feet, and great gazelle eyes in the face of a madonna. She approaches modestly, putting her hand into that of the boy Tom, and they smile on each other. And this fragile beauty is to be defiled by that hulking animal! An atrocity not to be contemplated.

   
    “Ain't she the sweetest li'l wench?” crows my vandal cousin. “She virgin, too. Now, Mollybird, make yo' rev'rence to Messoor la Geeze, now!”

   She makes her curtsey, and I see the fear start in her eyes when I beckon her so that I may caress her cheek. It is like silk to my fingers, and when I take a cachou from my comfit-box and place it tenderly between her lips that are like pink petals she trembles in the most delicious fashion. When I stroke her fine long hair and whisper in her ear what a pretty girl she is, and inquire of Richard what is her price, her terror is delightful.

   “Why, Lucie, you ole dawg!” guffaws he. “Didn't Ah say yuh liked 'em yaller? No, no, ma boy, she ain't fo' sale! She promised to Tom heah – why, if he was to lose Mollybird he'd mope an' pine an' likely die on me! That's why I brung her f'm Virginny, to keep her close by him, fo' his comfo't. But not too close, hey, Tom? No honeymoonin' 'til you lambasted that ole Black Ghost!”

   One does not haggle in the presence of slaves, so I say no more and put the delectable child from my mind for the moment. At supper Richard is his gluttonous self, and insufferably boisterous in his cups, pressing me to change my mind and accompany him to the fight next day, and boasting with intolerable noise of the punishment his protege will visit on his opponent. I am courteously adamant in my refusal, which makes him sullen, and as the evening and his intoxication progress, I detect a change in my vainglorious cousin. He frowns, and falls silent from time to time, and scowls on his glass, and bites his nails – a cannibal at the table of de la Guise, but there it is.

   Suddenly he explodes. “You know all 'bout boxin' an' fightin' men! You seen ma boy Tom – he's a prime figure, ain't he? He smash this Black Ghost feller, fo' sure, yuh reckon?”

   I ask him, how am I to judge, who have seen neither fight, and he pours my Beaune down his uncomprehending throat. “That Black Ghost, he one killin' nigra!” he mutters. “They tellin' me he a reg'lar villain, got no mercy, beat the best fightin' nigras on the Gulf! An' Blenkinsop, whut owns him, they say he keep him caged up, in a cage with iron bars, an' shackled to boot! Say he cain't let him loose 'mong other nigras, even, for fear he tear 'em up in his rage! He ain't human, they sayin'!” “My dear Richard, none of them is human. Vocal animals, as the Romans said.”

   His hand shakes as he fills his glass and soaks my table linen. “My boy Tom, he nevah bin beat! Why, he licked Matheson's nigra, that'd beat ten men, beat him senseless in twenny-two minutes, yessir! Matheson's nigra a real champeen, they say! Twenny-two minutes, an' cudn't git up to ma Tom!”

   “Then why such anxiety?”

   He licks his lips and drums his great fingers. “Black Ghost killed Matheson's buck two weeks back. Bust his neck in his two hands like 'twas kindlin'. Fight didn't last three minutes.”

   I assure him that form is not to be judged by such comparisons, and for a moment his fears subside. To revive them, I inquire what odds are being laid on this monster, and the stem of his glass is snapped between his fingers. His mouth works and his voice is hoarse.

   “Five to one on th' Ghost,” says he. “That's whut had me plungin'. Nevuh was sech odds! Ah cudn't resist, Lucie, Ah tell yuh!” His face is glistening as he turns it to me, red and staring. “Ah backed ma Tom to th' hilt!”

   This becomes interesting. I inquire of figures, and he brims another glass and gulps: “Fifty-fi' thousand dollahs!”

   I wonder, not at the prodigious sum, but at the folly of wagering it on an insensate piece of black flesh against a fighter of formidable repute whom, it seems, he has never even seen. I remind him of his confidence, so freely expressed but a moment ago, and he groans.

   “'Spose he lose! 'Spose he cain't whup the Ghost! The bastard kilt four men a'ready! 'Spose he kill ma Tom!”

   “Why, then, my Richard, your enchanting Mollybird will be inconsolable, and you, dear cousin, will have lost an indifferent slave and fifty-five thousand dollars. What then? Your fortune, to say nothing of your acres at Ampleforth, are sufficient to bear such a trifling loss, surely.”

   “Triflin'!” bawls he, starting up. “Triflin'! Damn yuh, Ah ain't got it!” And another priceless piece of Murano workmanship is reduced to shards. “Ah ain't got hardly fifty-fi' thousand cents! Ah's ploughed, don't ye unde'stan', yuh frawg-eatin' fool!” My gratification at this unexpected news is such that I overlook the disgraceful term of abuse. “Yuh think Ah'd wager a fortune Ah ain't got if Ah wasn't desp'rate?” To complete my disgust, he begins to weep, slumped in his chair, this pitiful article of Saxon blubber. “I tell yuh, Ah's owin' all aroun', the bank, an' the Jew lenders, an' Amplefo'th bin plastered to hellangone fo' yeahs, an' that dam' Gwend'line” – his wife, an impossible, gaudy female of ludicrous pretensions and no pedigree – “spendin' like Ah had a private mint – an' Ah's burned to the socket, Lucie! Ah's so far up Tick River Ah cain't be seen, hardly!” He sinks his mutton head in his hands. “Tom's gotta win – he gotta win, or Ah's turned up fo'ever! Oh, Lucie, you ma friend, ma own cousin, whut Ah goin' to do?”

   A delightful spectacle, which I view with satisfaction, noting en passant that whereas most men in drink are given to optimism, my Richard in his maudlin state finds himself visited by spectres apparently forgotten in his sober moments. That his terrors are well-founded I do not doubt: the man is a fool, and a wastrel fool, I know, given to reckless gambling, and extravagance in which his ridiculous Gwendoline, with her absurd notions of position, will have borne more than her share. I am astonished only that in a few years he should have dissipated a splendid fortune and one of the finest estates in Virginia, and wonder if his misfortunes have reduced him to the point where he will apply to me for assistance. But no, even in his abject state he does not forget the obligations of gentility. His nauseous lamentations are a mere confessional, for he is of that contemptible sort who find solace in pouring out their miserable secret fears.

   I see no immediate advantage to myself in his plight, but am moved to alter my resolve not to accompany him to the contest which will certainly prove his ruin. The spectacle of the gross Richard tormented by desperate hope, his grotesque antics as he sees, in the destruction of his vaunted “fightin' nigra” at the hands of the Black Ghost, the utter dissolution of fortune and reputation, his dawning despair as he contemplates the shame and degradation awaiting him, the loss of honour and, it may be, life itself – no, that is an entertainment that I shall assuredly not forgo. Indeed, it will afford me infinite pleasure, and some compensation for his boorish denial to me of that ravishing little octoroon, his pollution of my table appointments, and the affront to my senses of his repulsive company.

   
    My change of heart raises him from the abyss to raptures of gratitude, his pusillanimous nature finding comfort in a mere gesture of support, as though my presence at his debacle should somehow shield him from misfortune. He agrees readily to my suggestion that Mollybird should accompany us, which I assure him must inspire his champion. I do not add that her distress as her hero is thrashed to pulp will be as a sauce piquant to my enjoyment of the occasion.

   The fight is appointed for the following evening, in the garden of one of the larger exclusive brothels of the Vieux Carre, an establishment familiar to me from my youth, when debauchery was an occupation, not an art. All has been arranged to delight the popular taste, with coloured lanterns among the trees to light the raised stage; couches placed for the more favoured patrons with row upon row of chairs behind for the sporting fraternity, and benches for the untouchables; buffets from which wines and delicacies are conveyed to the foremost spectators; an orchestra on the balcony plays the primitive plantation rhythms; black and yellow strumpets in the most garish of costumes flaunt their uncovered bosoms in parade about the stage, or lounge on the couches with the patrons; the bawds, hovering like so many bedizened harpies, despatch their choicest trollops to the richest clients; runners pass among the great crowd giving the latest odds and collecting wagers for the leading gamesters, who are seated at tables before the front rank; and on the stage itself the dancers of the establishment, stalwart young bucks and nubile wenches stimulated by the intolerable din of the musicians, perform measures of the most tedious obscenity to cries of encouragement and advice from the vulgar herd. I am deafened by noise, poisoned by the reek of cigars, offended by recognition from mere acquaintances who presume to greet me as I take my seat on a couch, and disgusted by the raffish abandon of the occasion. I resign myself, bidding Ganymede fan the fumes from about my person, close my ears to the guffawing and cackling of the mob, and am consoled to see that Richard, seated by me, is distraught and of that mottled complexion which in the bucolic passes for pallor, while Mollybird, crouched at his feet, trembles with anxiety. I smile and pat her shoulder, and she shrinks enchantingly.

   Her fiance, our admired Tom, has the appearance of a beast in the abattoir, grey of feature and twitching his limbs as he listens to a small nondescript who wears a brass earring and patters what I assume to be advice and instruction.

   “That Bill Spicer, an English sailor,” Richard informs me. “Knows all 'bout the Fancy, bin givin' Tom prime trainin', teachin' him the guards an' sech.” He says it without confidence, and as I regard M'sieur Spicer, I share his pessimism.

   A positive thunder from the musicians heralds the arrival of the Black Ghost, and, ma foi!, he is a spectacle, that one. He bounds to the stage like a hideous genie from a bottle, the image of that blackamoor who ravishes princesses in the Oriental tale. He is a giant, a full head taller than Tom, stark naked, with great lean limbs and the torso of a Hercules, his whole body scarred with the wounds of his contests and the lashes of his overseers. He is terrific as he stalks the stage, grinning horribly and flaunting himself at the whores, flexing his mighty arms and rolling his eyes about him. His skull, from which one ear has been torn away, is small and shaved clean, so that it resembles a polished cannon ball. He booms “Ho-ho!” like an ogre as he makes his bow to his master, the corpulent Blenkinsop, and squats on his heels above Tom, baring the few yellow teeth remaining in his ghastly jaws, and spitting threats in an awful croaking voice.

   “Po' li'l nigga-boy! Whyn't yuh run back t'yo' mammy? Cuz yuh stay heah, Ah gwine eat yo' ears an' yo' eyes and pull yo' tongue out yo' stoopid nigga haid! Yuh skeered, boy? C'mon up heah, yuh won' be skeered no mo', cuz yuh'll be daid!”

   Blenkinsop's drivers make a great show of driving the brute back with their whips, to the cheers of the multitude, and I note with interest that Tom, who but a moment since seemed in a state of fear, is now at ease, shrugging and skipping a little as he waits his summons to the stage.

   You must understand that these contests are conducted in the very crudest fashion. There is no question of referee or timekeeper or whip-pers-in to marshal the spectators, no weighing of the men beforehand, none of the ceremonial so dear to the true Fancy of the Ring, whereby the contestants are brought together at the mark for instruction and to shake hands, and without which no English mill is permitted to proceed for a moment. Why, there are no rounds or rules or even seconds. It is the pitting of wild beasts in an arena, without procedure, to belabour and maim as they wish until one is insensible or dead. As to the spectators, they are there to see a slave butchered as cruelly as may be, without proper appreciation of how the thing is done. There is no thought of style or grace or skill. The bully from the brothel bawls: “Fight!” and the savages tear each other to pieces.

   Nor is there that moment of calm so striking in the true prize-fight, when the gladiators face each other at the mark. As Tom and the Black Ghost prepare for the assault the howling rises to a tempest, Richard bellows beside me, Mollybird hides her face at his knee, and in that audience of pandemonium only three are tranquil: myself, the stout Blenkinsop who lounges smiling as he sips his punch and fondles the slut on his knee – and the man Spicer, crouched by the stage, his bright eyes on the combatants. I feel, in that moment, an invisible bond with him: in that ignorant mindless mob who see only the monstrous spectral Goliath towering above the insignificant David, are he and I alone in noting the superb proportions of Tom's limbs, shining with health, the lightness with which he balances on his toes, the steady regard with which he watches his enemy? Spicer is softly calling: “Left hand, lad. Let 'im come to ye. Left, an' side-step. Distance, lad, distance.”

   It is good advice, and my opinion of this Spicer increases – but it proves fatal, for Tom, nodding that he hears, turns his head, and in that moment the Black Ghost, who has been mouthing and snarling taunts, leaps silent across the stage and with a lightning stroke of his mighty arm smashes Tom to the boards and is upon him, screaming again as he beats and tears furiously at his opponent. Tom breaks free and staggers afoot, but even as he rises the Ghost drives his knee into his face, and Tom stumbles like a drunkard as the giant belabours him without mercy. It is all he can do to retreat, shielding his head from those dreadful blows, the blood running down his face and chest, until another ponderous swing of that terrible arm hurls him to the boards, to be stamped and trampled underfoot. It is the end, before it has begun, think I, but he seizes the Ghost's ankle, tumbling him down, and grips him in a wrestler's lock. The Ghost howls and raves, but he cannot break the hold, and Tom has a moment to recover while my Richard shouts without meaning, the spectators deafen us with their cheering, the little Spicer's admonitions are lost in the uproar, and the fat Blenkinsop settles himself at more ease, laughing as he nuzzles his whore.

   Now, it is not for me, who have seen Jackson and Mendoza and Belcher, and could describe every blow, every feint, and every parry of those masters, to record in similar particulars the progress of that unworthy gutter combat. In truth, I observe it only in general, my attention being claimed by the conduct of Richard and my yellow beauty, and the assembly at large as they behold the nauseating spectacle. For as it has begun, so it continues. Tom's respite is but temporary, for the Ghost escapes the lock by breaking his right thumb. The spectators shriek for joy as Tom, with one hand useless, stands helpless under the rain of blows visited upon him. Round the stage he is driven by that roaring black demon whose strokes fall on his body with such fearful impact that it seems his ribs and spine must be shattered. Did the Black Ghost but know how to use his fist, like a rapier rather than a hammer, all would be over in a few rallies. But he clubs with his huge arms, delivers savage kicks a la savate, tears Tom's hair from his head, rakes with clawing nails, and rends and bites when they close, with such ferocity that Tom falls repeatedly, and is twice hurled from the stage.

   And the onlookers, then? They bay like dogs, exhorting the Ghost to maim, to kill, to gouge the eyes, to break the bones, to castrate. Men rise, eyes wild and faces engorged, aping with their fists the blows of the victor. Women white and black, their features like the masks of snarling leopards, squeal in ecstasy as the helpless flesh is pounded and the blood flows. My Richard waves his hands and rages blaspheming at his man to stand and fight, to smite the Ghost to perdition, and sinks back on the couch, his mouth trembling as with a seizure, groaning and all but weeping, a delightful picture of despair. The tender Mollybird shrieks and covers her face, but when Tom is hurled from the stage for the second time, and lies a bloody ruin before her, she casts herself upon him in a frenzy of grief.

   “Stand clear, gel,” says Spicer, and stooping sinks his teeth in the lobe of Tom's ear. He revives, but lies helpless as those nearest revile him, calling him a stinking coward nigger, urging him to resume and be slain, to afford them the sport of his torture, and the beaten hulk pulls himself up, with Richard bawling at him, and the man Spicer snapping at his ear: “Left 'and! Left 'and! You ain't dead yet, lad! Stand away an' give 'im Long Tom! Go fer 'is peepers! Left 'and, d'ye hear?”

   Tom hears, for he nods his head, the blood flying from his face, and regains the stage. The Ghost rushes yelling and flailing for the kill, and is brought to a halt as Tom thrusts out his fist at full length. It jars upon that devilish face and gives him pause, then he brushes it aside, beating with his great forearms, and again Tom topples from the stage and lies like one dead.

   Mollybird screams and seizes Richard by the hand, begging him to give in. “Please, Mass' Richud, oh, please, doan' let 'im beat 'im no mo'! Please, mass', he dyin'! Oh, mass', take pity on 'im! He cain't no mo'!” I am touched, but Richard spurns her away, and runs raging at Tom, kicking him brutally in the side.

   “Git up, yuh black bastard! Git up, damn yo' lousy hide! Fight, yuh carrion! Quit on me, will yuh? Git up theah, or by God Ah'll kill yuh!”

   Spicer kneels by Tom's head, and again bites the ear. Again, it revives, but he can only shake his head, horribly slobbered with blood from the gashes on his cheeks.

   “ 'E's done, guv'nor,” says Spicer, and Richard stands, his breath wheezing, speechless as he sees the death of his hopes in the battered carcase at his feet. Above on the stage the Black Ghost gibbers and struts in triumph, flinging up his hands, inviting the applause of the crowd who fling money and flowers and bon-bons to the stage. Blenkinsop approaches, lays a paw on Richard's shoulder, and commiserates.

   “Reckon yo' boy cain't lay ma ghost, Mol'neaux! He used up, seemin'ly. You give him best, Ah reckon.”

   Richard does not hear him. He glares about him, at the gloating faces, at the Black Ghost prancing above, at the smug Blenkinsop who smokes his cigar and toys with his seals, smiling on his cronies. And Richard exceeds my fondest hopes, for in a voice hoarse with fury he stoops above Tom and shouts:

   “You git up an' fight! You fight till you daid, ye heah! Or by the holy Ah give you a death'll last a week! Ah'll have you lashed, real slow, till ev'y drop o' black blood's dreened clear out o' yuh! Yuh heah me, yuh black swine! Git up, I say! Damn yuh! Fight, fight, fight!”

   Mollybird swoons and I bid Ganymede place her on the couch beside me. The sensation of her slim shape within my embracing arm is infinitely pleasing, and as I put my flask to her lips I inhale the fragrance of her hair and feel the smooth skin beneath my fingers. I am of all men the least susceptible, but when her lids flutter and those wondrous eyes are revealed, and again I see the fear in their depths, it is too much. My desire conjures in my mind visions of ecstatic possession. I tremble in my turn as I picture her far from this sordid melee, in elysian surroundings to match her fresh loveliness, young, virginal, helpless, and adorable beyond expression. And I am inspired of a sudden, for as Richard raves, I see again what I have just seen upon the stage, my glance rests on the half-broken body of the man Tom, muttering feebly and shaking his torn head, while Spicer sponges his swollen face … and I pluck Richard by the sleeve, commanding him to be quiet.

   “You wish to win this combat?” I ask. “You wish to save your fortune and your honour?”

   He glares at me uncomprehending, his stupid red face bedewed with sweat, breathing like a bullock.

   “If you do, you will cease these childish vapourings, and attend to me. I can put victory in your hand.”

   He looks from me to the stricken fighter and back again. He shakes his head in bewilderment, and stoops close to me.

   “Whut you sayin'? Damn yuh, Lucie, you hoaxin' me? Whut yuh mean, Ah kin win? How, godammit? That black lummox is beat all to hell – look at him, blast yuh, ain't nuthin' goin' git him up again!”

   “I assure you, my dull cousin, that if you do as I instruct, he will undoubtedly get up again. I believe he will win, but if he should fail, your situation can be no worse than it is at this moment – ruined, bankrupt, dishonoured … my dear Richard, you might as well be dead.”

   “Yo' crazy!” he cries. “Why, yuh lousy French pimp, yo' jes' tormentin' me, out o' spite!” He sobs and tears his hair, and I turn from him in distaste.

   
    “As you please. Farewell, M. Molineaux. Enjoy your degradation. I shall.”

   He appears to be demented. He breaks again into insults, I sit aloof, and then at last he snarls at me:

   “How, damn ye? Tell me! Whut I do, fo' God's sake! Whut yuh want, yuh dam' snake? Lucie, in the name o' Jesus, man, tell me!”

   “You make a trade with me. You present to me, as a gift, this pretty toy for my amusement.” I indicate the girl, who whimpers in most appealing terror. “In return, I show you the secret.”

   “She's yo's!” cries he. “Take the slut! Now, tell me – whut I do?”

   I indicate his fallen champion. “Promise him his freedom.”

   At this there is sensation. They stare, they roar with laughter, Blenkinsop shakes his head and turns away, those out of earshot shout questions, they press forward about us, Richard makes to speak, is dumb, and stands amazed. I watch as the thoughts pass across his crimson face, he beats his temples in hesitation, and then with a curse flings away and kneels by Tom. His words are lost in the uproar. I am content to have Mollybird within my reach. I do not caress her, or draw her to me. I sit at my ease, waiting.

   There is commotion about the stage, and Tom is coming to his feet, with the man Spicer giving support, and I hear Richard's voice raised in a different key of desperation.

   “Free! Free, Ah tell yuh! Good boy, Tom – why, yuh ain't beat at all! Yuh ma fightin' nigra, sho' 'nuff, an' you be a free man, 'pon ma honour! Yuh heah me, gennelman, ma bounden word! Free, Tom, Ah vow!”

   And more of the same, while Tom sways and paws at his bleeding wounds, and I wonder if the enjoyment of my new chattel is to be denied me after all. But I have seen what I have seen, for a brief moment, and Spicer has seen it, too, for he whispers urgently at Tom's ear, clenching his left fist, and Tom shakes his head in sudden resolution, sprinkling those about him with blood. He has had precious moments to renew his strength, and indeed there are those gamesters who cry that he has had too long a respite, and must forfeit the contest. But Blenkinsop laughs and shrugs, and the mob howl that it must be fought a l'outrance. The gamesters think of their gains, and the onlookers of Tom's torment to come, and the majority prevail.

   
    Now I whisper in the ear of Mollybird. “Go to him, child. Inspire him with your love. Let him see the true reward for which he fights – your own self, his bride-to-be. If he wins, he is a free man, and what then? He can purchase your own freedom, and together you can live in sweet liberty. For I, myself, will put at his disposal the necessary funds, a tribute to his valour and loyalty! See, he raises his head, feeling returns to his eyes! His master offers him release – rush to him, ma petite, show him the greater prize within his reach! Animate him, then, renew his valorous ardour! But quickly, quickly – go!”

   Ah, to capture forever the feeling in those glorious eyes! The fear, the amazement, the light of dawning hope, the springing tears of gratitude. She cries: “Oh, mass'!” and seizes my hand, pressing those tender lips upon it. “Oh, bless you, mass'!” My emotion is not to be described as, with a last look of adoration, she leaves me to hasten to her lover's side. Richard is urging him to the stage by main force, Spicer is pouring earnest instruction into his ear, and it is not for a slave-wench to intrude, but she calls to him, he sees her, and as she raises a slender hand I hear her voice shrill above the hubbub: “Free, Tom! Oh, Tom, free! You an' me, Tom! Free!” She is exalted, weeping, heedless of the guffaws and obscene sallies of the onlookers. Tom's vacant brute stare is turned on her, and as I see his bleeding mouth close like a trap and his indescribable features set in a mask of fury, I permit myself a moment of congratulation. If freedom is not sufficient inspiration to his dull mind, I have given him a little more. Perhaps the little that will turn the scale.

   As he sets a foot on the stage, Spicer restrains him, and only in time, for the Black Ghost rushes at him like a steam train, his huge fists whirling like windmills. Spicer holds him still, and the Ghost, screaming with rage, gives back, beckoning him with taunts and curses, while the mob hurl abuse, deriding his cowardice. Spicer releases his hold with a sharp command: “Left, mind – an' break away!” The Ghost leaps to the attack, and out darts the left fist of Tom, full in the ogre's face. Tom retreats, the Ghost lunges, and again the left fist checks his rush – and again, and again, and yet again, and with each blow Tom moves away, while the spectators cry with astonishment at each stroke, the Black Ghost howls in fury and clubs in vain at his retreating antagonist, and the little Spicer clutches the edge of the stage crying: “Circle, circle, keep away! Left 'and, left 'and!”

   The onlookers are beside themselves with amazement and anger. This is not what they wish to see. This marches not at all. What, their champion, in full strength, held at bay? The poor victim, with his broken right hand dangling useless at his side, whom they had looked to see mangled and crippled for their delight, fighting at a distance, immune from the frenzied swings of the conqueror? They scream and curse, urging the Ghost to destroy the upstart, and the Ghost, maddened beyond endurance, rushes in wildly – to be met by that rapier fist, now on his temple, now on his eyes, now on his jaw, but ever checking his advance while his blows fall on empty air.

   And I note, and marvel at, a phenomenon I have not seen since I left England. Obedient to the commands of Spicer, Tom delivers his blows and at once retires, back or to the side as seems best, in ungainly fashion. But as Spicer continues to cry: “Circle, circle!” his gait changes, as though by some instinct in his primitive brain. His heels lift, he moves on his toes, his shuffle becomes a dance, he finds a rhythm, his body sways from side to side. The Ghost must follow, screaming like a thing bereft of reason, rushing and flailing, only to encounter the relentless impact of that unerring fist.

   You may know, or you may not, the potency of the blow that I describe. To the ignorant, it appears feeble enough, a stroke of defence to keep the attacker away. And so it is, but it is more. Not for nothing do the Fancy call it “the pride of British boxing”. Oh, a Mendoza or a Belcher, had such been pitted against Tom that night, would have blocked and countered with ease, but the Black Ghost knows nothing of such arts. He is helpless against it, and learns the lesson that every prize-fighter knows, that the straight left hand, darting home again and again, is a fatal weapon of attack. From the trained man, striking with full power of body and shoulder behind the blow, never losing his balance, it is of stunning effect, sapping the strength of the victim, a stinging snake that robs him not only of vitality of body, but of mind also.

   Tom is a mere novice, but against such a mindless animal his clumsy science suffices. Thanks doubtless to the tuition of Spicer, he has found the equivalent of the secret botte, that mythical thrust of fence which no swordsman can parry. But whence the instinct comes that prompts him to move in a rude semblance of what the Ring calls footwork, the shifting dance of the true pugilist, who can tell? For the many, it is learned by patient instruction and practice. To him I believe it is a gift of God.

   Twice that night it betrays him. Once, slow to retreat, he is caught by a sweeping blow which fells him, but by good fortune the Ghost stumbles also, and Tom escapes. Again, missing with his left fist, he loses balance and is seized by those terrible hands. Let the Ghost but reach his throat, and all is lost, but in his unreasoning blood-lust the monster claws with his nails, and Tom wrenches free, his cheeks ploughed as though by talons.

   And now the pendulum swings. The pounding left fist has done its work. The flesh about the Ghost's right eye is so swollen that it obscures his vision. In vain he twists his head, in vain tries to shield his other eye from that probing torment. Again and again the deadly fist strikes home, and now it is Tom who advances with each blow, and the Ghost who retreats. He cowers and cries out, his arms thrash in aimless fashion, he paws at the bloody mask of his face. But he cannot clear his sight, and there is no second to lance his engorged cheeks. The onlookers exclaim with savage delight – he is blind! Helpless he totters, and the cruel glee of the patrons knows no bounds as they urge Tom to destroy the tortured Cyclops. They bound to their feet, they rave and curse with the aspect of fiends. I see the whore of Blenkinsop, her comely little face distorted to that of a Medusa, her teeth bared and gnashing, her slim fingers rending her fan to shreds. At each blow her body shudders in ecstasy and she screams with laughter. Blenkinsop lounges and lights a fresh cigar, regarding the slaughter of his creature with sullen indifference. Richard is mad with excitement, beating his fists upon his knees as he bellows his triumph. Mollybird crouches beneath the stage, her hands clasped and her eyes closed, a charming study of maidenly devotion.

   Spicer shouts a sharp command, and Tom directs his blows at the Ghost's body. They fall on the breast, the stomach, the groin, the kidneys, and the flanks. The Ghost wails in agony, falling to his knees. He rises, and is struck down again, and yet again. He crawls to the limit of the stage, imploring Blenkinsop, whom he can no longer see, to end his anguish. “Mass' Bob, Mass' Bob, make 'im stop! Cain't see, Mass' Bob! Ah's beat – mercy on me, Mass' Bob! Please, please, mass'!”

   Tom, exhausted by his efforts, sinks to his knees and looks to Spicer. I note with interest the conduct of this English sailor. He frowns, and walks rapidly to Blenkinsop, plucking from his waist the blood-stained rag with which he sponged Tom's wounds. He presents it, but for Blenkinsop it has no meaning. He knows nothing of the pugilist's token of surrender. He calls instead to his drivers, who leap to the stage and lash the fallen Ghost with their whips, goading him to resume the contest. He tries to rise but cannot. He falls on his back, his head lolling over the edge of the stage, his blood coursing to the ground from a face that is a face no longer but a hideous crimson sponge.

   Spicer casts down his cloth in anger, and nods to Tom to continue. Tom cannot rise. I see the great muscle a-flutter in his leg, and know that its use has deserted him for the moment. He pulls himself to the side of the Black Ghost, and gathers his strength for a last terrible blow directed at the upturned chin. Even through the din we hear the fearful crack as the spine is fractured at the neck, and as the Black Ghost's head hangs limp a deafening yell of delight rises from a thousand throats. I bid Ganymede bring the girl Mollybird to my house, and make my way to my carriage. Butchery, however detestable, I can view with a dispassionate eye, but slobbering expressions of gratitude from cousin Richard, before such a Gadarene assembly, are not to be borne.
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    SEÑORA MARGUERITE ROSSIGNOL,

     lady of fashion
and independent means, Havana
   

   Fact is, I don't much care to remember. 'Deed, suh, you'd be astonished jus' how good I can be at dis-rememberin', specially when some 'quisitive stranger comes pokin' his nose in my private affairs, wants to set it all down – for what? So you can lay an info'mation 'gainst me? Pouf! Not these days, mister, not in this town. La Senora Rossignol is re-spectable an' respected, as my good friend the Alcalde can tell you. An' I doubt he'd take kin'ly to any Paul Pry seekin' scandal … to squeeze money out o' prom'nent gennlemen, maybe? That ain't your game? Well, then, I reckon you mus' be one o' those de-generates that get all tickled up havin' a lady tell 'em the intimate de-tails of her past, from her own ruby lips. Brother, have I seen my fill o' that sort! What some men'll pay good dollars for … praise be. Not so, you say? Oh, my apologies. So, mister, jus' what do you want?

   Tom Molineaux? Me'ciful heavens! An' what in cree-ation is he to you, may I ask? A subject of his-toric interest? My, my! Tom got called plenty in his time, but that's a noo one. An' why might you s'pose I know anythin' of his-toric interest 'bout him, or would tell you if I did? Ah-h … you been talkin' to Lucie de la Goddam Guise! Well, I trust you scrubbed real well with carbolic aft'wards. Pouf ! An' you want my side o' the story? Tom's story, you mean? Well, perhaps I don't choose to tell. Why should I?

   Your pardon? You are prepared to make me a gen'rous onner … say it again, if you please … Honorarium? Suh, if that is some noo kind of European perversion, I'd be 'bliged if you'd tell me what it means, in simple American … Payment? For tellin' you 'bout Tom Molineaux? Now, that I cannot believe! See here, my friend, if you have been overhearin' loose talk an' have called 'pon me for some pu'pose you are too bashful to confide straight out … well, I 'ppreciate the flatterin' attention, but madam is not inclined these days, an' if I was, believe me, you couldn't afford it.

   No, suh. I am not in need of capital, as you can see. Yonder coffee service is English sterlin' silver, my gown is pure China silk, f'm Paris, France – well, I thank you for the charmin' compliment – these fine furnishin's an' pictures an' all is bought an' paid for, as is the house; my maid, cook, an' footman ain't owed one red cent in wages, an' there is a drivin' carriage, with canopy, an' two horses in my stable, which you are kin'ly welcome to view – on your way out. Unless you choose to state your real business. Jus' so we und'stand one another.

   My stars! You were not bammin' jus' now? You truly want to know 'bout that Tom? Well, that does beat all! Whatever for? I'd not ha' thought he was o' that much account. No one ever cared for him, hardly …'cept me, an' I knew no better. He made a name in England? Now, you do s'prise me. Oh, prize-fightin' … uh-huh, I guess he was good at that, if little besides. Well, it makes no neverminds what he did in England. He surely did hurt enough in America, him an' that … No, I b'lieve I do not care to remember.

   My recollections are of the first impo'tance to you? Well, now, I can't think why they should be … oh, fo'give me if I smile, only I wonder do you know 'zackly what you are askin'? My recollections? La-la! My good suh, they are not what you are 'ccustomed to read in the ladies' journals. You 'ppreciate that, you say? Well, I 'ppreciate your candour, I mus' say! No, do not apologise. Like I said, we und'stand each other.

   Well, now … I may not care to remember – but I do. 'Tis not the kind of thing a woman forgets, try how she may. Still, 'twill do no harm to tell now, I guess. I got over that mis'ry a long time ago, even if it did break my heart in pieces at the time … I had a heart in those days. So long ago … at Amplefo'th … when I was young in the sunshine … Oh, damn him! An' damn that worm de la Guise! You wouldn't b'lieve I could still feel the pain! Well, I don't –'til some 'quisitive body plagues me to think on it!

   I beg your pardon, suh. I fo'get myself. Quite in'scusable, what must you think? You have called 'pon me to make an inquiry, in genteel style, an' my outbu'st was most unbecomin'. Would you have the kindness to pour me a glass of sherry f'm the cellarette yonder – an' kindly help yourself to refreshment. There is French brandy, an' aquavit', an' such. Jus' the smallest trifle … I thank you. Now, let me collect my thoughts.

   H'm, my recollections. Well, you shall have 'em plain, an' if they offend your delicate feelin's … why, you shouldn't ha' come.

   First thing, Tom Molineaux was a born fool. Strong in the arm, weak in the head, denser'n Mississippi mud. Even when I was little, I could see he had no mo' sense'n an ox. He was willin' an' kin'ly enough, an' I guess I took to him 'cos he took to me. Used to follow me 'round like a great hound puppy, f'm as early as I can remember. He was older'n me, but we used to play together, an' I had to show him how, at our games an' ev'ythin'. The older slave-childer used to make game of him, 'til he got bigger – an' then the boys took no more liberties with him, you bet, for he was prodigious strong an' could whip 'em three, four at a time. Yes, suh, he was one big likely nigger buck, an' ripe as a stud bull! Oh, my, I trust you will pardon the 'spression. Recollectin', I fall back into the common way o' speech. But that is what he was.

   'Twas natural the gals all set their caps at him, an' he was fool enough to pay 'em heed, an' had his way with all o' them, but it was me he cared for always. “You my own true love, li'l Mollybird,” he used to say. “True love!”, I declare! Where he learned such words, I cannot 'magine. But he meant it, so far's he had sense to mean anythin', an' I b'lieved him.

   One reason why he admired me to worship was I looked so different from the other wenches. They were common nigras, but I was what they called high yaller – yellow, you know, on 'ccount o' my white blood, an' fine-boned an' dainty. Ah, I was the sweetest, neatest little gold fairy you ever did see – well, I am not 'zackly plain in my prime, would you say, so you can imagine. The master's daddy, old Molineaux, used to call me Princess, never Mollybird, which is a real low plantation-wench name, if you like. Not my style at all, which is why I am Marguerite Rossignol, in case you wonderin'. Molly Nightingale, in French – Molly Bird.

   So the older an' prettier I grew, the more Tom mooned after me, an' I dare say I used him somethin' shameful, as gals will. He was so in awe of me, an' the white people made me such a pet, he never dreamed to treat me like the nigra wenches. Once, when I's 'bout twelve, an' he was maybe sixteen, I teased him on to kiss me, an' like the born fool he was, he bragged 'bout it, and when old Molineaux heard, he was in such a takin' he had Tom triced up an' lashed 'til he couldn't walk. They told me I was never to even talk to him after, an' kept me in the big house in a chamber of my own, with a bed an' coverlet. Oh, I thought 'twas heaven! That was how precious I was.

   Can you 'magine, it devoted Tom to me more than ever? An' I cannot think why, now, but I do believe it was bein' kept away f'm him that caused me to fall in love with him. I would see him starin' at my window nights, an' lookin' so melancholy, an' ev'yone knew he hadn't made so much as a whimper when they whipped him. I yearned for him then, as only a young girl can, ugly as sin tho' he was. Well, the other bucks were no better, or near so strong an' fine-bodied as Tom, an' what other men had I seen? It seems foolish now, but for three years I was in love with Tom Molineaux.

   You think that hard to b'lieve? You see me here, the elegant lady of colour in her stylish salon, with her Paris gown an' fine complexion an' delicate airs, an' conversin' in that husky way the gennlemen so adore, ole-plantation-an'-la-m'dear – you s'pose I was this smart an' wo'ldly when I was fifteen? Pouf! I had no mo' sense'n a chicken. I was a simple little wench, an' Tom Molineaux was big an' strong an' kin'ly and gentle to me as if I was a ewe lamb. An' I loved him, strange an' all as it seems now. I have had some 'sperience o' the world since, and of men, an' I am no longer simple, but I am here to tell you that when a strong, brave man is fit to be tied for love of you, he is powerful hard to resist … when you are fifteen.

   Would you be so kind as to make a long arm for that brandy on the cellarette? I have a fancy to somethin' mo' strengthenin' than sherry … deeply 'bliged.

   Where was I? Ah, yes, it was when old Molineaux died that Master Richard made Tom a “fightin' nigra” an' began to match him 'gainst the bucks f'm other estates. I know nothin' of such things, but all the talk was that Tom was the meanest fellow with his fists in the whole Dominion, an' I was mighty proud of him, tho' I never saw him fight until … that night in Awlins. I didn't know what nigger-fightin' was, hardly, but I was glad for Tom, an' Master Richard makin' much of him, pettin' him an' givin' him fancy clothes an' sayin' he would be the mos' famous slave in the Southland.

   Mos' nigras would ha' put on airs 'bove theirselves to be so tret by their masters, but not Tom. Truth to tell, he didn't have the gumption to get above hisself; he was jus' quiet, dull Tom as ever, an' I was the only thing could bring a light to his eye an' a smile to that big, ugly nigra face. Young Master Richard saw how 'twas with us, and gave Tom the freedom o' my company – an' only my company. “You want to pleasure yo'self, they's wenches a-plenty in the cabins,” says Master Richard. “Mollybird she pure, an' stay that way. Maybe one o' these days, I let you have her, when yo' champeen nigra fighter of America. How you like that, Mollybird? You like this big go-alonger for yo' man?”

   He would laugh as he said it, and cuff Tom's woolly head, and Tom would grin an' shuffle an' look on me like I was the Queen o' Sheba. I was grown enough to toss my head and look sidelong an' say nothin', like the white misses on their verandas, tho' I hardly knew what Master Richard meant 'bout Tom havin' me, or bein' my man. Oh, I knew what he an' the other bucks did with the wenches in the cabins, but I was the li'l Princess an' far above the doin's of the common slaves. My love fo' Tom was different; I yearned to have him with me, 'cos he was big an' brave an' would never let harm come to me, and if you'd asked me what I meant by lovin' him, I couldn't ha' said more'n that. I was innocent an' foolish an' fifteen, an' thought in fairytales. Nowadays I lay no claim to innocence or gi'lish folly, am three times as old, an' the only fairytales I read come in yellow covers … but I still can explain no better what I felt for Tom, then. Maybe it was true love, like he said.

   Heigh-ho … yes, I think jus' a wee touch more brandy would be acceptable, when I come to think back on that night in Awlins. Master Richard had brought this little sailor-man to Amplefo'th, to brisk Tom up for 'nother fight, 'gainst a nigra called the Black Ghost. Ev'yone allowed it would be Tom's sternest trial yet, an' the sailor-man goaded him on to run an' leap over rails an' split kindlin', with Master Richard fussin' an' runnin' after them, an' the sailor-man cryin': “It's his legs, guv'nor! Got to make them legs like mainmasts!” I remember he said that, over an' over, in that cracky English voice. I didn't know what a mainmast was, or what jumpin' an' splittin' wood had to do with prize-fightin'. I jus' found it all mighty amusin', but Tom didn't care for it. The sailor-man made him a big sack o' corn-husks an' bark, an' Tom had to whale at it with his fists, an' he liked that well. Master Richard had me down to the yard to watch him beat the sack, an' when Tom flagged, Master would point to me an' whisper in his ear, an' Tom would lay into the sack till it bu'st wide open. Lord, what a lovin' fool he was! An' I would clap an' cheer him on, an' feel the butterflies inside me as I looked on those splendid limbs a-gleam in the sunlight.

   Yes, suh, indeed. You are f'miliar, I don' doubt, with those Greek an' Roman statues which are thought to show the ab-solute p'fection of the male form? I have viewed them, too, as well as – you may set this down – a great many livin' examples also, an' I am here to tell you that Tom Molineaux's was the most beautiful human body I have ever seen. M'm-h'm! Oh, his features were homely, like I said – fact, I can't recall many uglier – but that frame o' his was fit to melt a gal's legs f'm under. Talk 'bout heroic! Bein' young an' simple at the time, I did not rec'nise the feelin' I was feelin' then, tho' I can put a name to it now … but I shan't. Jus' say that if I'd been Queen Cle-o-patra an' seen him up fo' auction, the other bidders would ha' gone home dis'pointed.

   It was that time Master Richard hinted 'bout Tom an' me bein' wed. Maybe he meant it, I can't tell. Mos' folks would say the reason he an' old Molineaux had been at such pains to keep a beautiful high-yaller gal virgin, was so they could get a real fancy price fo' her when she bloomed, 'round sixteen–seventeen, but I don' know 'bout that. They looked down their V'ginia noses at nigra-traders, so I can't be sure what they intended by me. All I know is what Master Richard said, an' I was the happiest l'il chucklehead in the state.

   An' then the snake came wrigglin' in. M'sieur Lucie d'Estrees de la Goddam Guise, with his silk coat an' gold-topped cane an' eye-glass, fingerin' his dandy moustache an' scented like a female. He was Master Richard's cousin, an' we stopped at his fine house out by Pontchartrain the day before Tom's fight in Awlins. I was called to be shown off to him, an' had to hide my laughter, for I had ne'er seen such a picture of a popinjay, so bedecked an' ruffled an' languid fit to die. He looked old to me, so I guess he was forty, maybe, an' when he called me close to pet me I was still strugglin' not to laugh right out.

   Then I saw his eyes, an' my laughter died inside me. They were sleepy and chill, an' as they looked me over, with that mean smile on his pretty little mouth, I fell a-tremble with fear, an' felt shamed and unclean somehow, to be so regarded. He stroked my cheek with his soft fingers all scented with rings on 'em, an' it was as though a slimy critter was leavin' its track on my skin. When he said, in that lispin' voice, how pretty I was, an' slipped a candy in my mouth, I near gagged it out, an' when he asked Master Richard what my price was, an' Master Richard said I wasn't for sale, I near swooned with relief. I could think of nothin' more horrible than to be owned by that mincin' exquisite with his gentle voice an' clammy touch and evil eyes. I didn't know why he was wicked, or why his gaze defiled me; I just knew he was vile in ways I couldn't understand.

   You don't need me, thank God, to describe Tom's fight with the Black Ghost, an' I would not if I could. To me, a child, it was a first glimpse into Hell, with a chorus of yellin' fiends transpo'ted in cruel delight as they watched my love bein' tortured an' mangled by that monster. I stopped my ears an' eyes, an' thought I must go mad, an' when I saw his poor body broke an' dyin' (as I thought) on the ground, I threw myself on him wishin' only that I might die with him. Worst of all was to hear his own master, who I s'posed loved an' cared for him, threaten to have him killed by inches, an' to see Tom, all bloodied an' beaten, drag himself up again to be sacrificed.

   Then the serpent de la Guise came whisperin' at my ear, lispin' of freedom for Tom an' me, an' how I might put spirit in him. Between my crazy grief an' wild hope I did as he bid me, with no thought of my fear an' loathin' of him. An' Tom won, I can't say how, for I could not bear to see it. Then I knew such joy – for he was free an' would make me free also. I would have blessed de la Guise an' kissed his foot in gratitude, but he went quickly away.

   Ganymede, who was de la Guise's yellow valet, put me in a carriage with Tom, to take us back to de la Guise's house, for Master Richard was in such an ecstasy at his vict'ry that he must stay behind to celebrate, I s'pose, with his cronies an' such. I didn't care; I was with Tom, weepin' for happiness as I kissed his awful wounds an' comforted him, tellin' him of de la Guise's promise, an' how we would be free together – I, who hardly knew what freedom meant. Even Tom, dull Tom, knew more of it than I, for he put his great strong arm, with its cruelly broken hand, 'bout me, an' kept sayin' over an' over: “Free! Free! Free! Oh, li'l Mollybird, you my own woman now! My li'l princess, my true love!”

   Yes, if there has been a moment in my life to call blessed, it was then, in that carriage rumblin' home to Pontchartrain, an' freedom.

   They took Tom to the slave quarters to tend to his hurts, an' Ganymede gave me in charge of a tall mulatto woman who I guess was chatelaine. She turned me this way an' that, sniffed at my cotton dress an' old shoes as unfittin', and asked real cold when I'd bathed last. 'Twas only then, I think, that it came home to me that I was de la Guise's slave now, an' I shivered to think on't, 'til I remembered how kind he'd been at that awful fight. I was more scared of the mulatto woman's sour face an' bony hands, an' the big bunch of keys she carried like a jailer.

   She gave me over to two black maids in dimitty dresses an' caps, such as I'd never seen, an' they took me upstairs to a room with a big bath on a tiled floor, an' washed me all over with scented suds. I felt like a princess then, an' thought I must be dreamin', in that wondrous house with its great hall an' sweepin' staircase an' lovely pain-tin's an' carpets an' marble columns such as I'd never 'magined. Why, I'd never seen a bathroom before, let alone thought to use one. Amplefo'th had seemed a palace, but it was a shack to this place, with all its luxur'ous appointments an' gilt furniture. It made me feel small an' frightened, 'til I remembered Tom was free, an' de la Guise would let him make me free, too.

   After the maids had dried me I asked for my clothes, an' they snickered into their aprons an' said there was a fire in the room where I was to be taken.

   “You ain't goin' need no clo'es tonight awhile, li'l honey gal,” says one. “Nor no night-rail, neether.”

   “But don' fret yo'self,” says t'other maid. “You'll get plenny silk dresses by'n'by, an' ribbons an' fal-lals, sho' 'nuff !”

   
    When I saw the bed-chamber I was left speechless, it was so grand an' tasteful, in the loveliest soft colours, peach an' pink an' ivory, with a mighty four-post bed hung in silks, and mirrors ev'ywhere, so that I was put out to see myself bare wherever I looked, an' pulled the sheet from the bed 'round me. The mulatto woman came in, an' slapped me for makin' free with the sheet, an' bid the maids put it back. Now I was real scared, an' like to cry when she pulled me by the arm to a little window in the wall.

   “Stand there,” says she, an' slapped me again. “Keep yo' eyes open an' yo' mouth shet, or 'twill be the wuss for you, ye heah?”

   I shook like a willow, for fear an' 'mazement as I looked through the window into another room that was set much lower in the house so that I was lookin' down into it, an' the folks in it were 'way beneath me. There was de la Guise layin' at his ease in a silk dressin'-gown on a chaise longue, smokin' his cigar, but what robbed me o' breath was the two white ladies on a couch nearby. One was yellow-haired an' t'other red, an' they were painted an' patched to admiration. I had never seen anythin' in the world so grand an' beautiful an' stylish. I thought they mus' be real princesses, or queens even, an' couldn't think why they didn't wear hardly any clothes at all. I'd never seen white ladies near naked before, an' was wonder-struck to see 'em so pretty an' soft 'neath their clothes.

   The room itself was sumptuous, with walls lined with gold satin, an' furniture looked soft enough to sink into. There were paintin's on the walls of more lovely white ladies, an' near the fireplace smaller pictures of white men half-naked, standin' in poses with their hands raised as I'd seen Tom stand when the sailor-man had been 'structin' him. There was the sweetest smell of perfume, and I remember thinkin' (God help me!) that Heaven must look somethin' like that room, an' angels like those painted ladies.

   Then a door opened down there, an' my heart leaped, for it was Tom, with that Ganymede. They had washed him clean of blood, an' though there was a plaster on his cheek an' on his brow that was swollen, an' his right hand was bandaged, it was a joy to see him walk steady an' like his old self. He was taken all aback to see the ladies there, an' I could have blushed to see them sit up smilin' on the couch, showin' off their bosoms before a coloured man, so bold. Tom stood confused an' put down his head, but I could see him givin' them a shot of his eye sidelong. De la Guise rose, very languid, an' looked at him, an' poor Tom stood mum, but couldn't keep from watchin' the white ladies.

   “Well, Tom Molineaux,” says de la Guise, “so you are a free man now. And right nobly you have earned your freedom. Who taught you this, eh?”

   An' he let drive his left hand an' hit Tom smack on the mouth, an' laughed. Tom made a mumble, an' de la Guise said he had been well 'structed, but had much to learn.

   “How will you live now that you are free?” asks he. “Will you be a prize-fighter?”

   “Yes, mass',” mutters Tom. I could hardly hear him.

   “But here you may fight only black men like yourself,” says de la Guise. “Crude animals like the one you killed tonight.” 'Twas the first I'd heard of the Black Ghost bein' killed, an' I gave a little cry. The mulatto woman twisted my hair an' hissed at me like a cat to quiet me. “If you aspire to be a true boxer, you must fight white men, and you can do that only in England, which is the home of the Noble Art.” I doubt Tom had heard of England, for he was dumb.

   Then de la Guise showed him the little pictures on the wall, sayin' that these were the great English champions. He called off their names, but I don't recall them, except one that stayed in my mind because it didn't sound English, but now bein' f'miliar with Spanish names, I b'lieve it was one such.

   “Why, that man is half your size and weight,” cries de la Guise. “But he could cut you to pieces in moments!” Tom looked at the picture an' growled somethin' I couldn't hear, an' de la Guise laughed an' claps his shoulder.

   “Wait until you face such a man, you'll learn different. But do you know, Tom, whenever that man fights he makes one thousand dollars? Sometimes two thousand, five thousand, even. Why, in England they think more of him than of their King! You know what a king is, Tom?”

   “Like in stories mammy tells,” grunts Tom.

   “Exactly so! Tom, you could fight like that man. You are strong and brave and supple. But you could learn only in England. Would you care to go to England, Tom?”

   
    I could tell, from the jeerin' way he said it, an' the smile on those plump lips, that he was makin' game of him.

   “If mass' say,” mumbles Tom, an' de la Guise laughed, mockin'.

   “No, no, Tom, if you say! Why, you are free, and your own master. Would you like to live high, and do as you pleased, ride in a carriage, wear fine clothes, like this robe of mine – feel, Tom, how smooth it is.” Tom touched the robe like it was red hot, an' de la Guise spoke soft. “You could have white ladies, Tom, like these.” He fluttered a hand, an' the two ladies got up an' walked over ever so lazy-like. One stood before Tom, smilin' an' poutin', an' t'other came beside him an' put a hand on his shoulder, an' they fairly did languish at him. I could not believe my eyes, white ladies with a coloured man.

   “Do you like them, Tom?” says de la Guise. “I believe they like you very much. Eh, my dears?”

   The ladies began to pet Tom an' caress him, an' the yellow-haired one was strokin' his arm, exclaimin' how strong he was, an' the other kissed his mouth an' clung to him. I was sick to my stomach to see white ladies so demean themselves, but de la Guise laughed and said he must not fear them, for they admired him and yearned to give him pleasure. Tom began to shake an' stare like a wild thing, an' then they left plaguin' him an' de la Guise asked him again if he liked white ladies. Tom stood dumb, gaspin' and all a-tremble, an' de la Guise struck him in the face to make him answer.

   “Reckon so, mass',” says Tom, shakin' fit to die.

   “Better than your little Mollybird?” asks de la Guise, an' my heart went cold as he glanced up at my window. Then he nodded to the ladies, an' they came close to Tom again, pesterin' an' cooin' like doves.

   “Surely not?” says de la Guise. “She is waiting for you, Tom, in this house. Come with me now, and you may take her away, free, the two of you. I promised her you should have the money for her purchase.” Oh, that soft, lispin' voice might have belonged to the fiend that tempted Jesus. “Or, if you please, you may stay here awhile with the white ladies. Choose, Tom. Which shall it be? One or the other. Sweet little Mollybird, or these loving white ladies?”

   The mulatto woman had my hair in her grip, an' a bony hand 'cross my mouth to stifle my cry. 'Twas like a nightmare as I heard de la Guise repeat that vile, evil offer, an' through my tears I could only watch helpless as Tom, the poor mindless fool, went where his blind lust took him, an' let those white harlots embrace him an' draw him down unresistin' on their couch.

   Must I tell you what I suffered in that moment? I think not. To say my heart broke – what does it mean? Yet 'tis all there is to say. Mollybird began to die in that moment, Mollybird the simple, trustin' little yellow gal. She's been dead many, many years now, her an' her broken heart, an' Senora Marguerite Rossignol, who has no heart, can say: what use to blame Tom Molineaux for bein' what he was? You'd as well blame a baby for crawlin' to a shiny toy. 'Twas no real choice that temptin' toad offered him, 'cos like a baby he didn't have a mind to choose with. Only a body.

   I remember crouchin' by the bed, with the fire so hot to one side o' me, an' all cold on t'other, an' then de la Guise was in the room, speakin' to the mulatto woman.

   “She saw and heard? Everything? Oh, excellent!” He went across to the little window, an' stood lookin' down, an' gave a little yelp of laughter. Then he turned to the mulatto. “Presently, have Ganymede pay those two, and put that animal into the street. Now go. I am not to be disturbed.”

   He came an' stood over me, still smilin' with those hateful snake's eyes, an' nibblin' at his lip. I was too numb with mis'ry to think even, let alone wonder that any man could be so cruel as make me see what I had seen.

   “Poor little golden nymph,” says he in that jeerin' lispin' voice. “So exquisite. So forlorn. Beauty, abandoned by the Beast. What would you? A brute has the appetites of a brute. But can she guess, I wonder, how great a favour the Beast has done to Beauty? What would freedom have brought her, with such a creature? What would her fate have been, eh?”

   He bid me rise, an' I was too broke in despair to disobey, or even to shrink when he began to stroke my lips an' cheek with those soft slug fingers. Then he bid me walk 'cross to the door, an' back again, watchin' me with that gloatin' smile. “Perfection,” says he, sighin', an' took my hands an' kissed them, an' at that I began to cry an' shake with fear at last, an' begged him to let me be, an' he began to laugh.

   That, I think, is as much as I care to remember for you. No more is necessary, for I have told you all that I know of Tom Molineaux. The transfo'mation of Mollybird into Senora Rossignol, by that scented vermin de la Guise an' others, I am happy to leave to your 'magination. He was right, of course. I should be grateful to Tom. If he'd been true to Mollybird, there'd ha' been no elegant coloured lady, with her fine house an' servants an' carriage an' all, inquirin' of a gennleman visitor if he would care to partake of a service of aft'noon tea an' pastries … If you'd be so kind as to draw the bell-rope yonder … ?

  

 
  

  

  

   

   
    
    CAPTAIN BUCKLEY (“MAD BUCK”)
FLASHMAN,

     late of the 23rd Light Dragoons
   

   Black? What black? Ah, Molineaux, the fellow who gave Cribb pepper and a half … that black. Should think I do remember him. Made a rare packet of rhino out o' the brute, cost old Crocky and Jew King a fortune, wept all the road to Jerusalem, ha-ha! Aye, a sound investment, Black Tom, knew it the moment I clapped eyes on him, at the old Nag and Fish – the Horse and Dolphin,
     * you must know it, in St Martin's Street as you come off Leicester Square … no? Gone now, I dare say, but 'twas there I launched Tom on the road to Fistic Fame, as Egan would say, for 'twas my word that swayed Richmond, no doubt o' that. It was his ken in those days, where the sporting set was used to play cricket in the back field … oh, Alvanley, Sefton, poor old Berkeley Craven (blew his brains out over the '36 Derby, affected ass), Mellish, Webster, God knows who. I played a single-wicket match there once against Byron, the late poet. Odd fish, bit his nails, wore curl papers in bed to give his manly locks the romantic twist, got in a fearful wax 'cos I called him Sleeping Beauty … not a bad bowler, mind; not in Brummell's parish, but too good for me. No, boxing was my game – and milord Byron wasn't up to my snuff there, I can tell you, gamecock though he was. Small wonder. Why, I was the best amateur miller of the day, bar Barclay Allardice. I floored Cribb … once. Shan't tell you what he did to me …

   Did I know Molineaux? Good God, man, I told you I remember him, but one don't know that sort of specimen. Nigger pugs, what next? Anyway, what the devil is he to you, whoever you are? Who let you in here, for that matter? You ain't a patient, are you? Or one o' those damned mealy brain-scrubbers? No … you don't have the

   
    style to be barmy, and not sly enough for a pill-slinger … damn them all …

   Ah, the Superintendent let you in, did he? And said you might talk to me? Burn his blasted impudence, never asked my leave – who the dooce does he think he is, my keeper? Aye … that's precisely what he does think, rot him. Well, let me tell you, sir, that my apartments are not to let, like most of 'em. I am one of a select band of gentlemen resident in this charming rural establishment because we have lost the battle with delirium tremens – temporarily, I hasten to add – and are in need of a breather between rounds, so to speak. We are here of our own free will, at exorbitant rates, have the freedom of the grounds, do not consort with the loonies, and … I say, you don't happen to have a drop of anything with you, I suppose? Flask, bottle, demijohn, something of the sort?

   Ah, pity. We might have spent a convivial hour discussing thingummy … Molineaux, did you say? Interesting aborigine, that … don't suppose there's a man in England could tell you more of his doings, in and out o' the green fairy circle, than I … oh, the old pugs, to be sure, but their wits are addled, and fellows like Egan and Hazlitt would just rap a deal of romantic nonsense. They don't know the story of Barclay's gloves, or Joe Ward and the bullets, or how that ass Sefton came within an ace of challenging Prinny to a duel – yes, over Molineaux, I do assure you – or the indiscretions of Lady … ah, but we shan't mention names, what would they say at Almack's?

   Yes, we could have had a jolly prose together … but I cannot abide dry discourse, what? So, good day to you … don't roll your eyes or laugh too loud on the way out or they'll clap you in the comic box before you can say “Bender!” Adieu, adieu …

   What's that? You could call again after luncheon … with a spot o' lush, no doubt. My dear fellow, what a capital notion. Put 'em in separate pockets so that they don't clink … the attendants here have ears like dago guerrillas, 'tis like being in the blasted Steel … Better still, tell you what – see down yonder, past the trees, there's a gap in the fence that our turnkeys haven't twigged yet, much frequented by the local mollishers – personable young females of loose conduct, sir, who disport themselves with us wealthier inmates, for a consideration. Gad, the state of the country! I shall be there at two, you can run the cargo in safety, and we shall not be espied or earwigged …

   Damn you, did I say two o'clock or did I not? Already? Gad, how time flies. Well, thank God you weren't beforehand … You'd best be off, m'dear – here's a guinea for you. Tomorrow at six, mind … There she trips, my village Titania … sweet seventeen and goes like a widow of fifty. Don't look askance at me, sir, if you were in this bloody bastille you'd be glad of a tickletail yourself. Now, have you brought … oh, famous! Sir, you are a pippen of the first flight! Brandy, bigod, that'll answer. Fix bayonets and form square, belly, the Philistines are upon thee … Ah-h-h! Aye, that's the neat article. Sir, your good health …

   Now, tell me, how did you get my direction in the first place? My son? 'Pon my soul, that was uncommon condescending of him; he don't use to oblige strangers, unless … didn't lend him money, did you? You married? Ah, you have a sister … oh, charming fellow, absolutely, quite the military lion, too. Taking her to see the hippopotamus, is he … and then to Astley's? I see … oh, couldn't be in better hands. No need for you to race back to Town …

   Well, now, since we have time before us, I tell you what – ne'er mind questions, I'll recollect, and you can take notes. Capital … Now, you're too young, I take it, to remember London in the old days – in the French war, I mean, before the Regency? Just so. Well, if you're to understand about Molineaux, and how he came to make such an almighty stir, and so forth, I must set you right about that time. 'Twas as different from today as junk from Offley's beef. Free and easy and jolly, no one giving a dam, churches half-empty and hells packed full, fashion and frolic the occupations, and sport the religion. Boney might be master of the Continent, and Wellington hanging on by his eyelids in Spain, but they were the deuce of a long way from Hyde Park and the night cellars; the many-headed might be on short commons and the government in Queer Street, but when were they not, eh? A few sobersides fretted about morality and revolution, but since most o' the country was three-parts drunk, nobody minded them. The Town was on the spree, and we were “on the Town”.

   Hard to swallow, eh, for your serious generation, taking your lead from our sedate young Queen, God bless her, and her pump-faced German noodle – ah, there's the difference, in a nutshell! You have the muff Albert, God help you, pious, worthy, dull as a wet Sabbath and dressed like a dead Quaker; we had fat Prinny, boozy and cheery and chasing skirt, in the pink of fashion as cut by Scott and approved by Brummell. That's the difference thirty years has made. Your statesmen don't gamble or fight duels; there ain't one trace-kicker among your Society women; royalty don't fornicate or have turn-ups at coronations nowadays; and what noble lord trains a prize pug or flees to France with the duns in full cry? Where are your dandy Corinthian out-and-outers, dazzling the ton, sparring with the Black Beetles or charging Kellerman's cavalry, breaking their necks over hedges, and all for the fun of it? Or your peep-o'-day Quality beauties, with their night-long parties, but fresh as daisies in Hyde Park by day? Or your high-flight Cyprians, rising by wit and beauty from nowhere to enchant the bucks and set the scandalised tea-cups rattling from Apsley House to Great Swallow Street?

   No, they wouldn't suit in this stale age, for they were a different breed, male and female. I don't see the like today of Moll Douglas or Caro Lamb, or Jane Harley – Lady Oxford to you, who had so many brats by assorted sires they called 'em the Harleian Miscellany – or dear Hetty Stanhope, even, who decamped to be a Turkish sultana, as I recall. Women had style, then, as well as beauty. And men today are so damned sane and proper, not like Camelford, who went to France in disguise to try to murder Napoleon, or Jack Lade who married a highwayman's wench, or my chum Harry Mellish who locked Clarence in the roundhouse and once lost forty thousand pounds on the roll of a single dice, or the three Barrymores – Hellgate, Cripplegate, and Newgate, so Prinny called 'em, and their noble sister was Billingsgate, on account of her fishwife tongue. Aye, it was a different age, gone now – and good riddance, you may think. But if it was wild and reckless, it was alive, with spirits that England couldn't accommodate today. It was ready for any kind of lark and freak, and to hail the likes of Tom Molineaux as a nine-day wonder.

   He wouldn't be that nowadays, I can tell you. Not to the modern taste, any more than the bucks and beauties of his time would be.

   Why's that, eh? I'll tell you why your age is different, and staid, and settled. It's 'cos you ain't had a good war in years; you han't peered into the abyss and looked death and ruin in the face. We did, with Europe under the Corsican's boot, the French at our gate, and Old England on the lion's lip. You may say now that the crisis was passed by '10 or '11, but we didn't know it. We'd just seen the finest force that Britannia ever sent overseas, forty thousand strong, wrecked at Walcheren, and our battered Peninsulars being driven back to Portugal. The devil with it, we said, we'll beat 'em yet, and whether we do or whether we don't, we'll eat, drink, and be merry, for 'tis all one. That's why England was full of sin and impudence, then.

   No doubt you think our great concerns should ha' been Boney, or the Luddites, or when the King, poor Old Nobbs, would lose the last of his wits (such as he had), and whether Prinny would bring in the Whigs. Those are the matters treated of by bookworms and historians and fellows of that sort, who regard 'em as the burning topics of the day. Not a bit of it.

   What d'ye think was the talk of the Town when I came back from the Peninsula in '09? Aye, I was invalided home after Talavera – that was the excuse, leastways, but the fact was I'd fought four duels in three weeks, and Old Hooky wouldn't stand it: swore I did our own side more harm than Victor. Damned sauce. I'd done the Frogs harm enough, and he knew it.

   Talavera … Gad, that was the day. Who's heard of it now, the Spanish Waterloo, where the Peninsular war trembled in the balance? If we'd lost, Spain was lost, and perhaps the war; Wellesley would never ha' been Wellington, that's certain, and Boney would ha' conquered Russia. Talavera … heat, and dust, and bloody bayonets. Wellington vowed it was the most desperate fight he'd ever seen, with Victor outnumbering us two to one – aye, we proved that one Briton was worth two Frogs, that day. Good men, though, those same Frogs – d'ye know, there was a truce in the midst of the battle, when we and they watered our beasts together in the Portina brook, and exchanged snuff and civilities? Old Villatte, who commanded their cavalry, was there, and offered “King” Allan of the Guards his flask. King sluiced his ivories and shook hands.

   “Thank'ee, mon general,” says King. “Hot day, ain't it? Why don't you go home?”

   
    
    “Apres vous, m'sieur,” grins old Villatte, and everyone burst out laughing, and our rankers and the French moustaches were swapping fills o' their pipes, and we cheered each other back to the lines.

   Then they came at us like tigers, as only Frogs can, with “Old Trousers” thundering along a two-mile front, that huge mass of infantry tearing a great hole in our line. Fraser Mackenzie's Midlanders held on like bulldogs, it was touch and go, and then Victor let drive at our left flank below the Medellin Hill, and I thought we was done for.

   “Now or never!” cries Anson. “Off you go, Ponsonby!” and away we went, 23rd Lights and German Legion, knee to knee against that huge tide of Froggy horse in the valley, with the trumpeters sounding charge. We were going full tilt when the hidden gully opened almost under our hooves, and “Hold on, Flash!” bawls Ponsonby, but my hunter was over it like a swallow, and the rest came jumping or tumbling after, and we went into their Green Chasseurs like a steel fist, sabres whirling and fellows going down like ninepins, such a turn-up as you never saw. There was a French square behind us, and great waves of their cavalry before, two hundred of our 23rd boys went down, but we scattered the Chasseurs, and then their Chevaux Legers and Polish Lancers broke over us like a tide, with those damned whistles in their helmets wailing like banshees. I took a lance in the leg and a cut on the neck – see here – but was holding my own till my poor little grey went down and some blasted Pole put a bullet through my sword-arm.

   Time's up, Flash, thinks I, you won't make scratch this time, for what was left of us was being trampled underfoot, but they took me prisoner, along with a few others, and I was exchanged next day, leaking like a cracked pot. But they hadn't turned our flank, bigod, and our centre held, Froggy drew off with his bellyful, leaving seven thousand dead to our five thousand, Old Hooky ceased to be Wellesley and became Lord Wellington … and that was Talavera.

   You know what came of it … we lived to fight another day, Hooky withdrew to Portugal, foxed Massena with Torres Vedras, and held French armies in Spain that Boney could have used in Russia where he froze to death, France was beat – and all because the Light Brigade crossed that gully, perhaps. I like to think so, at all events; worth being skewered and trampled, what? In the meantime, I came home … now, where the devil was I, before you reminded me of the Peninsula?

   Ah, yes, I was asking what you supposed the buzz was in Town that autumn of '09? The war? The King's madness? The Cabinet? No such thing. The name on every lip wasn't Talavera or Hooky or Boney, but Mary Clarke – and I'll lay a million to a mag you never heard of her, eh? I thought not.

   Ah, Mary! She was the sweetest little nesting-bird, and my first love 'fore I went to Spain – well, one of 'em. Shape of Aphrodite, sassy as a robin, and devoted to the study of cavalry subalterns – when she wasn't accommodating the Duke of York, that is. She was his prize pullet, you see, and we lesser lights (I was a mere cornet of horse then, but she was nuts on me) had to slip in at her back door in Gloucester Place like so many area sneaks. Gad, she was the bang-up Cyprian, though! Ten horses, three cooks, twenty servants, dined off a French duke's plate, and entertained like a bashaw's niece – York gave her a thousand a month, and you may believe 'twasn't enough. So dear Mary set up shop selling Army promotions, slipping the tickets for York to sign when he was too lushy or baked with her fond attentions to notice, I dare say. Oh, a prime racket she had, until some parliamentary pimp blew the gaff.

   There was the devil to pay, York had to resign command of the Army, Mary was called to the Bar of the House and had 'em in fits with her sauce and sharp answers, and to crown all she threatened to publish York's love-letters. I saw some of 'em, and they were hot-house stuff, I can tell you. Cost the old calf's head ten thou' and a pension of four hundred a year to buy 'em back.

   D'ye wonder that Mary Clarke was all the chat from St James's to St Giles? Mere wars and Commons votes weren't in it with her – or with Moll Douglas, the bird of paradise whom Mornington, Hooky's brother, had in tow when he went out as Minister to Spain. That set the tongues wagging at Almack's, for what made it worse was that Mornington's lawful blanket wouldn't divorce him or clear out of Apsley House. She'd been another bareback rider until Mornington married her; French piece, Gabrielle Hyacinthe de Something. Shocking taste in women he had. Whores, the lot o' them.

   What's this to do with Molineaux? Why, to impress upon you what a light-minded crew of sensation-seekers Society was, ripe for any novelty – female, criminal or sporting for choice – and because it pleases me to hold forth at length while sampling this excellent drop o' short. So don't dam' well interrupt. We'll come to the Dusky Miller presently.

   Speaking of sport, there was a mighty stink at Newmarket about that time, when two touts called Bishop and Dan Dawson were bribed to see that certain horses didn't start, so they blew arsenic into the water troughs, poisoned I don't know how many runners. They were grabbed, Bishop peached to save his neck, but it was the Paddington frisk for Danny, and half the turf set went down to Cambridge to see him drop, more than one noble lord, I'm told, heaving a sigh of relief when he died with his mouth shut.

   Not that politics was altogether neglected in the clubs and drawing-rooms. Why, the day I landed there was a disagreement in Cabinet. Foreign secretary, Canning, an intriguing toad, if you ask me, with an eye on Downing Street, blamed the war minister, Castlereagh, for the Walcheren fiasco, and Castlereagh demanded pistols for two on Putney Heath. The pair of cakes missed each other altogether with their first shots, tried again, Castlereagh put a slug in Canning's leg, and Canning shot a button off his lordship's coat. I heard the news from Kangaroo Cooke, York's old aide.

   “Bet you're glad they weren't alongside at Talavera,” says he. “Still, they scored one hit, which is more than Tierney and Pitt could manage – and say this for 'em, it's a dam' stylish way to bring down a government.”

   Wasn't he right, though? Can't see Melbourne or Peel having the game to shoot each other, worse luck.

   So, sir, there you have me, back in Town … and I can see the leery look in your eye as you hear me refer so familiarly to Society, with idle mention of nobility and royalty, and ask yourself, do I speak of what I know, or am I a rasher o' wind retailing second-hand goods? Yes, you do, damn your impudence, I know. You've cast about, I don't doubt, and are aware that the Flashmans are a smoky lot, not halfway up the tree nowadays. My son has the fame of his Afghan laurels, as I had mine in the Peninsula, but they don't last, and once the shine has gone, you're an unregarded relic of a disreputable age.

   
    We ain't Quality, never were. Know what my father was? A slave-trader, making enough from black ivory to be a nabob, bought himself a house in South Audley Street and a place in the shires, sent me to Rugby, stumped up for my colours – but he was still trade, and if I was to cut my way into the charmed circle I must do it with my sabre. God knows I tried, at Rolica and Vimeiro, and scouting along the Douro, hunting glory, and in that charge at Talavera. I was “Mad Buck” when I came home, hero of the hour – aye, and for the hour – pointed out at Horse Guards, worth a hail-fellow from Clarence and a shake of the hand from Prinny, who swore he couldn't ha' done better himself, by George, sir, he couldn't … and wondered if I dare turn my eyes on the beauteous 'Lishy Paget – now she was Quality, and above my touch, but I had the style and the shoulders, and I reckoned the Flashman blunt wouldn't hurt.

   Aye, but if you're a hero – and one who has cut his pigtail, mind – you must ride the rocket while it's ascending, for the stick'll come down at last. I pray God it never does for young Harry; with luck it won't, for he has a way with him, and the kind of fame that'll last a lifetime, even if he don't add to it, which he likely will. He don't know it, but by God I'm proud of him. He won his spurs clean, and he don't have that rum shadow that clung to me over my duelling – can't think why I was such a fire-eater in the Peninsula, but I was, and the hellish fact is that when you've been out a couple o' times you find a taste for it. Harry's a cooler hand altogether – why, the only time he stood up the young madman gave his man a free shot, and then deloped! I was never reckoned a funk, but damned if I'd ever have the pluck for that! Aye, I'm proud – as I shall tell him when … well, if he visits me. When you see him, you might … no, better not. Guv'nor in the blue-devil factory's best at a distance, eh?

   I'll take some more of the red tape, if you please … thank'ee. And you may pour out that bottle of belch, too … To come to the point, when I came home in '09 I was a hero – and nobody. I'd been on the edge of the sporting set as a younker, before I went to Spain – sparred with Cribb, as I told you, took my wet at Stephen's and Limmer's, was reckoned a useful pradster at the Corner (no seat at the Monday dinners, though), lost a careful amount at Crocky's hell in Oxford Street, but was nowhere near Brooks' or Waitier's where the real gamesters played, and far outside the swim of the prime swells, the Four-in-Handers and heads of the Fancy.

   As for the ton, the world of Society, I was nowhere. Too young, too unconnected, too unknown. The nearest I'd ever come to the top flight was to mount York's mistress unbeknownst, La Clarke aforesaid, and God knows I wasn't the only one to do that.

   This won't do, thinks I, and pondered how I might make a “character” in Town, win my way into the clubs and salons, be a figure on the turf and in the Fancy, and, in fine, become a regular out-and-outer, a buck o' the first head, at home in Almack's and the Daffy Club
     * both, winning the lofty approval of the Town tabbies in the Park and pattering the flash in the Holy Land – and a mean, dicky ambition, you may say, but you ain't a young horse soldier with his glory all behind him whose father made his pile shipping blackbirds.

   I knew it could be done, for while the West End was a damned exclusive place, it was easier to break in then, in those easy times, than it is now. Brummell had done it from nowhere – well, Eton – by being pleasant, and a top-notch cricketer, and looking just so through his quizzing-glass (usually at Prinny's neckercher), but he was a one-and-only, was George. You had to be noticed, and then admitted, and while some did it by high play, or writing poems, or toad-eating at Holland House, or inventing a new neckercher, or rattling the right dowagers, or even clambering round a room on the furniture without touching the floor, none o' these would ha' been my style – except the dowagers, and I didn't know any. But I had a stroke of luck – the damnedest thing you ever imagined, and before I'd been home a month I was in prime twig, top o' the mark, and “on the Town”.

   It was this way. Kangaroo Cooke, whom I mentioned just now, was a leading dandy, a Big Gun. We'd met, just, when I was a lad, and now I ran into him in Craig's Court, when I was settling up my Army bills. He proved to be a chum of Ponsonby, my old squadron commander, so nothing would do but he must dine me at White's, and there, keeping my trap shut, my eyes open, and earwigging away, I heard a piece of gossip – dammit, I couldn't help but hear, for they were full of it, the prime scandal of the hour. As thus:

   One of the leading bright sparks of the day was young Harry Somerset, Marquis of Worcester and son and heir to the Duke of Beaufort no less, a well-regarded flower of our nobility who was as sober and decent as his son was wild and wanton. The boy was nutty on skirt, though not yet come of age (they're the worst, you know), with a new charmer each week, until of late he'd fallen under the spell of one Harriet Wilson, a nymph of the pavey whose conduct would ha' made Messalina look like a nun. Not the usual muslin, you understand, but a notorious siren who'd been mount to half the rakes in Town – a fact to which young Harry was evidently blind, as often happens with young fools and older women.

   Boys will be boys, to be sure, but what was bringing Beaufort's grey hairs round his ankles was that the idiot pup was babbling of marriage to this harpy, and at this rate breach of promise would be the least of it. There could be no buying her off, not with a whack at the Beaufort fortune in prospect, and no talking sense into the besotted Harry. Beaufort wanted to buy him colours and ship him off to Spain as aide to Hooky himself, but Harry wasn't to be budged; he was at Harriet's dainty feet, wouldn't hear a word against her, and Beaufort, no doubt seeing himself having to cough up almighty damages or become father-in-law to the Whore of Babylon, was at a nonplus. Either way 'twould be a hideous scandal. What the devil, the gossips asked each other, was he to do?

   Well, I could ha' told 'em in no time flat, but 'twas no concern of mine, and it was only later, in idle meditation, that it struck me that whoever could detach the love-smitten younger Somerset from Circe's embrace must surely earn the undying gratitude of Papa, one of the highest and most powerful peers in the land, a kingpin in Society, a Biggest of Big Guns, and the answer to a toad-eater's prayer. A duke's a duke, dammit, only one rung below a Prince of the Blood. It would have to be managed without expense, opprobrium, or the least breath of inconvenience to His Grace, but the dodge I had in mind was right as a gun, and promised a fine gig as well.

   So I dug out my recently discarded regimentals and sauntered forth in full fig to call on La Belle Harriet at her crib in Mount Street (aptly named). My tale, earnestly delivered with becoming emotion, was that a comrade, Toby Wilson, had expired in my arms in the Peninsula, whispering: “M'sister … dearest Harriet …”, and here I was in the hope that she was the sister referred to. In which case, my heartfelt condolences, and with them those little keepsakes which I had culled, with a manly tear, from his pockets – a snuff-box, rings, seals, baccy-pouch, and a pipe with a Saracen's head on the bowl, raked out from the rubbish in my attic.

   Whether she swallowed it I've never been sure, and I doubt if she could tell you herself, for all her attention was taken with the dashing dragoon in his tight pants, bowing his stalwart six feet and fairly bursting with boyish admiration. That at least was genuine enough on my part, for she was an opulent beauty with a bold eye and a loose lip, not more than twice my age, and there was more cloth in her turban than in the rest of her deshabille.

   In any event, dear old Toby was never mentioned again, and within an hour my youthful innocence had succumbed to the wiles of this practised enchantress. I ain't claiming it as a conquest, by the way, for I doubt if anything with whiskers could have escaped her when she had an hour to spare, and I'd no call to employ the family gift for seduction beyond an artless blush, a gasp of adoration, and letting her have her head. Afterwards, to be sure, I regarded her with calf-like worship and pleaded for a return, which she was pleased to promise for the following afternoon. In my juvenile passion I anticipated this by boarding her again on the spot, and left her in a state of sweet collapse, vowing to call again on the morrow at five precisely.

   Next morning I scouted about and learned by inquiry that Harry Worcester's haunt of the day was the old O.P. tavern in Drury Lane, a theatrical ken kept by Hudson the song-smith, where the younger ton were used to look in for coffee and musical diversion of an early evening. That suited admirably, and I went home and wrote a note: “Oh blind, oh trusting! H.W. betrays you! If you doubt it, repair to her directly and behold Shameful Truth unveiled! A Friend”, superscribed and sealed it plain, and instructed my man, a seasoned artful dodger, to deliver it incog to the O.P. at five on the nail.

   You can guess the rest – young Somerset, with blood in his eye, bursting in past a swooning abigail to discover his inamorata and your humble obedient rounding the last bend, so to speak. He let out a howl they must have heard in Lambeth.

   “By God, it's true!” bawls he, nearly in tears, and damned her in violent terms, of which “Traitress!” was the least. What she said I don't recall, and he turned on me, crimson with fury and hurt pride. I had my britches on in a trice, in case he offered assault, but he knew how to bear himself, I'll say that. Good-looking lad, he was, and straight as a poker.

   “I shall call you out!” stammers he. “Whoever the hell you are!”

   “Over this bit o' soiled muslin?” says I. “Talk sense, lad. You'd find yourself fighting half London.”

   “Damn you!” cries he, and whipped his glove across my face, very dramatic. “My friends will wait upon you!”

   “You'll wait a dam' sight longer,” says I. “My lord, I was out half a dozen times in the Peninsula. I don't have to prove myself cub-shooting.”

   He went pale as chalk. “Dastard! Coward! I'll cane you in the street!”

   “Try it, and I'll put you across my knee,” I told him. “Now go home, you silly fellow. She ain't worth it. Be thankful you found out in time.”

   He wasn't a fool. You could see him struggling with his self-esteem as he looked from one to other of us. Then he fumbled out his purse and flung it on the bed before her.

   “Take that, you … you …” He was choking mortified. “Oh, I am well served for a fool!” To my utter astonishment, he turned to me again. “Your pardon, sir. I struck you a coward's blow, and I am sorry for it.” And then he burst into tears and stalked out, which marred the gestures, rather. Still, not bad for seventeen.

   Save for one startled squeal, dear Harriet hadn't uttered a sound, but now, when I suggested we resume our romp, she spoke at some length, in terms which would have shamed a fishwife, and tried to rake me with her nails. I grabbed my duds and fled, pursued by abuse and flying crockery, leaving her to mourn her lost love, or her failure to nap his guv'nor's rent, more likely.

   
    I toddled round to White's without delay, and sent my card in to Kangaroo Cooke. When he came down I drew him aside.

   “I'd be obliged, colonel, if you would present my compliments to His Grace of Beaufort, and give him my assurance that he need feel no further anxiety over Lord Worcester's relations with a certain female person. A complete and final breach has taken place.”

   Kangaroo looked like a cod with a moustache at the best of times, but now he fairly gaped, and demanded what the dooce I meant.

   “Not another word, sir,” says I. “Pray deliver my message, and you may add that the matter has been managed with every discretion. Nothing will be heard from either party, and I believe that if His Grace renews his offer of colours to his lordship, it has every chance of acceptance.”

   “Buckley,” says he, “what the devil have you been up to?”

   “Let us say,” I told him, “that I have had a word with the young man, and that he now sees where his duty lies. No, sir, I cannot in honour say more. I am delighted to have been of service to His Grace. Good evening, colonel.”

   I left him goggling, and as I'd expected young Harry Somerset removed himself from Town and the curiosity of the ton without delay, departing for the Army in Spain where, I'm happy to say, he distinguished himself as Wellington's galloper. I was less gratified, though, when Kangaroo buttonholed me on Piccadilly to tell me that His Grace of Beaufort sent his compliments, hoped to make my acquaintance at some convenient time, but regretted that this could not be for the present, owing to His Grace's many engagements. “Discretion, what?” says Kangaroo. “Never fret, he's damned obliged, I can tell you.”

   Well he might be, but I thought it dam' shabby; I'd looked for a word of thanks from the Duke himself, at least, but I didn't know how things were done, then, and was suitably dumfounded when there arrived a note from the leading Society female of the day, the queen of the cream of the ton, the Countess of Jersey, enclosing (I couldn't credit my senses, and it fluttered from my trembling fingers to the floor) a voucher for Almack's.

   You can't conceive what that meant, so I'll tell you. Almack's was the holy of holies of the polite world, the innermost circle of the Upper Ten Thousand, the pinnacle of Society, where only the favoured few could hope for admission. Why, ambassadors, generals, chaps with titles and pedigrees a yard long fairly clamoured and intrigued and toadied to be let in, and grovelled for a nod from the female dragons who ruled beneath its famous chandeliers. This was the club where Wellington himself was turned away for being improperly dressed, hang it all, not above one in fifty of the exclusive Guardees could cross the threshold – and mere Captain Flashman, late of the 23rd Lights, had a voucher. It was beyond belief.

   Plainly Beaufort, God bless him, had hit on the finest (and least noticeable) way of rewarding me for my services, and had said a kind word to Lady Jersey, and she (as I learned later) had had me pointed out in the Park, and been pleased with the view. She was a remarkable creature, “Queen Sarah”, undisputed leader of the Diamond Squad though she was still in her twenties, devilish handsome and mistress of forty thousand pounds a year, but renowned as the most affected, talkative, and downright uncivil woman in England. Her word was law at Almack's, and while I dare say my looks and bearing had something to do with my being sent that heavenly, precious voucher, I don't doubt she'd also done it to spite some other hopeful.

   I made my debut with Kangaroo doing the honours, leading me across that glittering floor to the charmed half-circle where Sarah sat, plumed and ridiculously regal, with her court of grand dames, many of 'em unexpectedly young and pretty, and bursting with blue blood. It was like being presented to the Empress of Russia. She stirred her fan and looked me up and down, icy cool.

   “I am told that they call you Mad Buck, Mr Flashman,” drawls she. “I wonder why?”

   “I am told that they call your ladyship Sweet Sally, marm,” says I. “But I don't wonder at all.” And before she could wither me for this effrontery, I gave her my gallant grin. “There, marm – now you know why they call me Mad Buck.”

   It could have cost me my voucher then and there, and for a moment she was at a loss how to take it – and then, d'ye know, she absolutely blushed with pleasure and laughed like a schoolgirl. Fact was, for all her airs she had no notion of proper behaviour, and was so used to being toadied that a saucy compliment from a devil-may-care soldier took her unawares. I believe she decided that I was a “character”, and might be indulged, so while others were given their formal name or title, I was “Buck” to her thereafter, and she, the toploftiest tabby of them all, was well pleased to be “Lady Sal”, but to me alone. I offered her no other familiarity, I may say; she wasn't that sort.

   So that was how I arrived “on the Town”, and came to mingle with the upper crust, was welcomed from Almack's and Boodle's to Bob's Chophouse and Fishmonger's Hall,
     * received the nods from White's window and had my own stool and tankard in Cribb's Crib, and while never aspiring to be a Tulip, much less a Swell (for I dressed plain and expensive, a la Brummell, to impress Sweet Sally and the drawing-room mamas), was known as a regular out-and-outer, a Corinthian of the sporting sort, a flower of the Fancy who would fib with peer or pug … and best of all, I danced with 'Lishy Paget under the chandeliers, all those old country dances that she loved, Gathering Peasecods and Scotch reels, which were all the crack then, before the waltz came in …'Lishy of the flashing eyes and chestnut hair, dancing in a dream through those few golden years until she was taken from me, so young and lovely still, and full of life … and what did Society or Almack's or any of it matter then … ?

   Damn your eyes, if I choose to grow maudlin in my cups it's not your place to sigh like a flatulent sow. Your own fault for pressing booze on me … come along, man, fill up. No doubt you feel you've been the soul of patience, listening to my social triumphs – and if you still think I've been telling rappers you may go to Almack's and look at their books, blast your impudence. It's in King Street, but I believe they call it Wilkins' or some such name nowadays; gone to the dogs, I dare say, like everything else.

   Now, since I've educated you in the ways of that world of my long-lost youth, as a needful eye-opener, I'll tell you what you wish to know of Black Tom Molineaux, and how he brought the prize ring a fame and lustre it had never known before, and mayn't again. Aye, he did that … he and one other. Tom Cribb of Bristol.

   You'll have heard that after Broughton, who was the first true Champion nigh on a century ago, the Ring fell into disrepute. All kinds of sharps and ruffians came in, crosses were fought, and decent folk stayed clear of it. Two men rescued it, Dick Humphries and Dan Mendoza, splendid fibbers and straight – tho' there were those that said it was wonderful how Mendoza would come to life after the Jews had cried up the odds on his opponent. But they were my boyhood heroes, those two, Danny especially, for he was the first fighter to get up on his toes and move. Gentleman Jackson did for him, by ruffianing that had nothing genteel about it, and in their wake came three of the best that ever stepped up to the scratch: Hen Pearce, the Game Chicken; John Gully, who became an M.P. after Reform and is a name on the turf nowadays; Jem Belcher, who was the living spit of Boney and might ha' reigned forever if he hadn't lost an eye playing rackets.

   Their battles, and Jackson's setting up his pugilistic academy, raised boxing to the heights and made it the first sport in England, patronised by royalty, talked of in every club and ken and cottage and great house from John o' Groats to the Land's End. The world of fashion took it to its bosom, why, even the Almack's tabbies murmured the odds on Maddox and Dutch Sam behind their fans, and admired the prints of Gregson, the Lancashire Giant, although only the faster Quality females attended the mills. No one could call himself a Corinthian who hadn't taken Jackson's lessons or sparred with the leading pugs, the noblest in the land sponsored the top men and backed 'em with fortunes, whenever a good mill was mooted the whole Town would be agog over the two men, their weights, their conditions, their records, who was training 'em, what were the odds, when would the office be given – for it was outside the law, you know – damme, I even heard Pearce and Gully coupled with David and Goliath in a sermon at St Margaret's. The whole nation was united in the Fancy, and took pride in it as showing the best and bravest of Old England.

   The war had much to do with that, you know. Well, 'twas natural enough to compare the mills with the sterner battles abroad and see in the pugs the stuff that had held the French at bay so many years. I remember Clarence, our late king, holding forth for the hundredth time about the set-to between Gully and Pearce, which fell in the same month as Trafalgar.

   “Was not one an echo of t'other?” says he. “Damme, I say it was! Could anyone doubt, who saw those two noble fellows at blows, that we were better men than the French or the Spaniards or the dam' Danes an' the rest o' that continental rabble? No, sir! Why, sir? 'Cos we learn from our cradles to fight like men, not like back-stabbin' dagoes or throat-slittin' Frogs. They have their stilettoes, we have our fists. We fight clean, sir, an' hard, an' don't cry quits while we can stand on our feet! Why, sir? 'Cos we're Englishmen, an' boxin's our game, an' makes us what we are, an' be damned to 'em!”

   They cheered him to the echo, which encouraged the dear old muffin to recollections of his own pugilistic prowess.

   “Man ain't a man till he's put his fists up, what? Why, I was a midshipman of fourteen, damned if I wasn't, an' this marine, fellow Moody, says: ‘King's letter-boy, are ye? Papa's little letter-boy, more like’. Did I sport me rank, hide behind me blood? No such thing. Would ha' thought shame. ‘Put 'em up,’ says I, an' off came our jackets, an' bigad, didn't we fib each other, just! Blacked his eye, an' he tapped m'claret, shook hands, best o' friends after. That's our way, damme – an' why we'll beat the beggars out o' sight! 'Cos o' the good old game, gives us bottom, makes us men, damned if it don't!”

   Blowhard stuff, you'll say, in the vein of scribblers like Egan and Hazlitt and the rest who liken our pugs to Achilles and Hector and Nelson, and compare a mill for the Championship to Waterloo or the Nile – but strip away the bombast and you'll find a grain of truth. The schoolboy who feels bound to face up to the bully for his manhood's sake, and puts up his little fists when he knows he's beat and all hope's gone – well, when he sees the French bearskins coming over the hill, he remembers, and finds in himself something that holds him steady for longer than those Frenchmen. I know I did, and I wasn't alone.

   You may laugh when I say that the spirit that brought Cribb to his feet, half-dead and blind with his own blood, was the same spirit that kept men at their guns at Trafalgar and held the gate at Hougoumont … well, wait till you've faced the likes of Cribb, and been in a battle, and then laugh all you've a mind to.

   
    Speaking of Cribb brings me to Molineaux, for each was the making of the other. At the time I speak of, early in '10, a year had passed since Cribb had beaten Jem Belcher for the second time, and was undoubted Champion. There was no lack of first-class men, but he'd thrashed the best of 'em – Maddox, Belcher, Gregson, Bill Richmond the black, as well as second-raters like Tom Tough and Ikey Pigg – and the question was: where was a challenger to be found? There were those who thought Cribb invincible, not without cause, for even the wisest heads could not remember a fighter so designed by nature for his work, or blessed with so many virtues. Close on six feet and fourteen stone, strong as a bull, he could shift like an opera-dancer when he chose, and to see him in the ring was to understand why boxing is called the Art of Self-defence, for his style was to mill on the retreat, letting his man come to him – and then out would flash those terrible fists, so fast you could barely see 'em move. No one ever hit so hard, they said, but what endeared him to the Fancy, above all his speed and science and cleverness, was that he never knew when he was beat. Only one man, George Nicholls, had ever licked him, over fifty-two rounds when Cribb was younger, and even Nicholls himself could never tell how.

   So Cribb was king, and like to remain so, on that spring evening when I toddled down to the old Nag and Fish for cricket and a heavy wet with some of the sporting men – Sefton and Craven were there, I remember, and Goddy Webster, Lady Holland's boy, who was Caro Lamb's prime favourite, and Moore the poet, and Monk Lewis, I think, and of course Bill Richmond himself. He'd been a slave in America, brought to England by some general or other, and a tip-top lightweight in his day, though near fifty when he met Cribb, who was stones heavier and stronger, and Bill had spent an hour and a half running away from him; now he was well retired, and ale-draper at the Nag and Fish, but was to the fore in all the Fancy's doings.

   I was looking out near the wicket where Goddy Webster was batting when he said: “Man Friday, what?” and I saw this rum-looking cove at the edge of the field, apart from the other spectators. He was black as the ace o' spades, dressed like a scarecrow, with a bundle on a stick over his shoulder. After the game, Richmond, being a man of his own colour, went and spoke with him, and presently came into the tap, grinning all over his face. We asked him what was up and he burst out laughing.

   “See that black boy yonder? Come all the way f'm America, jes' to see me. Ye want to guess why, gen'men? He's a millin' cove, seemin'ly, wants I should make him a match.”

   “Why don't ye?” says Craven. “He looked a likely chap enough.”

   Bill rolled his eyes in wonder. He was a droll, well-mannered fellow, pale brown of skin and long in the head, as different from the other nigger as could be. “Oh, he's likely, sho' 'nuff. Big, strong boy. Thing is, he knows the match he wants made, an' ain't 'bout to take any other. You want to guess who he wants to fight … Cribb!” He slapped his thighs, crowing, and we shouted with laughter. Sefton said we should have him in, and take a rise out of him, but Richmond shook his head.

   “Be 'bliged if you leave him be, my lord, 'Tain't but a simpleton, don't know the time o' day, shouldn't make game of him. Ain't got a penny in his puss or a thought in his head. Ain't et in a while, neither, an's gettin' outside a rump steak in my kitchen this minute. Guess I'll give him a shakedown, maybe take him to the Garden tomorrow, get him porterin' work.” That was Richmond all over, and why he was so well-liked.

   Monk asked the fellow's name, and Richmond spluttered and gave a comical look at Sefton.

   “Kind o' familiar, seemed to me. Why, it's Tom Molineaux!”

   “What?” cries Sefton, whose name was Molyneux. “Why, damn his impudence, where the devil did he come by it?”

   At this everyone roasted Sefton, wondering what dusky charmer he had favoured, and wouldn't he visit the kitchen to greet his American child? Moore offered to write a poem, “The Black Prodigal's Return”, and there was great merriment. When the company dispersed I chanced to glance in at the kitchen door, and there was the cause of their mirth, hunched over the table shovelling grub into his ugly black phiz and swilling it down from a pint-pot, grunting and gulping as though he hadn't seen peck for a month. Must get this one a voucher to Almack's, thinks I.

   There was a fly buzzing about his plate, and he flapped at it once or twice with hands which were uncommon small and neat for a man of his size. I was about to pass on when he muttered a curse at the fly's persistence, and as it shot past his head his hand whipped up and caught it … and I stopped where I was. As he wiped it off on his threadbare coat, he spied me, and dropped his eyes, glowering.

   “Catch another one, my boy, can you?” says I, and he looked blank, with his great blubber lips hanging open, but as another fly buzzed above his head he made a snatch – and there it was, crushed in his pink palm. Well, well, thinks I, and sauntered in, seating myself on the edge of the table. He shot me a wary glance of his bloodshot ogles and dropped his gaze.

   “I hear you're a milling cove, Tom Molineaux,” says I. “Now then, how many men have you fought in the United States?”

   His reply was a mumbling growl I could hardly make out. “Ah whupped fo'teen, fifteen, mebbe.”

   “All niggers, I'll be bound. Who was the best of 'em?”

   He licked his lips. “Black Ghost, Ah reckon. He kilt fo', five men, they sayin'.” He shot me another leery look. “He busted ma hand. Ah busted his neck.” He looked a likely enough murderer, and I believed him.

   “And you have come to England to fight Tom Cribb. Why?”

   He kept his gaze on the table. “They sayin' he the bestest. Cham-peen, whupped ev'y millin' cove in Englan'. Ah whupped ev'y nigra fighter in 'Merica.” And now he lifted that woolly bullet head and looked me in the eye. “Guess Ah whup Tom Cribb now.” No brag or bounce, you understand. He said it plain, and then put down his head again.

   “Well now, Tom,” says I, pretty mild, for I guessed he would dub his mummer if I laughed or took a high tone, “that's as may be. Many good men have tried and failed, you know. Why d'ye suppose you're better than they?”

   He wriggled in his seat, and scowled, like a stubborn child. “Ah's the bes' millin' cove they is. Better'n Tom Cribb or anybody.”

   Bill Richmond came in just then, and cried out to see Molineaux seated. “Why, you lubber! Git your ass out that chair when cap'n talks to you, ye hear? Who you think you are, to set before a gen'man? Git up, damn your black hide!”

   Molineaux got up, with no good grace, and I winked at Richmond.

   
    “Why, mind your manners, Bill! This is the fellow who means to floor Cribb, you know. We must show him respect … and see what he's made of, eh?”

   “Why, cap'n, he ain't but a dummy!” cries Bill, and then, seeing what I was about, he grinned and nodded. “Oh, yeah! We sho'ly must! Now, then, boy, shuck off your coat. Lively now – an' put your hands behind your head!”

   Tom glowered, but did as he was bid. Richmond took a pot from the table, as though to drink, and dashed it all of a sudden over his cracked boots. Tom jumped back, too late.

   “You ain't too quick!” scoffs Bill, and threw the pot at him. Tom dropped it. “No, sir, you ain't quick at all! Now, boy – make a fist, hold it right there!” Tom obeyed, goggling, and Bill snatched my cane and lashed him over the knuckles. Tom howled and hopped, wringing his hand.

   “What you do that for, man?” cries he.

   “Oh, my goodness!” cries Bill. “Did I hurt your poor little hand? Oh, mercy me, I'm so sorry!” He stepped up and hit Tom in the breadbasket, doubling him over. “Did that hurt, too? Oh my, oh my! Yessir, boy, you surely are in prime twig to beat Tom Cribb! Why, he'd be shakin' in his shoes if –”

   “Ah wasn't ready!” bawls Tom.

   “Oh, I should ha' told you!” cries Richmond. “Tom Cribb, he'll write you a letter, tellin' you when he's goin' to fib you! It's a rule in these parts, so black chawbacons don't git took unawares!” He slapped Tom back and forth. “Put your head up, boy, when I talk to you! An' you think you're a millin' man, hey, a prize-fighter?”

   “Ah's a fighter!” roars Tom, looking monstrous, and yet in awe of this fiery browbeater half his size. “Ah won my freedom fightin'! Won fiffy-fi' thousan' dollahs, beatin' Black Ghost, an' my master set me free.”

   “Well, 'magine that!” cries Bill, in mock amazement. “You mus' be one hell of a fightin' terror, Tom Molineaux!” He stepped back, slipped off his coat, and squared up. “C'mon then! You show me! Sport your fives, boy! Fall to, an' let's see how you goin' to beat Cribb!”

   Tom looked in such a bait that I expected a wild rush, but he stood glaring murder at Richmond, and then shook his head.

   
    “Ain't fightin' you,” says he sullenly, and I saw his eyes stray to the table and the leavings of his meal. “You call me what you please, don' make no matter.” He stooped to pick up his coat. “Ah thank you fo' the vittles.”

   Richmond let out a snort. “What's matter, boy, you skeered o' little ol' Bill?”

   “Ain't skeered o' nobody,” growls Tom. “Ah guess Ah be steppin' on.”

   I took a hand then, and not only because I wanted to see what this strange blackamoor was made of, and whether his feet were as fast as his hands. It was damned odd, but I'd taken a fancy to him. He'd taken blows and dog's abuse, but wouldn't raise a hand to the man who'd fed him – a man, by the way, who could ha' chopped him up in no time, but Tom didn't know that. He thought he was sparing Richmond, and as he put on his ragged coat and looked about for his stick and bundle, I'll be shot if he didn't look half-dignified, which is an odd word to use about a great black booby, but 'twas the case.

   “Hold on, Tom,” says I. “Mister Richmond wishes to take your measure.”

   “Ah knows that,” says Tom, head down again. “Ah's 'bliged to him.”

   “God bless me!” cries Bill.

   “I'd like to measure you myself, Tom,” says I. “Spar a round with me?”

   He looked up, and I'll swear there was terror in his eyes as he rolled them at me. “You a white man!” says he.

   “So I am, and so is every fighter in England, bar Bill here. You'd best learn to fight white men, if you hope to meet Cribb, for he ain't going to change colour to suit you. Never fear, I can box. Come now, let's see what you can make of me.”

   But he didn't care for it above half. “You gen'man,” mutters he, and I saw that the notion of hitting “massa” was too much for him. “Ain't fightin' you … cap'n,” says he, shaking his head, so I gave Bill the wink again, and he heaped insults on the brute, taunting him, squaring up and slapping him, and finally planting him a facer, and at that Tom tossed his coat aside and squared up in turn, but – which I thought odd – with no sign of anger. Take care, Bill, thinks I, he may not be such a johnny raw after all, and if he catches you with the brute strength of those mighty arms and shoulders, you'll feel it.

   I needn't ha' fretted. It was Mendoza to a chopping block, for old as he was Richmond was one of the prime scientific millers of the day, and Tom was dished from the start. His only ploy was to shoot out his left, fast enough, stand dumfounded when Bill stopped or slipped it, and then put in a right cross that came from Chelsea by way of Green Park. He knew no more of in-fighting than the town clock, and when Bill feinted and planted a one-two in his guts his astonishment was comical to see. He was slower on his pins than a Shire horse, and while he had some rudiments of footwork he had no notion of setting himself to counter.

   Bill went easy, weaving on his toes and hitting where he chose, but once Tom caught him with a left which came in at his fly-catching speed. Bill floored him for that, and twice again, and Tom began to thrash like a windmill, at which Bill commenced to rag him in earnest, with fist and tongue.

   “My, boy, you sure can mill!” Whack! “You must ha' been the talk o' the ol' plantation!” Whack! “You went down the cowpens with massa an' chewed the bollocks off the Black Ghost, lawks a mercy!” Whack! “An' massa set you free, land sakes, Jemima, 'cos you bust up some ol' crippled nigger you could ha' knocked down with a good fart!” Whack! “An' you think you can fight!”

   Tom went wild at last, and rushed him, and when Bill ducked, damme if the great bullock's fist didn't smash through the panelling as if't had been paper. He was mad with rage, so Bill fibbed him with three hard lefts to the nob and a right upper-cut, and down he went with his senses knocked half out of him. I told Bill to give him a shove in the mouth, and he gulped it down and sat on the floor with his head in his hands. Bill clapped him on the shoulder and came across to me, rubbing his knuckles.

   “Guess Cribb can sleep o' nights, cap'n,” says he, looking droll. “Hey, boy – you still set on bein' a prize-fighter?”

   D'ye know what the clown replied? I couldn't believe my ears. He sat there, all of a heap, head bowed, and growled: “Ah is a fighter. You floored me, but you din' hurt me. An' we wasn't holdin' or throwin', neether. An' Ah was tired. When Ah's rested, Ah trim you up good. Then Ah whup Tom Cribb.”

   Richmond was knocked all of a heap between mirth and anger. “Well, blow me! Why, ye great black lummox, ye couldn't whip a kid's top! My stars, cap'n, did ye ever hear such sauce? Why, you jack puddin', you, ye never even touched me! Ain't that so, cap'n?”

   “He did, though, once.”

   “Aye – once! Didn't rattle my ivories, even!” He turned angrily on Tom. “You want to be a miller, boy – which you ain't – you best learn not to talk like a rasher o' wind! Here, git up off o' my floor – if you ain't too tired, that is!”

   Tom took his hand and got up, looking damned sour and troubled. I saw how it was; he'd never met a boxer before, and his thick head couldn't take in the novelty. He scowled at Bill like a spoiled infant.

   “You got a lot o' tricks,” growls he. “You don' fight. You … you jus' … full o' tricks!” He couldn't describe what he didn't know, you see.

   “Tom,” says I, “d'ye think you could learn Mr Richmond's tricks, as you call 'em? If he was to show you, eh?”

   Bill stared at me open-mouthed. “What's that, cap'n? You ain't thinkin' I could make somethin' of him, surely? Why, he'd never be above third-rate!”

   “Take off your shirt, Tom,” says I, and he did. “Now, then, Bill, how many peel as well as that? Ain't he made to be a miller?” For I'd never seen likelier, shoulders and arms of a blacksmith, but neat in the waist.

   “So's half the coal-heavers in Deptford!” cries Bill. “That don't make a millin' cove, cap'n, you know that!” He shook his salt-and-pepper head in impatience. “What d'ye see in him, cap'n?”

   I couldn't ha' told him, any better than I can tell you now. God knows 'twasn't skill, for he had none, hardly. The broken panel testified that he could fib uncommon hard, supposing an opponent ever let him, his left had been fast enough to catch Richmond once (which had mortified Bill, I knew, though he never let on), and I believed him when he claimed not to be hurt – I doubted if much could damage that black nob, which might ha' been solid bone for all the sense it contained. All that didn't amount to snuff in his favour, yet I felt there was something in him, if only that the great ignorant booby, a freed slave, mark you, had made his way, the Lord alone knew how, across the ocean to a foreign land to try his hand at the impossible. It was an infant reaching for the moon – no, a Yahoo in search of the Holy Grail, if you like. To see him there in Richmond's kitchen, glowering mumchance with his ragged shirt in his hand, mumbling about “whup-ping Cribb”, when a retired pug of fifty-odd, who'd never been more than middling useful, had just made him look like a looby … why, it was laughable. Whatever could have inspired his ridiculous dream? The pathetic thing was that he believed it. Most folk would have said he was dicked in the nob … or that I was.

   “He's got beef, Bill,” says I, “and bottom, I dare say. Enough to earn him a few bob against the make-weight bruisers, if he was trained a little.”

   “An' where's the good in that, I should like to know?” scoffs Bill. “Anyways, who says he's got bottom? He's a nigger, ain't he? Cap'n, there's butchers an' draymen an' 'prentice boys, an' tailors even, that'd fib him to death! Damme, Ikey Bittoon's faster on his pins, an' he couldn't catch up wi' the mutes at a funeral! 'Sides, I got the ken to mind; I can't waste time on black hobbledehoys.”

   “Then get Paddington Jones. He'll train him if anyone can. I'll see him right, and pay this chap's board, too.”

   He looked at me quizzy-like. “You mean it, cap'n, don't ye? Well, ne'er mind the board. A few quid'll do for Pad, though why you should blow away your blunt beats me.” He looked at Tom, and sniffed. “He might win ye a guinea in side-bets against some drunk farmer, naught better. What d'ye think the likes o' Randall or Tom Belcher, aye, or Baldwin or Dogherty would do to him, eh?”

   “I can't say, Bill,” I told him. “But I doubt if they can catch a fly on the wing. And I'm certain sure they don't think they can beat Tom Cribb.”

   PADDINGTON JONES,

    resumed

   
    Now, as I told you, sir, Tom was a bad 'un to manage, but my oath! he was a prime pippen to train. I've said it afore, and I say it still, of all the scores I handled and coached and held the bottle for, there never was one that was a quicker study – as a fighter. Not that he was sharp in the mind; as I've said, he was a right jobbernowl when it came to using his noddle, but if ever a man carried his brains in his fists and feet, Tom did. I knew it, too, soon as I felt him out at half-arm. Course I did.

   I'll never forget that day; it was the strangest thing. I was taking my wet in the Coach and Horses, which was Jem Belcher's ken in Frith Street, that he went to after he gave up the Jolly Brewer, and what d'ye think we were cracking the whid about? Why, the want of good heavyweights, and not a star in the sky to compare with Cribb – and 'twas in that very moment I had the summons that was to put me in the way of Tom Molineaux! What d'ye think o' that, sir? I remember Jem's very words:

   “I'll be hanged if there's one fit to spar with Cribb, even, since I gave over my belt! Why the pick of 'em, Gregson and all, would turn tail if my Trusty so much as barked at 'em!” Trusty was his dog, you understand, that he had of Lord Camelford. “By God, if I'd my two eyes, I'd back myself against any fourteen-stone man in the kingdom!”

   No one denied it, but said “Aye, aye, Jem, you're right there!” for all knew how bitter Jem was over his dead ogle. Mind you, I'll not say he was wrong; if he'd had both eyes when he met Cribb, well, I'd not ha' cared to live on the difference between 'em. He could never find his distance, you see, with one peeper gone, as he found when he challenged Hen Pearce and was done in eighteen rounds. That was when Gully, you know, said Belcher couldn't ha' beat Pearce if he'd had four eyes, and I reckon 'twas that jibe that resolved Jem to challenge Cribb – aye, twice he tried, and twice he lost. Well, sir, a man should know when his day's past, ain't that so? Course he should.

   He took it very ill, did Jem, him not being above twenty-eight when he fought his last battle, and on the day I speak of he was sour as a crab, running over all his old victories, even his brawl with Joe Berks at Wimbledon Common the day I fought Ikey Bittoon – d'ye know, sir, we set to in the shadow o' the gallows where Jerry Abershaw, the great bridle cull, was a-hanging in chains! You don't see that sort o' decorations at sporting matches these days! “Aye,” cries Jem, “and Abershaw's corp could show more game than half of today's millers, damned if it couldn't! There's not a good heavy man left in England, depend upon it!”

   That was the very second, sir, that I had word that Bill Richmond was looking for me. “Whose dog's dead?” thinks I, and toddled down to the Prad and Swimmer, and there was this great black cove in the yard, stripped to the buff, lifting the four-stone weights one-handed, sir, as if they was straws. Damme if I ever see a finer specimen.

   “Cap'n Buck thinks we can make a miller out o' him,” says Bill Richmond. “What d'ye say, Pad?”

   “I shouldn't wonder,” says I. “If he fibs as well as he peels he'll do some mischief.”

   “Ha!” says Bill. “Well, he fibs like a casualty, and above par at that. I think the Cap'n's apartment's to let myself, but ‘Get Pad Jones’, says he, ‘and I'll pay the shot’, so there ye are.”

   Well, Tom and I put on the mauleys, and in two minutes' sparring I knew three things. He couldn't box, he couldn't move – and he had hands as fast as Dan Mendoza at his best.

   “Well, now, blackee,” says I. “Put off the gloves and let's see ye dance.” I had to say it four times afore I could get it into his head what I wanted, and then blow me if he didn't dance a hornpipe! I asked him where he'd learned it, and he says, off an English sailor in America.

   “A rare teacher he must ha' been,” says Bill. “I seen heifers could dance better. What are ye about, Pad? He won't do, am I right?”

   “Oh, he'll do,” says I. “But what he'll do, or how far, we'll have to see.” Truth was, sir, I could feel my innards singing as they hadn't done in ten years and more, when I first saw Jem Belcher at work in old Bill Warr's dining-room at Covent Garden. He was seventeen then, was Jem, and just come to Town, and damned if he didn't floor old Bill, who was one of the nimblest shifters in the game, half a dozen times. ‘This 'un can go with any man in the kingdom!’ says Warr – well, I couldn't say that of Tom, not by a mile, but just the speed o' that left hand, sir, was enough for me. If the rest didn't follow, then I was a Dutchman. I told Bill then and there I would take the lad in hand.

   “The Cap'n ain't the only one with a ‘For sale’ sign on his shap,” mutters Bill. “Very good – we'll give him the regular diet. Out on the road, under the mattresses, hefting the hammers, but if you think you can teach him to guard and counter, God help you, 'cos I can't.”

   “You keep your hammers and mattresses both,” says I. “He's strong as a bull already, and he don't need no purges nor draughts neither. Any fat on him'll sweat off with a bit o' breathing. Now, Bill,” I told him, “you mind the tap, I'll mind the boy. Send us out those two big glim-sticks from the kitchen, will ye?”

   He gave me a rum look, but presently the little scrub-girl, Betty, brought out the candlesticks, fine heavy articles nigh on three feet long, and I strapped 'em on Tom, one to each leg. While I was about it, Betty stood admiring Tom as though he were the Lord Mayor come to visit, and I thought, aye, you won't be the only one, my gel, and sent her packing. She was a little wisp of a thing, with a face as dirty as her apron, but she fair glowed at Tom, and when he smiled at her with that great ugly grin of teeth, she laughed right out and scampered inside.

   “Now then, Tom, let's see ye dance the hornpipe,” says I. He hadn't said a word, but now he glowered at the glim-sticks.

   “Cain't dance wi' sech things,” says he, growling sullen.

   “Yes ye can,” says I. “Ye want to be a miller, don't ye? Then you'll mind what I say, and do as I bid you, no matter what. So stir your hopper-dockers! Come, now – caper!”

   You see what I was after, sir? If a man's slow on his pins, you make him walk and run and dance encumbered, no matter how clumsy at first, until he can move as quick with the weights as he did without 'em. Then, when you take them off, you'll find he's twice as fast as he was before. Tom wore them glim-sticks hour in, hour out, but never so long as might injure him. He did not like it, though. Why, he set up such a roar, but I kept him at it until he was like to drop. Then I took 'em off him, and give him a good rub down with the oil, and set him to the hornpipe again; he was stiff for a moment, and then did he not dance! He saw the virtue of it, and laughed as he danced, clapping his hands and larking the way they do.

   Well, sir, I'll not weary you by telling all the tricks I was at to improve his speed. After a day or two, when I had him moving more like the thing, I marked the ground and had him skipping from mark to mark, back and forth, on his toes, till he could find the marks blindfold – that's the beginning of footwork, you see, sir. We did it with the glim-sticks and without, and he came more nimble by the day.

   You might think, being slow of mind, that he'd be patient, but not he. By and by he tired of skipping and dancing, and taxed me to fight with him, so I gave him a little breathing with the gloves, to show him what a clunch he was. He couldn't touch me, and I hit him where I pleased, not hard enough to sting – not his body, leastways, but his mind, for I called out where I would plant my hits before I made 'em. By George, he did not care for that, sir! If you had seen that glaring black mug and them yellow eyes, you'd ha' wished a wall between you, and I took care, expecting him to break into rage and come tearing at me. But did he? He did not. Aha, thinks I, here's a step for'ard. I sat down with him, and put my arm round his shoulders – as far as I could reach, that is, and didn't he stink, though?

   “Tom,” says I, “you ain't a miller at all. You can't fib me, and you couldn't fib little Betty, hardly. You don't stand proper, you don't move proper, you don't hit proper, and you don't know what guarding or countering is, neither. Well, Tom, that won't do.”

   He shook my arm off, sudden-like. “You jes' full o' tricks, like Mass' Richmond!” cries he. “You don' fight, no more'n he do!”

   “It's a fact, Tom,” says I. “But it should not be, ye see. You're bigger and stronger than me and Massa Richmond – why, you should mill me down in a minute. Well, now, Tom, I'm going to show you how. 'Twill be hard work, Tom, but by the time I'm done wi' you, why, you'll knock me off my legs in a moment – and Massa Richmond, too. I promise you that, my boy. What d'ye say now, eh?”

   
    He sat there, sweating and stinking, looking like a black fiend o' the Pit. “An' Tom Cribb,” says he.

   That was the first I'd heard of Cribb, for Richmond had kept mum, and it fair took the wind out of me. And d'ye know, sir, that was the first I studied him, like, to see what he was about. It was enough to make you laugh, and I nearly did, but by the grace o' God I didn't. You asked me, you remember, what was in his mind, and I said I couldn't tell, which is the truth. But I knew then, sir, there was something beyond my ken, so I didn't laugh, nor pull a face, nor say him nay.

   “Why, yes, Tom,” says I. “And Tom Cribb.”

   D'ye know, sir, that was the best thing I ever did for him? That was when we took the road to Copthorn. I see that, now, tho' I didn't at the time.

   'Twas when the work began, and all, I tell you. How long does it take to make a milling cove? Forever, some would say, but I say it depends what's in him. It was in Tom, in the heart and soul of him – and in that body, believe me. Wi' that kind o' stuff, sir, it don't take long, as you shall see.

   I taught him the guards – Harmer's, and the sloper, and Broughton's, and when he'd some notion of those, I showed him the Bristol, and Mendoza's. All of 'em – with wooden billets strapped to his forearm, the glim-sticks being over heavy. And so to off-fighting and in-fighting, and countering and milling on the retreat, with down-cuts and upper-cuts and quick returns and hitting past, and the long left hand that he favoured over all.

   Sir, it was a joy. He had the aptitude, and learned more in a week than most in a month. Fact is, he was a natural. Course he was, and once he'd twigged the secret of moving feet and body and hands together – well, sir, it's a fine thing, to see a fighter taking shape before your eyes. And such a fighter as I knew him to be. Jem, thinks I, you talk of the lack of heavyweights, but I've got one growing under my hands, I have, and so help me he will astonish you!

   You may judge of my feeling when I tell you that after the first week I brought my traps down to the Dolphin and lived in, to be near him. It was up at five each day, to exercise and dance and practise footwork; beefsteaks, tea and toast at eight; then the guards until noon – he had a great fancy to Mendoza's guard, which is a stiff chop at your opponent's straight left, see, with your right hand which you then turn into a blow at his neck; two or three o' those and your enemy's left arm's nigh broke; mine was so black and blue I had to muffle it. Toast and bacon at noon, a sleep, boxing and beating the bag, steaks and beer for supper, and into bed by nine; he throve on it.

   I kept them all out o' the yard by day, except Richmond, who would come to watch us now and then, but said not a word except: “He'll need picklin”' – his knuckles, you see, had never been toughened, so we had him sleeping in gloves soaked in brine, and painted the knuckles wi' spirits and turpentine to harden 'em. Very small his hands were, which is a rare boon in a fighter, for when he fibs all the power bears on a small point, and the hands don't damage so easy as they would if they was large. Good hands, sir, small but strong in the fingers is best; if a man's hands break, he's done, be he never so fine a miller. Look at Tom Spring, as prime a heavyweight as ever was, but broke his hands on Langan and never fought again. Course he didn't.

   I told you Bill Richmond said not a word when he watched us breathing, nor interfered with my methods. But I could see his feelings change by the day, as Tom improved, tho' he never let on. Fact is, sir, he couldn't believe his eyes, and I reckon he felt his innards stirring, too, like mine. I seen he was itching to take a hand, so one day, after about three weeks it would be, I said he should try Tom out himself, and he did – but with bare knuckles, sir, no mauleys.

   “What's this, Bill?” says I. “You don't want to harm him, surely?” Fact was, I didn't care to think what Tom's fast hands might do to Bill, if he planted a wisty one. Yes, sir, he had come on that much.

   “I'm going to see what he's made of,” says Bill.

   Now, sir, I must tell you that Richmond was as clever a mechanic as any, old and all as he was, and he went at Tom as though there was a thousand guineas in it. Tom was taken fair aback, and milled on the retreat, but Richmond was fast enough to fib him three or four good 'uns, and tapped his claret; Tom just shook his head and Richmond fibbed him again, and cut him over the eye. I was astonished, and ready to step in, when Bill shouts:

   “Did it hurt, then? Here's another for you!” and lands a flush hit on his nob. “You think that's hurtin', don't ye! You don't know the meanin' o' hurt!” And fibs him again, left and right. “Ye think I'm fibbin' you? Depend upon it, boy, when Tom Cribb fibs you, 'twill be as though you was hit by a hammer! That man can strike the bark off a tree with his bare hands, d'ye know that?”

   “Ah b'lieve it when Ah sees it,” says Tom, guarding away, but not countering or trying to hit past.

   “Oh, my, you'll believe it!” cries Bill. “I won't give odds you'll see it!”

   He bore in again with the same resolution, and they rallied, but Tom had his measure now and stopped and guarded with fair science, still not countering or hitting inside or over, but always on the retreat. D'ye know, sir, Bill could not hit him! Yet half a dozen times, I'll swear, Tom could have planted him a good one, but held his hand. Bill must see he's fighting shy, thinks I, and I reckon he did, for after a rally he stepped back and looked at Tom ever so hard, and then bade me look to Tom's eye, which was sporting the ruby. It was little enough, so I plastered it, and sent Tom away to lie down.

   “Well, Bill,' says I. “What cheer?”

   “So help me God,” says Bill. “I thought my arm was clean broke.” He showed me his left wrist, all bruised and swollen. “That was the Jew's stop he was givin' me! You taught him that? He learned that? Pad,” says he, “I swear to God I never saw his right hand move – but didn't I feel it, just! An' I came out to roast him, to test his game!”

   “Well, you fibbed him a few,” says I. “He took 'em well. He's game enough.”

   “I don't know that,” says Bill, shaking his nob. “Nor do you. You've brought him on, I don't deny, an' he defends better'n I ever thought to see. But I'm played out, I ain't strong enough to hurt him, nor are you. Can he take his gruel, Pad, tell me that!”

   “Make him a match,” says I. “Cropley the coal-whipper, maybe, or Uncle Ben Burn. They'll feel him out.” But he wouldn't have it, saying Tom was not ready for Cropley, and Burn would be no proper test. “He ain't but a Fives Court messenger,” says Bill. “I want a nuller that can fib the head off a stone statue, but private-like, not in a regular mill. I want to see what Tom can take, 'fore we let the Fancy see him.”

   
    Then I knew, sir, that Richmond had high hopes of Tom.

   “Tell ye what,” says he. “We'll give him a breather wi' Dutch Sam.”

   If he'd said “wi' Tom Cribb” I'd ha' been no more astonished, for Dutch Sam, though past his prime, was reckoned still the hardest hitter in the game. He wasn't more than a lightweight, either, but that right hand of his was a grave-digger, as I knew to my cost. I'd been beat a few times, but Dutch Sam was the only fibster who ever put me to sleep.

   “Walk-er!”
     * cries I. “If Tom ain't ready for Cropley, how the dooce d'ye reckon he can face Sam, that nigh killed Cropley? And ye saw what Sam did to Medley last month only!”

   “You ain't heedin' what I say,” says Bill. “I ain't about to match Tom wi' him. See here, Sam's retired, an' he's bushed, and for a twelve-month now he's been trainin' on blue tape – but he can still fib hard as ever. If we tip him some spangles, he'll go a few rounds wi' Tom, and find out what bottom he has.”

   It was not my place to argue, so next day I smoked Sam out at the Hole-in-the-Wall, Randall's place in Chancery Lane.† Sir, I never seen a drunker Jew, and not a feather to fly with, as Bill had prophesied. We had to bring him down to the Nag on a hand-cart, and when we'd got him three parts sober wi' coffee and toast and his head in a bucket, Bill won him wi' the spangles aforesaid and the promise of lush unlimited.

   “Thtrike me dumb, I'm your man,” says Sam. “Oo's the wictim?”

   “Now, Mister Elias,” says Bill, “here's what you do. I've a nigger out yonder, an' maybe he can take gruel, an' maybe he can't. You bore in at his belly, hard as you can, but if you touch his neck or phizzog you'll never drink in my tap again, see?”

   “Trutht me for that, Bill,” says Sam, sporting his daddle. “I'll thtartle the black rathcal, thee if I don't. Vot 'appens if I break hith ribth?”

   
    “We'll risk that,” says Bill. “Just steer clear of his figurehead, an' no upper-cuttin', mind.”

   Well, sir, they set to wi' the mauleys, and I was a-tiptoe to see how Tom would fare with a real fibber. Sam had science, and made play at first, feinting at Tom's head, drawing him in, and then stepped inside and planted him a one-two to the body, as hard as he knew. Tom doubled up, and if Sam had used his invention it'd have been hard on the black, but he held off, and Tom came back at him game enough, and planted him a facer with that quick left, which made the Israelite blink. He bore in again at half-arm, slipping Tom's left and stopping his right, and gave Tom three or four severe winders. Tom gasped, but did not bend, and before Sam knew it Tom hit him clean off his feet with a wisty right. They set to again, and yet again and again, with Sam closing and hammering Tom's breadbasket cruelly, and each time Tom floored him with blows to the head. At the last time of asking Sam sits up and says:

   “S'elp me Cot, if 'e doth that again I'll upper-cut hith black nob off, tho I will! My old muvver didn't raithe me to lothe all me teeth a-rattlin' a darkie'th belly to no purpothe! Gi' me a ball o' fire afore I forget methelf an' beat hith clock in!”

   Bill reckoned he'd served his turn and earned his wet, and sent him into the tap while we looked to Tom. Even with the mufflers, Sam had bruised his middle and flanks, but when we asked if he hurt, he shook his head. I gave him a good kneading with the oil and sent him in to rest. Bill was drumming his fingers and looking at the sky, with a light in his eye.

   “We can't tell whether he's got bottom 'til he's been in a proper mill,” says he, “but, by God, Pad, if he can take Dutch Sam's best … why, I don't know but what he may do!”

   “So think I,” says I. “Mind you, Bill, he's green yet. Sam got inside as he pleased.”

   “Why, Sam has science,” says he. “Fifteen years' worth. Tom's had less'n a month, man! I tell ye, Pad, if I thought …” Then he laughed, sir, and shook his head, and said ne'er mind what he thought, but to work with Tom as before, and take him out on the road each morning.

   “Run him down Chelsea way first thing, buy him his breakfast at Don Saltero's,
     * an' bring him back by the Green Park an' St James's. Have him buy half a stone o' plums at Kelsey's each day, an' then along Piccadilly an' home,” says Bill, grinning leery-like, “but keep your mummer closed, an' if anyone asks who he is, give 'em his name, an' naught besides.”

   “He'll eat no bloody plums while I'm training him!” I said, and Bill winked.

   “Nor will he, old Pad. The maids can have 'em, just so Tom buys 'em.”

   Can you guess what he was about, sir? Why, he wanted Tom to be noticed, and wondered at, to set the Town talking of this mysterious black cove who ran through the West End each morning all muffled up in a greatcoat, buying plums at the fashionable fruiterer's, with the well-known Paddington Jones at his elbow. Oh, he was a fly file, was Richmond, for he knew that the more they saw of Tom, and the less they knew of him, the more they'd be piqued, and when the time came to make a match, the greater would be the interest among the Fancy, and the bigger the side-bets and subscription purses. He was a nigger with a head on him, was Bill.

   So I ran Tom to Chelsea and back daily, and didn't the heads turn as he trotted through the Park, and up St James's? There weren't many of the Quality afoot at that time o' day, but I knew the word'd spread, and sure enough we had a prime stroke of luck on the third day, for just as we turned out of Kelsey's shop, with Tom hugging his bag o' plums, out of one o' the clubs steps the Prince of Wales, with Colonel Harry Mellish and old Mr Sheridan and others, who'd been at play all night by the look of 'em.

   “God save us, what's this?” cries the Prince. “Jones, Jones, who the devil's that blackamoor? Aha!” says he, “he's a miller, damned if he's not, eh, Sherry? Well, Jones?”

   “By your highness's leave,” says I, “he's a friend of Bill Richmond's new come from America.”

   
    “Ye don't say! Why, then, he's a miller for certain! By God, but he's black! Eh, Sherry? Blackest thing I ever saw in my life, what? And a damned stout fellow, too, I'll be bound! What's his name?”

   “Tom Molineaux, please your highness,” says I.

   “Molineaux, eh? Well, how d'ye do, Master Molineaux, glad to see you!” cries the Prince, and holds out his hand. I nudged Tom, and he took it – and you'll think me soft, sir, but I was the proudest man in London that moment. Not just for Tom, you know, but for Old England – for how many foreign kings' sons would take the hand of a common man, and a black at that, so free and easy, with the finest in the land looking on? Yes, sir, I was right proud.

   “When will he fight, Jones?” says the Colonel, who was a keen blade of the Fancy. “Where's the turn-up to be, eh? Who'll he fight – Gregson? By George, George, he looks man enough for Gregson, don't he?”

   “Hold up … Molineaux?” says the Prince, and squints at Tom. “No connection to Sefton, I suppose? The Earl, ye know? His name's Molyneux. Not black, though … is he? Sefton ain't black, Sherry? No, no, damme, course he's not! Damned ugly, mind you, but not black.” They all roared with laughter, while Tom stood there with his head down, right out of his bearings, for while he'd no notion who they were, he could see they were nobs such as he'd never encountered in his life. One of the gentlemen asked what was in his bag, and when he showed the plums, damned if they didn't pile into the fruit, saying they were the most refreshing article, and just the thing for a dawn thirst. Mr Sheridan had one, as big and red as his own conk, but the Prince said they'd give him the wherry-go-nimbles, and he'd liefer not, but thanked him, and if you could ha' seen Tom grin then, sir, 'twould ha' done your heart good. All o'er his face he grinned, to see such jolly, kindly gentlemen – d'ye know, I doubt if white men had ever spoke him so before, and he was dazed by it, but happy, too.

   “He'll fight Gregson, though, won't he?” cries Mellish. “It must be the Giant, eh?”

   “Will ye mill Gregson over, Tom?” says the Prince. “Damned if ye won't! What? What?”

   Tom hadn't said a word, but now he grinned wider than ever.

   “Ah's goin' beat Tom Cribb,” says he.

   
    My stars, you should have heard 'em then, sir! Some laughed, and some cried that he'd do it, too, and the Prince laughed loudest of all, and wished him well, and I wondered if St James's had ever seen such a sight before, the noblest in the land cracking the whid with a black prize-fighter and pecking his plums, and all as cheery as could be. I wished they'd stash it, mind, for Tom in his simplicity might easy ha' given offence, so I begged the Prince's leave to brush, in case Tom should take cold, and he let us go with a wave and a kind word.

   A fair crowd had gathered, and among them two bucks with a pair of Cyprians in tow, decked-out flash mots who goggle-eyed Tom as he ran by. I saw his head turn, but thought naught of it until we were padding it over Princes Street, when I asked him what he'd thought of the company, for I was eager to hear what he'd made of the Prince.

   “Fat gen'man real kindly,” says he.

   “Fat, curse your impudence! Who're you to say so, ye sooty marvel? You'd best mind your trap, my boy. Well, what more?”

   He gave a rum grin, leery-like. “Mighty fine ladies in London. Real sweet an' pretty, sho' 'nuff,” and chuckled deep down.

   “Never mind that! You keep your mind on your work, d'ye hear? They weren't no ladies, neither,” I told him, and he said he guessed not, and rolled his eyes, ho-hoing. If he'd been white, I'd have dressed him down sharp, for the last thing a training man needs on his mind is skirt, but him being black I never thought he'd dare. That was all I knew.

   I wondered what Bill Richmond would make of our encounter with Royalty, but he was all for it. “Dutch Sam'll pass the word, an' all,” says he, well pleased. “A regular mouth, is Sam. Aye, it'll be all the buzz on Town presently.” Which it was, more than we guessed, for the Earl of Sefton, hearing that the Prince had coupled his name with Tom's, and some similar pleasantry having been made before, swore it was more than enough, and damned if he wouldn't call him out. He was in his proper high ropes, but his noble friends persuaded him it was all slum, so he dropped it, but wouldn't notice the Prince for a month.

   Now I told you, sir, that Tom was rare to train but bad to manage, and so he proved that very night. I was used to dorse on a mattress in the tap, and woke to the sound of thumping and scuffling out by the back, where the maids slept – Nance, a big country fussock who was forever sporting her juggs at the customers, and Flora the tap-girl, and little Betty the slavey. We're being screwed, was my first thought, so I took a cane and crept out. There was squawks and creaks from the maids' billet, so I opened the jigger wary-like, and damme if Tom wasn't atop big Nance on the bed, wi' his backside going like a fiddler's elbow, and Flora stark by the bed, hissing at 'em 'twas her turn, and Nance was like to play him out.

   I didn't use no circumvendibus, but laid my cane across his rump, and he shot off Nance like a rocket and let drive a right that would ha' knocked me to Hanover Square if it'd got home, which I took care it didn't. I was so wild, sir, that I never minded his size or strength, but lammed into him with my cane, going for his giggling-pin, and that sent him skipping. I slammed the jigger and loosed my wrath on the girls, calling 'em such names as I think shame on now, dirty puzzles and crummy butters and that they should be fly-flapped for the whores they were. Nance was a right trollop, and gave me sauce to my face, but Flora was all whine and weep, snitching on Nance who she said had edged Tom from the first, and they'd been strapping this week past. Poor little Betty lay mum as a mouse in her crib; well, I didn't blame her.

   Bill must not know of this, thinks I, for he'll set the wenches out of doors for certain, and be at odds with Tom; 'twill be misery-go-round and likely adieu to the promisingest heavyweight I've seen in years. So I gave the girls toco and stern warning, for all the good it would do fat Nance, snickering and tossing her head, and went out to Tom in a great rage.

   “What d'ye mean by it, ye black golumpus? D'ye think I sweat and train you for that, damn you?”

   Did he look down, or show humble, or even glower? Not a bit of it. He stood cool as a flounder, looking down his flat snout at me, bare naked and bold as brass.

   “Ain't but pleasurin' maself. What's it to you?” says he, and gave the meanest grin, gibing at me. “Ah like wenches, 'speshly white meat, an' what you goin' do 'bout that, Mister Paddin'ton Jones?”

   If you'd heard him, sir, you'd ha' been dumbstruck as I was, for I'd never known the like from him. Oh, he'd grumbled and shown stubborn now and then, when I'd worked him too hard, but that had been childish sullens, where this was bold-staring impudence, with a tilt to his head, daring me. I was so wild, sir, I near took the cane to him, but he came up on his toes.

   “Best not, Pad,” says he. “You git pepper if ye try.”

   'Twas the way he said it, sir, not with a growl or a jeer or a threat, even, but calm and almost gentle, that told me he was a changed man. I haven't the gift of words to explain the difference, but he wasn't sullen slow Tom to be bidden no more; he was giving me eye for eye as an equal, him that had been so lowly, and 'twas God's truth that he could ha' given me pepper if I'd squared up to him. Whether 'twas flooring Dutch Sam, or meeting the Prince, or having his way with Nance, or knowing his own strength and the science I'd taught him, I can't say, but summat had changed him; perhaps in that black brain of his that I could never fathom he knew that Molineaux the miller meant as much to me as he did to Tom himself. I saw I must take a new tack with him.

   “Well, Tom,” says I, and tossed the cane aside, “I see ye're an even bigger born fool than I always thought. You want to be a fighter, don't you – d'ye think you can spend your strength on sluts, and fight? Why, ye black ninnyhammer, you'd be too baked to toss your chap over the ropes! And you talk of meeting Cribb!”

   “I kin beat Cribb, don' you fret! Wenchin' don' do me no hurt. Fo' white fighters, mebbe, but not fo' me. The mo' wenches I has, the better ma trim, see?”

   “God damn your thick nigger skull!” says I, getting warm again. “Ye think ye know better than I, that's trained more pugs and fought more mills than Abraham's grandfather? Why, ye clunch, wenches are worse poison for a miller, black or white, than booze! But if you think contrary, why, tell Bill Richmond in the morning, and he can kick your black breech into the street, where you belong!”

   “No, he won', neether,” says he, and there was more cunning than sneer in the grin on his ugly phiz. “Bill Richmond countin' on me. So's you. You ain't goin' spoil things, cryin' rope on me to Bill jus' 'cos I give Nance an' Flora a li'l futter.”

   I all but planted him one then, sir, pepper or no, for the brazen black effrontery of it. Did you ever hear the like for sauce, and presumption? – for I swear I never did. But I held back, for two could play his game.

   “Bill's counting on you, is he? Well, perhaps he is and perhaps he ain't, and I'd not find out if I was you, Massa Tom! Maybe he'll be content to spend his blunt and peck and booze on a dunderhead that thinks he can mount every mollisher from here to Peckham, and still stand up in the ring. But not I, Tom. Good-night to you.”

   I was turning away when he growls: “What you mean?”

   “Why, I'm giving you up, Tom. You may be worth someone's while, but you ain't worth Paddington Jones's, d'ye see? Not unless you give your solemn oath to steer clear o' skirt. And I don't know as I'd believe you if ye did give your affy-davy. Well, it's a pity. You see, Tom, with me, you might ha' got within arm's length of Tom Cribb. Without me, you'd best go for a porter at Covent Garden, if they'll have you.”

   “You ain't the on'y trainer!” cries he, but by then I was in the tap, seeking my mattress. Sure enough, after a few moments I heard his footstep in the dark. I swear I could hear him thinking.

   “If I was to do like you say,” growls he. “Give my word, honest. You wouldn't gi' me up?”

   “Why, no, Tom. Give me your bounden oath, and all's bowmon.”

   So he did, and if I didn't believe a word of it, no matter, I'd put him in place, which was necessary, sir, if I was to handle him. I had my doubts, after that night, whether he would ever come within reach of Cribb, but he was right in one thing: I was counting on him to do me some credit, and had no wish to cry off at halfway.

   I kept my mummer shut to Bill next day, and put Tom through his running and training as before. He shaped well enough, for all his fornications, and within the week was in prime trim as ever. I slept with one eye open, I can tell you, but 'twas quiet as a crypt, and I could tell from the sulky looks of Nance and Flora that Tom was holding to his word, thus far leastways.

   Captain Buck Flashman, who'd persuaded Bill to give Tom a run in the first place – ah, you knew that, sir, course you did – was used to stop by at the Nag occasional, to see how Tom shaped, and now he and Bill had me go a few rounds with Tom in the mufflers, but at full stretch. I was hard put to it, sir, I can tell you, and glad to keep my distance, for when it came to holding and throwing I was a babby to him. He cross-buttocked me twice, grinning to show he was going gently, and his in-fighting was tip-top; I never knew a right cross come in so fast.

   Captain Buck took my place, and if Tom had held off with me, he did no longer. He bore in hammering, and Captain Buck, for all he was a prime amateur, could do nothing with him. Twice Tom floored him, the last with a down-cut to the neck that dazed him well beyond time, and the Captain pulled off his mauleys and shook hands.

   “He's a slasher,” was his verdict. “Well, who shall it be, Bill, for he must have a match, that's certain. Cropley? Maltby? George Cribb?” This was Tom's brother, sir, game but of no account. “Not Gregson, though; he ain't ready for that, what? Who's best for him to beat?”

   “The Bristol Man, Burrows,” says Bill straight out. “He's big, an' game, an' not too clever. An' I know who'll second him.”

   “What's that to matter?” asks the Captain.

   “A good deal,” says Bill, looking sly and giving me the wink. “I got my reasons, cap'n. Trust me for that.”

   
    
     * Also known as the Nag and Blower, the Prad and Swimmer, the Prad and Pilchard, etc.

    
     * Captain Flashman may well have known the Daffy Club a few years later, but not in 1809. It was founded, as an irregular drinking fraternity, at the Castle Tavern, Holborn, during the tenancy of Tom Belcher the pugilist, who did not take over until 1814. Daffy was gin, so called from Daffy's Elixir for infants, to which gin was occasionally added. The Four-in-Hand Club, a group of aristocratic drivers, flourished at the same time.

    
     * William Crockford (1775–1844), founder of the famous gaming club, began life as a fishmonger, and is supposed to have established himself as a professional gambler early in the century when he and his partner in a “hell” won £100,000 in a 24-hour sitting. “Fishmonger's Hall” was the name applied to his various establishments, including the palatial building in St James's Street which he eventually opened in 1827.

    
     * “Walk-er!” A term of disbelief and derision, from John (“Hookey”) Walker, an early time-and-motion expert whose reports were so frequently challenged by workmen that “Walker!” came to signify a tale not to be trusted. (See Dickens' A Christmas Carol.)

    
     † This tavern and its proprietor achieved immortality from their mention in the most famous example of boxing literature, Hazlitt's essay, “The Fight”. It was at the Hole-in-the-Wall that the writer “got the office” about the contest between Bill Neate, “the Bristol Bull”, and Tom Hickman, “the Gasman”, on December 10, 1821.

    
     * James Salter, servant to Sir Hans Sloane, set up as a barber and coffee-house proprietor in Cheyne Walk, Chelsea, in 1695. Part of his shop was a museum of curiosities presented by Sloane and others, and although this collection was sold off at the end of the eighteenth century, the premises continued to be used as a tavern, and retained the old name of “Don Saltero's” bestowed on Salter by one of his patrons, possibly Richard Steele. The building was pulled down in 1866; it was on the site of 18, Cheyne Walk.

   

  

 
  

  

  

   

   
    
    WILLIAM HAZLITT,

     essayist, critic,
and journalist
   

   “I would not miss it for the salvation of mankind,” said Lord Fopping-ton when he heard that Lady Teaser's case was to come before the Lords, and so said I to myself as I left the Holborn Castle on the fine evening of Monday the 13th of July and set my course for Leicester Square. For mine host, the incomparable Gregson, having served me a dish of the mutton-chops for which his hospitable board is justly famed, and whispered me “the office” that the scene of next day's action would be Tothill Fields, where the dark powers of Africa would contend with the sturdy force of our own Gloucestershire, I exclaimed: “I'll be hanged if I don't go directly to view this American prodigy of Richmond's, and whet my appetite for the battle.” My education was so far wanting that, though well versed in the lore and language of the Fancy, and ever eager for the conversation of those students and professors of the green fairy circle, I had never seen a fight, but now, having heard in Bob's house that the celebrated Elias (known as “Dutch” Sam from his preference for the “juniper”, so Toms tells me) had been down to the Horse and Dolphin to test the newly come Black Ajax, and had pronounced him “a rum 'un to fib” (which translates as a formidable fellow), I was resolved to see this portent in the dusky flesh, come what might.

   It will be a battle royal, thinks I, and hugged myself in anticipation, for if this Molineaux can win “golden opinions” of such a fearsome gladiator as Dutch Sam, of whom Cropley said that he had rather stand half an hour's milling from Tom Belcher than five minutes of the Jew's punishment, then, I told myself, he should be worth an early rise and a hasty breakfast to see. He is reputed a hammering fighter, and his Bristol opponent the gamest of the game, so it will be Hannibal against Scipio

   
    “and damn'd be him that first cries ‘Hold, enough!’ ”

   Oh, ye philosophers and critics, who hold with Suetonius that the pen is mightier than the blade, spare a thought for those whose weapon is the humble fist. Disdain not the honest pugilist who fights with Nature's arms as beneath your notice, but consider that when he fibs his adversary's nob or causes his claret to flow upon the turf, “making the green one red”, he strikes with the spirit and bravery of his fore-fathers at Crecy and Agincourt, and inflicts no hurts one-tenth as deep as you with your acid judgments and corroding pens.

   But enough of reflection. I was going down Long Acre, wishing I had some companion to share my enthusiasm and the fantasies of sporting discussion, when I saw ahead of me a tall robust man with a swinging stride, heading west. I know that one, thinks I, and coming up with him saw that it was indeed Mr Gully. I blessed my luck to have encountered of all men the one acknowledged the best judge of the Noble Art, and pressed him to come with me. I was determined, I said, to form my opinion of the African beforehand, and hear what the amateurs had to say, to see how our judgments were borne out in the ring. He laughed, and said the opinions of the amateurs were not worth stale snuff. “They think because the black is two inches shorter and so many pounds lighter, it may tip the scale, but that's nothing to the fighting men,” says he. “The Fancy have no imagination. They judge of what has been, and can't conceive of what is to be. The Bristol Man has won a mill or two in the West Country, while the black, I'm told, has not yet been out, so the leg-men cry up the odds against him, and the amateurs take fright. It is all gammon; wait till they come to the mark.”

   I took this to heart, for Mr Gully is the most cool and sensible of men, with an unbiassed discretion, and no slave to his passions in these matters. I asked was he not curious to see Molineaux beforehand, and he smiled and shook his head, saying he would wait till he was within the ropes. I told him Dutch Sam's opinion, and he said Sam was a comedian. – “But for all that, you can take his word for a fighter's bottom against all the prejudices and pedantic notions of the Fancy.” Richmond would not risk Captain Flashman's money if it were not a sure thing, he added. “What! Is Mad Buck behind the Moor?” said I. “That must put a damper on the Bristol faction, surely.” He seemed to doubt this, saying their loyalty would last while the odds were on their man, whoever his opponent's patron might be. We shook hands, agreeing “to meet at Philippi”, and I went alone to the Horse and Dolphin, primed with the best opinion in the world, and ready to share it with each and every. It's the devil for any one to tell me a secret, or share his thoughts with me, for if they are worth repeating, they are sure to come out. The public ear is too great a temptation to me.

   There was a great press in Richmond's parlour, and a prodigious noise, some singing, some discussing the house's beef pies and porter, and all talking of the fight. A large fellow with a bottle nose was holding forth that Molineaux, being new to the country, must be at a disadvantage from the London air and his change of diet from America, where black men were given nothing but roots. Dismal talk in Richmond's house, and not to the liking of his listeners, so I told them air and diet had nothing to do with it. “You have no imagination,” says I to Bottle Nose. “You judge of what has been, and have no conception of what is to be.” “There's profundity, d—d if it isn't!” cries another. “You're a student of Kant, sir, don't deny it. What'll you have, brandy or champagne or anything at all?” A little man in a corduroy weskit waxed facetious over Kant and cant, which delighted the many at Bottle Nose's expense, who swore he would not stand it, and offered to stove in the ribs of any man in the place. This is not what I came for, thinks I; jollity and mirth by all means, but I'll see the black or forfeit my head. Accordingly I made my way through the press, “sweaty nightcaps” and all, and by the exercise of some agility won through to the yard behind, where the object of my quest came in view, displaying his manly form at the weights, to the admiration of the Corinthians.

   Ladies, you have never seen an African warrior! The poor personations of fancy, the sooty figures of Astley's or Drury Lane, are but caricatures, vain pantomime imitations when compared with the reality. The black boys who proffer your morning chocolate, or keep your train from the muddy cobbles, are pygmies to the Anteas who now dwells at the Horse and Dolphin. This is the Noble Savage tamed, yet not so tame that he will not strike terror in the boldest who must meet him in the ring. Molineaux indeed is no giant in height, but his shoulders are those of Atlas, his limbs are glossy ebony perfection of grace and power, his carriage a model of primitive nobility. True, his features are homely. As Toms might say, they would stop the clock, but their mobility is remarkable, changing from a smile “to dazzle the eye” to a terrible aspect that would become Prester John in majesty enthroned.

   
    So frowned the mighty combatants, that hell Grew darker at their frown.

   

   “Confound me if I ever saw an uglier dial.” Thus Bottle Nose at my elbow, who it seemed had either followed me in disgust at finding no challengers in the tap, or perhaps because they were too many. “Well,” says he, “when the Bristol Man has improved his looks for him, he may still drive a profit scaring crows.” There's a nice conceit, thinks I, and would have advised him not to dismiss the black's chances for being two inches shorter and a few pounds lighter, when all conversation was brought to a stop by Egan's asking the black hero how he would treat Burrows the Bristol Man in the morning. Sooty Tom gave a great grin and said he would knock the wind out of him so hard he would be glad to get back in his burrow again. This amused the groundlings, whose laughter inspired Molineaux to caper and rain blows upon the fibbing-bag, saying he would rattle his ribs so – and so! – and so!

   “It ain't manly, it's not fighter-like,” says my Bardolph of the Bottle Nose. “If he is so sure (which he can't be) the less said about it the better.” I believe Richmond thought so, too, for he is one “that bears his sable honours meekly”. He took Black Tom by the arm, saying he must go to bed, and they bade the company good-night to great cheering. “Well, confidence is half the battle,” said the wit in the corduroy weskit. “Aye, but only half,” said Bottle Nose, “and he may get a rare drubbing in the other part of it. The black's a bag of wind.” “He may blow your chap back to Bristol,” says the weskit. “Let him vapour and swagger all he likes,” contends Bottle, “your best men are always the most modest, and I'll lick anyone who thinks otherwise!” The other, who knew well how to enrage and placate by turns, kept his antagonist adroitly in play, until the discussion became general, whereupon all returned to the parlour to pass the night in “loud and furious fun”.

   Having satisfied my curiosity by seeing the Moor, and wishing to compare my impressions with those around me, I joined readily in their debate, first as interlocutor and presently, with the warmth of Richmond's hospitable fire and the soothing potency of his rum shrub, as attentive auditor. There is no contentment so complete as that which comes from convivial company, a topic of mutual interest, comfortable surrounds, and a sufficiency of pleasant but not too inebriating refreshment, the whole compound being given a teinture piquante by the reflection that we would be better in bed. My lodgings seemed unconscionably distant, the streets between might be alive with pads and buz-gloaks, Oliver I was certain must be out of town, and had not my dearest Sarah cautioned me against the night air which she was sure must give me a chill? Thinks I, I'll be hanged if I stir a foot, when I can pass the night here among these good companions, and if their conversation and mine host's fire become too heated, there's the back parlour where I can lie snug and peaceful as if I were at Winterslow, and be on hand to join the Moor's caravan for Tothill Fields in the morning. Why, there shall be no need of early rising, and I'll break my fast at leisure upon Richmond's best!

   And so to bed (on the back parlour couch) I went presently, and dreamed of grinning blackamoors who grimaced and glared their adversaries to submission, and woke with sunshine on my face. I peeped out to find the main parlour empty but for a maid who scrubbed the floor. “What, no one up yet?” “Why, sir, master's up and gone these four hours past, with Black Tom to the fight, and the gentlemen with them.” “What, gone! and I, like Enobarbus, have made the night light with drinking, and slept day out of countenance? It will all be over and done by now!” She was sure it would be, and that Tom must have won, having all the prayers of the fair sex of the Horse and Dolphin riding pillion on his dusky shoulders, and her own three-farthings which Mister Jones had promised to wager on him at judicious odds.

   I cursed my folly and ill-luck together. This is what comes of late hours and eye-water, and listening to the babbling of fools without imagination, says I. Seeing the little slavey's alarm at my outburst, I said, well, one hope disappointed is enough for the day. “Let me see, if Tom has milled over his man, and the odds were, say, six to one against him, your three-farthings will have brought you fourpence-ha'penny – I'm sure that's right – which with your stake will be fivepence-farthing. But if he has taken a melting, why, my dear, you're off Point Nonplus. Here's a shilling to cover your loss, if loss it be, and if you would win favour in the eyes of Heaven, the next time a gentleman sleeps in of a fight morning, then do thou strike and spare not, and he will bless thee, child, as one waking to Gabriel's trump.”

   She ran away with her face in her apron, but taking the “bob” with her. I went in search of traffic for Peck Alley, as Toms would say, my mind running on “Lilliput chickens boil'd, and hams that flit in airy slice” as consolation. But I'll see a fight one of these days, I vowed, “or aile lig i' the grund for it”, which at least will spare me the vexation of waking to dashed hopes in Richmond's back parlour.

   CAPTAIN BUCKLEY FLASHMAN,

    resumed

   
    Tom's first fight, against Burrows the Bristol Man – lord love you, 'twas no fight at all. A formality, sir, a spectacle, arranged by that most prudent of managers, Bill Richmond. What's that – was it a cross? Burn your impudence, no such thing! D'ye think I'd touch a queer mill? That'll cost you another bottle o' red tape for effrontery. A cross, indeed!

   No, my green companion, I mean that once Richmond knew he had a promising chicken in Molineaux (at my prompting, you recall), he made sure the lad was seen to advantage in his first bout. Which meant choosing the right opponent for him to beat: some hulking lout who didn't know cream from cider but had won a few mills out o' Town, and would be strong and stupid enough to endure a sound thrashing and show a fine gory figurehead afterwards – science ain't in it with blood when it comes to raising cheers from the mob, you see. The Bristol Man answered to perfection; he was the victim, Tom the executioner. But there was naught smoky about it. 'Twas cut-and-dried inevitable, that's all.

   Confound it, don't ye know that's how a fighter's name is built, by choosing good matches that he's sure to win, and catch the Fancy's fancy, eh? If he starts underdog, so much the better for him – and for profit. Richmond was fly to that, bragging Tom's prowess while admitting the Bristol Man's advantages of weight and height, and seeing to it that word got about from Dutch Sam how in breathing Tom he'd been warned to steer clear of his upper works – aha, said the wiseacres, that must be the nigger's weak spot. Consequence? Seven to four on the Bristol Man the night before the fight, with Bill sighing and wagging his foxy grey head as he took the bets. As Molineaux's patron I was bound to back him handsomely, so I spread a few hundred judiciously among the legs, and looked forward to further investment at the ringside. Oh, they don't call it the Noble Art for nothing!

   
    In truth, though, money was the least of it for me. If anything was needful to confirm me in the front rank of the sporting ton, 'twas to be sponsor to a top-notch pug, and I'd seen enough on my visits to the Nag to be sure that my first judgment of Tom had been sound. Pad Jones had brought him on famously, and while I doubted he'd ever be in Cribb's parish, I knew he'd do me credit.

   I took my own way to the ground that Tuesday morning, though, for while some Corinthians were used to drive their fighters to the field, and make a great proprietary show, it always looked dam' vulgar to me, and we Flashmans are devils for good taste. I was sure Richmond's caravan would go by Whitehall and Parliament Street to catch the public eye and join with the common herd coming over the Horse Ferry, so I tooled my curricle sedately through the Park to James Street, and who should be on the corner of Castle Lane, hunting for a jarvey and getting nowhere, but Pierce Egan. Better than the town crier, thinks I, for while he wrote the sorriest stuff, he had the public ear and would puff Tom far and wide.
     *

   I took him up, and he made a desk of his hat on his knee and scribbled as we bowled along past the Artillery Ground.

   “Hark to this, Buck,” says he familiarly. “‘Unknown, unnoticed, unprotected and uninformed, the brave Molineaux arrived in England’. How's that for a lead paragraph, eh?”

   “Masterly,” says I. “Leigh Hunt must look to his laurels.”

   “But who is Molineaux, that's the point? Richmond is close as an oyster, and Blackee himself don't gab to be understood. Pad Jones says he was a slave in America – is it so?”

   I told him it was, and how Tom had won his freedom.

   “Oh, that's rare! ‘Broke the shackles with his iron fist …”’ says he, pencil flying. “Here, though, we must play up the African warrior. His father wasn't a chief, I suppose? No? Well, I have it! … ‘Descended from a warlike hero, who had been the conquering pugilist of America …’ H'm … what the dooce brought him to England, d'ye know?”

   “Wants to be champion, I believe.”

   “Ye don't say! I must have Cribb's opinion on that …” Scribble, scribble. “‘Britain attracted his towering disposition … left his native soil in quest for glory … raging seas were no impediment to his heroic views …’ There's a happy phrase, I think … ‘Now offers himself, a rude, unsophisticated savage –’ No, come, that won't do. ‘Stranger’, I think, not ‘savage’ … mustn't alarm our fair readers. Aye, ‘Now offers himself to the patrons of that manly sport which instils valour in England's hardy sons and gives stability to the national character …’ Capital stuff !” says Pierce. “Now, then, no secret you're his patron. Why, Buck?”

   “Born a slave,” says I. “My family's always been dead against it. Grandfather spent his life … ah, helping niggers to better themselves. Well, there you are.” I gave a modest shrug. “Don't need to play that up, though.”

   “ ‘Patron of freedom!’ ” cries the Grub Street oaf, scribbling like a thing demented. He was babbling about “a dusky hand stretched out to tear the fistic laurels from Britannia's brow” when we rolled into Tothill Fields, which was a sizeable meadow in those days, 'tween Chelsea and the river. This being a minor mill, there was no outer ring or stage, but several hundred were gathered about the ropes, and groups of people were hurrying down from the Horse Ferry Road. There were a number of carriages already there, and among their occupants were Saye and Sele, Alvanley, Sefton (come to see his sooty namesake uphold the family honour, no doubt), Cripplegate Barrymore, and various Four-in-Handers. I raised my whip to their hails, and wheeled in by the ring, the commonalty cheering and making room.

   Tom was by the ropes, wrapped in a greatcoat, with Richmond and Pad Jones, and at the other corner stood the Bristol Man, Burrows, stripped and sporting a torso and arms that would have done Hercules credit, a great tow-headed ruffian grinning all over his yokel face as he spoke to his second – and when I saw who that was I bore up sharp, I can tell you. Richmond had made a point, you remember, of the Bristol Man's having the “right” second … no, no, I shan't name him, just yet. Richmond meant it for a surprise, and so do I.

   “Not a beak in sight,” says Egan, hopping down. “Well, it ain't a big enough turn-up to disturb the peace. Hollo, there's Crocky! Well, old fellow, what price, then?”

   “Five to four Bristol,” says Crockford, tipping his tile to me and leering all over his pasty face. “G'day, captain. Here's Lord Barrymore offerin' a thousand 'gainst your black. What's your pleasure?”

   “At those odds I'll take it all,” says I. “Why've they dropped?”

   “They've seen your man,” says he, and I saw that Tom had shed his coat, and the mob were craning to look and gasping in excitement. “Ah,” says Crocky, all knowing, “they've seen some blackamoors before, but none like that, I'll lay!”

   Damme, he was right, for Tom shone in the morning sun like an ebony statue, flexing his splendid arms, and when he skipped it was like some savage war dance. The mob cheered, and Crocky shook his head.

   “Evens in a moment, at least. Aye, I thought so – three to two Molineaux! You was just in time, captain!”

   The legs were racing about, crying the late odds and jotting in their readers, as the two men ducked through the ropes and took their handlers' knees. There was no weighing, as at the big mills, but Jackson called out Tom at thirteen two, and the Bristol Man unstated. When they came to scratch, and it was seen how large Bristol bulked against Tom, and half a head higher, the odds went back to evens, and Crock-ford laughed as the legs scampered harder than ever.

   Then Jackson called for silence, and the two shook hands and squared off, Bristol planted like an oak, Tom dancing on his toes – and in the hush over Tothill Fields I could hear my heart racing. Oh, I knew it was Tom's fight, but how would he play, how would he shape? When you see your fighter primed and ready, for the first time, you're bound to swallow hard and grip your knees. Jackson nodded to the time-keepers, called “Set to!” and they went at it.

   Well, they breed game men in Gloucestershire, and had need to that morning, for I never saw a more one-sided melting. Tom made no play at a distance, but bore straight in at half-arm and used the other's body as a drubbing-bag. Burrows could make nothing of him, clumsy and flat on his feet as Tom danced in and out, hitting where he chose and pounding his ribs. His fists went like steam-pistons, too fast to be seen, and when Bristol put in a counter, Tom either took it without wincing or slipped it with ease, hardly bothering to guard or stop. In thirty seconds he scored the first knock-down, doubling Bristol up and flooring him with a muzzling right that travelled a bare six inches. That was Burrows's epitaph, for every round ended alike, Tom flipping him to the body and practising on his nob till he fell. Burrows was game; he rushed, and was nailed by Tom's left; he tried to hold and throw, and got handfuls of air for his pains.

   It was the plebs's delight, a scientist butchering a clod who was too brave to give in. By twenty minutes Bristol's face was a bloody swamp, by the half-hour he was reeling like a soused sailor, but fib as Tom might he could not put the brute away. Time and again the rounds ended with Bristol bleeding on the grass and crawling back to his second's knee, but at every call of “Time!” he would come staggering back to scratch, spouting gore like a fountain, but grinning and trying to raise his fists. Tom knocked him into the ropes, and he hung there helpless, but when Tom appealed to Jackson – and got a rare huzza from the mob – the Bristol Man heaved up again, and it was nigh on an hour before he went down for the last time, and lifted a hand in surrender. Tom had not a mark on him, but I saw Pad Jones making earnest examination of his fists, which must have been the sorest part of him.

   Then it was all “Hurra for the black!”, with hats in the air and a surge of people about Tom clapping his shoulder, vowing he was a slasher and a pounder and God knows what. He and the Bristol Man flung their arms about each other, Pad Jones tried to get Tom into his coat, Bill Richmond nodded like a man well content, and Tom embraced 'em both and began to caper, beaming and chortling with his arms in the air, skipping in that plantation dance-step that would soon be known all over Town. I beckoned him, and he pranced over to the curricle with Pad and Richmond at his heels.

   “Well done, Tom, my boy,” says I. “How are you?”

   “Say, Ah's fit's a fiddle, fresh an' easy, Cap'n Buck!” cries he, with the sauciest grin. Hollo, it used to be “Cap'n”, or “Mass' Buck”, with a respectful bob, but what the devil, he'd just won his first mill, and in slashing style, too. “Say, but he weren't nuthin', nuthin' at all! Reckon Ah fibbed him down real good! Hey, Pad, am Ah a miller? You bet Ah am! What you say, Bill Richmond? You bring on yo' Gregsons an' yo' Tom Belchers, an' Ah show you! Yeah, bring on yo' Tom Cribb!”

   “Ye think so?” says Richmond, with an odd glint in his eye. He looked back at the ring, over the heads of the cockneys cheering about the curricle. “Tell ye what, Tom, you jus' rest here wi' the Cap'n awhile. He'll give you a seat, won't ye, sir? Up with you, now. You jus' set right there, boy, an' keep your eyes on Pad an' me, 'cos we got somethin' to show you.”

   I didn't know what he was about, but Richmond never did anything without good reason, so I let Tom sit by me, swathed in his coat, full of brag and ginger, begging a swig of the “cool Nantz” from my flask, toasting me familiarly as “Cap'n Buck!” and so uncommon pleased with himself, as he waved to the mob and whinnied his infectious black laugh, that I couldn't take offence. Farewell to our humble, shuffling sambo, I thought, and why not, for he's a figure now, for all the man he's thrashed is no more than a stalwart pudding.

   Cripplegate limped up, snarling his congratulations like the charming loser he was and swearing our wager had been at evens, not five to four. I didn't heed him, for a strange scene was being played before my eyes. The crowd were dispersing, the stakes and ropes being removed, and Jones and Richmond were approaching the little knot of folk round the Bristol Man, who sat on the grass counting his teeth through a mouth that was like a gaping wound, while his bottle-holder sponged the blood from his shattered face.

   His second stood by, turning as Richmond and Pad approached; he smiled and held out his hand; then his face fell and the hand was withdrawn.

   They were too far to be heard, but Richmond was shouting, and suddenly he slapped the second's face and squared up – and in a twinkling the second shot a left at his head, and Bill was sent sprawling. Pad Jones dodged in, letting fly a fist. The second slipped it almost lazily, and as Richmond jumped up and bore in on his other side, the second upper-cut him and in the same moment his other fist knocked Jones clean off his feet. It was over in an instant, the two of 'em grassed, and the second shrugging and turning away to see to his principal.

   Beside me Tom grunted and half-started up, staring as Richmond and Jones climbed to their feet and came back to us, Richmond none too steady and Pad nursing his peeper.

   “You see that, Tom?” cries Richmond, out of breath. “You see what that big cove did to me an' Pad, swattin' us off like we's flies? Did ye see his hands move, 'cos I swear I didn't!” He felt his jaw tenderly. “Damme if he ain't loosed a couple o' my dice! Well, I wanted you to see that, Tom, so you can study that man, that big good-lookin' file wi' the curly hair, who put down two 'sperienced millers without shiftin' his feet, even! 'Cos he's the feller you came 'cross the herrin' pond for, my boy! That's Tom Cribb.”

   It was no news to me, of course, but now I saw what Richmond had been at. He'd picked the Bristol Man as Tom's adversary because he was a prime chopping-block, but also because he knew that Cribb, being from Bristol, always turned out to lend a knee to a fellow-townie, however humble; that was Cribb's sort. And Richmond had picked a quarrel (some gammon about a foul blow, I believe) so that Tom should have a glimpse of the Champion at work.

   “So there ye are,” says Bill. “You seen him, but, boy, you ain't felt him! Well, what d'ye say now?”

   Tom's great lips had gaped at the mention of the name, and he frowned as though puzzled to see the man at last. “That Tom Cribb?” growls he. “The Champeen of Englan' – that him?”

   “The one and only,” says Pad.

   Tom stared for a moment, and then looked sly, glancing sidelong and rolling his eyes in comical fashion.

   “Well, my-my!” crows he. “So that's Tom Cribb! Why, he looks a right nice feller. Ain't you 'shamed, Bill Richmond, pickin' on a quiet 'spectable gen'man like that? Ain't you larned no manners?” He gave his deep darkie chuckle. “Well, Ah guess he larned you an' Pad, silly ol' men, baitin' a champeen thataway! Oh, oh, oh!” cries he, giving a great shudder and clasping his coat about him. “Cap'n Buck, Ah's catchin' cold a-settin' here! Cain't we go home, Cap'n Buck, an' leave these foolish pe'sons 'fore they starts mo' brawlin'? Ah's powe'ful cold, cap'n, Ah's a-shiverin' suthin' painful!” And damned if he didn't contort his grotesque face in a mighty wink at me.

   “Damn your eyes!” splutters Richmond, struggling for speech, at which Tom fairly cackled with mirth, and I judged it best to wheel the curricle away and remove this eccentric insolent nigger before Bill, stamping in fury, burst his bounds. Damned if I knew what to make of Molineaux and his antics (and still don't) but as we threaded our way through the multitude streaming towards the Horse Ferry, and I was preparing to shout the starch out of him, he forestalled me with another of his plantation guffaws.

   “That Bill Richmond! Tryin' to skeer po' li'l Tom wi' that foolishness! Aimin' to teach the sassy nigguh a lesson, ho-ho!”

   “Not before time, I think! Now, see here, Tom–”

   “Why, Cap'n Buck, Ah knowed 'twas Cribb f'm the fi'st!” He was grinning like the dam' sunrise. “Ah see his picksher on the wall in that Don Saltero's cawfy-house, din't have to ask who 'twas, 'cos 'tis bigger'n all th'other spo'tin' pickshers. An' the way he eyed me today when Ah's millin' the Bristol Man – he studyin' me real close, Ah see that.” He exploded with mirth. “Hoo-hey, an' ol' Bill gits hisself floo'ed for nuthin', an' Pad gits a shiner!”

   “I'll be damned!” says I, astonished and trying not to laugh. “Well, ye've seen Cribb with his hands up, at all events. You can thank Richmond for that.”

   “Din't tell me nuthin',” says this amazing aborigine. “Allus knowed Tom Cribb mus' be a top-notchah, 'thout seein' him flip Bill an' Pad so easy. Big man, fibs real sweet. Sho', Ah seen him.” He waved to the cheering louts running behind as we bore up towards the Greycoat School, and settled back with a contented sigh, black phiz beaming. “An' he's seen me.”

   So that, my industrious inquirer, was his first fight, and I trust you've sense enough to see that the change it wrought in Tom was a sight more remarkable than the mill itself. It was like taking the hood off a hawk: he'd stood up in an English ring, against a white pug, tested his skill and strength, heard the screaming worship of the crowd, and got thoroughly drunk with bounce and conceit. More than that, he tasted the first fruits of victory in hard money … but I'll tell you about that when you've done your duty with the brandy … fill up, man, I won't dissolve!

   There was a mighty crush at the Nag to toast his triumph: the swell crowd with Alvanley, Sefton, and Mellish to the fore, lesser lights of the Fancy, and the raggle-taggle hoping for free drink from the winning patron. Richmond, half-sour-half-pleased at Tom's showing in the ring and his antics afterwards, handed him the subscription purse of forty guineas, to which I added a cool hundred – I cleared three thou' in stakes on the fight, and Bill a hundred or two – and our sable hero was so moved that he danced before the counter, snapping his fingers and singing a darkie jubilee, to wild applause. Then he spread the rhino on the table, roaring to the customers to admire it, tucking flimsies into the bosoms of the tap-wenches (all of whom had backed him with their ha'pence), and calling for drink for the company. I put a stop to that, reminding Bill it must be to my account, and damme if Tom didn't claim priority until Bill spoke a sharp word in his ear, at which he had the sense to pocket his blunt with a show of boisterous comedy that still had a gleam of defiance in it.

   There was no damping him, though. When Egan quizzed him, scribbling away, about the Bristol Man, our gladiator dismissed him with a wave, and announced that he was ready to back himself with his newly-gotten winnings against any pug, light or heavy, in the country. “They sayin' Mistah Jem Belcher an' Mistah Gregson retired!” cries he. “Guess they knows what's good for 'em, but ifn they gits tired ale-drapin', Ah's heah!” Dutch Sam was “on'y a lightweight, an' Ah reckon he's too well 'quainted wi' this already!” sporting his right to renewed cheering. “What's that? You say Mistah Tom Cribb was at the mill today? Well, lan' sakes, think o' that! He ain't heah now, is he, 'cos Ah'd sho' like to interdooce maself !” Both fists flourished, with great grinning and eye-rolling, and the welkin fairly rang. The Corinthians laughed, the common herd hurrah'd and raised their pots, the Cyprians pressed about him, and one bold painted trollop begged to feel his biceps, squealing with admiration. Tom stood like a beaming black colossus in the midst of it, planting smacking kisses on the titters who clung to either arm, detaching himself only to quaff the magnum of fizz which Alvanley had presented; he did it by clapping the bottle to his lips and draining it, while the mob cheered and stamped, and having gasped for breath, demanded: “Can Tom Cribb drink thataway, hey?”

   “Wonderful what a good mill can do, eh, cap'n?” says Pad Jones.

   “Dam' nigger mouth!” growls Richmond. “To hear him ye'd think he'd beat Broughton!”

   “Why, Bill, it's but fighter's talk,” says Mellish, who had come to our corner. “He's only a black child, man, after all.”

   “'E ain't that childish,' says Pad, and I saw he had a grim eye on Tom and the mollishers, who were now paying attention to Tom's thigh muscles and screaming when he demanded, with roaring ho-ho's, to return the compliment.

   “Bit of a mutton-monger, I shouldn't wonder,” laughs Mellish. “Well, Pad, you'll just have to prime him with raw eggs, stout and oysters, what?”

   Then Sefton called for silence, and pledged Tom as “the newly-come American hero” who had made such an auspicious entry to the English ring, and must, he did not doubt, add lustre to the laurels of our grand old game – which I thought damned handsome of him – and the toast was drunk with three times three. Sefton shook his hand, and I heard Richmond curse under his breath when Tom took it, bold as you please, man-to-man, and clapped Sefton on the shoulder (at which my noble earl raised an eyebrow, with a glance at his collar to see that Tom's sooty daddle hadn't creased Scott's best superfine). I saw Alvanley's lips twitch, and Mellish muttered “I say!”, while Richmond ground his teeth.

   You see, there was a nice etiquette in the Fancy, where the highest in the land were on terms with the pugs – why, they drank together, and sparred together, and gossiped together, easy enough, in a way that foreigners with their rigid distinctions could make nothing of. But there was a line that neither ever crossed. The Quality never condescended, and the pugs never presumed; each respected the other, and kept his station. Tom, blast his impudence, treated Sefton as an equal, and I knew, from the cock of his woolly head, and the look in his bloodshot eye, that he knew better. Dammit, he knew what he was, and what Sefton was, and he'd seen enough at the Nag and Blower, where the classes mingled, to know how peers and pugs conducted themselves. But his victory, the plaudits, and the consciousness of what he, Tom Molineaux, was and might become, had gone to his head altogether. I'd seen the beginnings of this intoxication after the mill, in his familiarity to me, his amusement at Richmond's expense, his roaring and bragging celebration, and now in his “Why, that's fine, milord, that's jus' fine!” as he slapped Sefton on the back. Richmond could have killed him, and I resolved to be elsewhere when he spoke his mind to our cocksure gladiator, for I guessed he'd get only sauce in return, and 'twould do my dignity no good to be on hand. So when Sefton and the other swells took their leave, I too brushed, leaving Tom to his boozy revels among the mollishers, Richmond preparing to pitch into him, and Pad Jones looking decidedly blue.

   The fact was, I didn't mind. I'd got unto myself a fighter who'd be the talk of the Town, and if he chose to give himself airs or kick up larks, why, the Town would talk all the more. A prize pug, and a black one at that, who tweaked the Quality by his presumption, would be a novelty, and a refreshing one – not least to me, for when you've had to scheme your way into the ton it's capital fun to see those who were born to it having their fine feathers ruffled. I promised myself some quiet amusement in parading Tom through the haunts of sporting fashion – well, I might be his backer, but I wasn't to be held accountable for his manners.

   If soldiering teaches you anything, it's to lose no time, aim high, and strike boldly, so before bedtime I sent a note to my old cricketing acquaintance, George Brummell, begging his assistance in a toggery matter, which I was certain must fetch him. Sure enough, he rolled up to my rooms in South Street at eleven the next morning, exquisite as always, yawning and demning the dem' dawn, and I drove him round to the Nag, confronted him with Tom, and told him what was afoot.

   “Gad's me life!” says he, dropping his eye-glass in disbelief. “You want my advice in rigging out that? Buckley, have you no mercy, dammit? At this time of day, too, without warning! Richmond, a glass of brandy! I feel quite loose!”

   “He ain't that frightsome,” says I, although Tom was showing the effect of his night's mop, red-eyed and shocking seedy. “And you won't find a finer figure for a swell case anywhere, I'll be bound. Which shall it be, George – Scott or Weston?”

   
    He choked on his brandy. “It's a dreadful dream,” says he. “Curse me if curried lobster ever passes my lips again.” He took another shot of his glass at Tom, who was glowering like Apollyon. “No, begad, he's real! Quel visage! My dear Buckley, are you mad, or castaway entirely? Who in his right mind could present that monstrosity to Weston or Scott?”

   “Nobody but Brummell,” says I. “Come, George, forget his phiz and consider the rest of him. Why, he's a snyder's delight. Anyway, it's for a lark. And Scott would tog out a Barbary ape if you gave the word.”

   “A happy comparison,” says he, but his lips twitched; he was all for fun, in his quiet way, and the kindest soul alive. “But I'll be shot ere I drive down the Grand Strut with him.” He hopped down, shook hands with Tom, complimented him on his victory – trust George to be beforehand with the whiz – and walked slowly round him, quizzing up and down. “Dam' fine leg, but those Guardee shoulders will need accommodation. Aye, Weston, I think; his sleeves are altogether inspired these days, and we'll catch him while the fit lasts.”

   So to Weston we went, and such was the power of George's name that they never blinked an eye. Under his supervision they measured and chalked and pinned and jotted their notes, and Tom, who had been so full of buck the day before, stood mute and wary in their midst, while Brummell discussed collars and pockets and buttons, and how the pantaloons must fit like a skin and yet give complete freedom of movement, to which Weston's minions nodded and exclaimed in reverence as though it had been the Sermon on the Mount. I stood it for about an hour, by which time George's coat was off and the floor was knee deep in paper and bolts of cloth, and one little snyder was in tears and ready to fall on his scissors. I suspect they were still at it by candlelight, and to some tune, for when they screwed him into the duds next day Tom was the bangest-up Corinthian you ever saw. The coat was a marvel of pale grey superfine – I'd thought a red or blue would have suited, but Brummell swore there wasn't another rig of that peculiar grey between Soho and the Serpentine.

   “Except his Royal Highness's,” says the snyder-in-chief, in a voice of doom.

   “Cut by Scott, so it don't signify,” says George. “Now, then, the neckcloth … Waterfall, Mail Coach, Osbaldeston – no, demned if I don't make him one of my own! The Molineaux, begad! Ah, Tom, Tom, you'll live in song and story!”

   That was a sight, Beau Brummell, the dandy of dandies, arranging Tom's neckercher, folding and twitching and stepping back to consider before adjusting a crease just so, and that dreadful blackamoor map grinning above the snowy linen. For now that he had grown used to being in a tailor's shop (where I'll swear he'd never been before) he was back in his cheerfuls again, craning to observe his reflection and giving little chuckles of pleasure. And didn't he cut a figure, just, for if Nature had played him scurvy in the feature department, she'd done him proud beneath the neck; I never saw a frame better designed for the snyder's art, with those splendid shoulders and neat waist, and when he stood forth with Weston's superfine showing never a crease, his white pantaloons tight to perfection, the top boots gleaming, and George's creation billowing beneath his chin, the minions were in raptures, and Brummell admitted that he might very well do.

   “Demned if I ever saw a neater fit beneath the shoulder,” drawls he, “and that's the sticking point, eh, Weston? Very creditable, quite in the – good Gad!”

   He went pink, for in considering the rig-out he'd fallen into his critical pose, head back, one foot forward, and tapping a finger on his chin – and damned if Tom wasn't doing likewise. Like all blacks, he was a born mimic, and 'twas the most comical sight to see those two immaculate figures viewing each other identical, the pale fine-featured Corinthian head on one, and the grinning black savage on t'other. George threw up a hand in surprise, Tom did the same, George turned to me, Tom followed suit, and George burst out laughing.

   “I'll be demned! I say, Buckley, don't for any favour give him an eye-glass, for if he sports it at our swells I swear there'll be a revolution! And no hat, mind, or the effect will be spoiled. Now, he's all yours, my boy! I'll leave you to stump the pewter. Well done, Weston! Good day to ye, Tom, and keep your chin clear o' that neckercher!”

   Tom swept him a most elegant bow, crying: “'Bliged t'ye, Mistah Brummell!” and preened himself before the mirror, turning this way and that to admire the hang of the tails, and all as to the manner born. I had the deuce of a job to get him out of the shop.

   
    Native sense warned me that I'd be best not to exhibit my protege in the Park at the “bitching hour” of five, when all the Quality turned out to see and be seen. Ten years later, in the Tom-and-Jerry days, when the vulgar horde had come West with a vengeance, and the Park was a jamboree of both nobility and flash, dukes and tradesmen, town tabbies and trollops, it would have suited, but not in the war time. The Park then was exclusive to the ton, and the commonalty kept clear of it in the afternoon when the titles promenaded in fashionable array to gossip and sneer, the bucks on their bits of blood and the ladies in their vis-a-vises. The gargoyle frontispiece of blackamoor Tom, attired in Weston's finest, would have been decidedly outre in that company – I shuddered at the thought of encountering Queen Sarah and her Almack's Amazons, and having my great piccaninny beaming and crying: “Halloo, gals!” So I tooled the curricle discreetly along Park Lane, or Tyburn Lane as my guv'nor used to call it, and into the north end of the Park about noon, when the more select females would still be at their toilettes, and most of the traffic was of the sporting set. I wanted Tom to be seen, you understand, but not so much as to draw frowns.

   He was in capital spirits at first, well pleased with his new togs, beaming affably to the carriages and riders, admiring the fine trees, and exclaiming at the cows and deer browsing by the walks. He attracted much attention, the riders reining up to stare and the carriage females all a-titter and turning their heads. I acknowledged acquaintances, but didn't stop to chat, content to let Tom bask in the world's regard, which he did in gallant style, nodding and waving, and telling me this was “real supernaculous”.

   After a while, he seemed to smile and wave less often, and by the time I wheeled in at Tattersall's Corner he had fallen silent, brooding at his boots. I thought the sight of the Horse Capital of the World, with all its colour and bustle, might revive his interest, but no such thing. It was an auction day, and the enclosure and club-room were crowded with the horsey ton, the bucks and squires with their grooms and tigers, and the great press of jockeys and touts and blacklegs, all come to gossip of turf and hunt and view the four new Persian prads just come from Asia, and wag their heads over the bidding; it was lost on Tom, although he was still the focus of all eyes. I made him known to a few, and he barely grunted; when I pressed him to a glass of arrack and a sandwich, he shook his head; young Dick Tattersall (they call him Old Dick nowadays, by the way) came down from his table all smiles, for he was a keen amateur miller, and anxious to meet the new aspirant, but all he got from Tom was a nod and a mutter.

   I couldn't think what was troubling the brute, but seeing he'd make few friends in his present dumps, I put him aboard again and made for Piccadilly. He continued blue as ever, even when we passed Old Q's house and saw a sight which I was sure must gladden the heart of a lickerish nigger: two of the prettiest little angelics, dressed as Corinthians, hats on blonde curls, sporting their shapes in tail-coats, tight breeches, boots and all, tripping down the steps flourishing their canes and giggling. I remarked on them to Tom, explaining that Old Q was notorious for peculiar debauchery, and the two little winkers had undoubtedly been putting him over the jumps that morning; the surly oaf didn't even look at 'em, so I wheeled into Half-Moon Street and pulled up, out of all patience.

   “What the devil's the matter? Confound it, I fig you out to the nines, drive you through the Park, show you the sights, and ye're as lively as a dead trout. What's wrong, man?”

   “Nuthin',” says he. “Wan' to go home.”

   “What the dooce for? Look here – what's cast you down? Out with it, rot you! What's amiss?”

   He sat hunched in his magnificent coat, clenching his fists, and suddenly burst out in a furious growl:

   “They's laffin' at me! Damn 'em, why's they laffin'? 'Cos Ah's a black man all dressed up? Ah seen 'em, in the Park, an' 'mong the hosses yonder! They's all a-laffin', makin' mock o' Tom Molineaux!” I'll swear there were red sparks in his eyes. “Say – that why you had me decked out in these fancy duds, Mistah Brummell an' all, so they make game o' me? That yo' joke, Cap'n Buck?”

   Vent your heat on me, and you get it back with interest. “Damn your eyes, don't dare take that tone to me! Laughing, were they? And who the hell are you, curse your impudence, that your betters can't laugh if they choose? Count yourself lucky they do, d'ye hear? What d'ye expect, when they see a nigger decked out like the Prince Regent, scowling his black head off? See here, my boy,” says I, “I gave you a swell case to be noticed, to be talked about, because a fighter who ain't in the public eye is nobody, d'ye understand? And I haven't lodged and fed and trained you and brought you on so that you can have the vapours when I show you to the Town!”

   “Whut call they got to laff?” roars he, turning on me. “Ah ain't a … a scarecrow! Nor a dwarf, like in a show!”

   “Ain't you, now? Well, I'm damned! No, you ain't a scarecrow or a dwarf, you're a black pug too big for your blasted breeches! And you're my pug, d'ye hear? Now, Mister Tom Molineaux,” says I, drawing breath and temper, “I've been dam' good to you, because I thought you had something in you, and might make a show in the ring – but if you don't care for it, and are so almighty proud that no one can even look at you, and smile, bigod! – why, then, you can get back to the gutter where you belong! Well?”

   Would you believe it, he wasn't done yet. “Ah ain't goin' be laffed at!” cries he. “They wasn't laffin' yes'day, when Ah mollocated that big lummox! 'Cos o' this, ain't it?” He seized the skirt of his coat and shook it.

   “Tear that, and so help me God I'll take this whip to you!” I was near speechless with fury. “Let it go, d'ye hear? Jesus, man, d'ye know what it cost?” It was past belief, a nigger pup with sensibilities, and I at my wits' end to put sense and reason into him. If I'd not had an interest in his future, I'd have kicked him on to the pavement, shiny buttons, Brummell's cravat and all. I tried a line that I thought might serve.

   “If folk laugh at you, laugh straight back at 'em, blast you! Aye, consider, when they laugh, how you'd serve 'em in a mill! Think of that, hey? Damn my blood if I ever knew such a fellow! Now, look alive, for I'm taking you to a place where I swear you will not be laughed at – not by anyone who signifies, leastways. Sit up, can't ye, and look as pleasant as you know. Smile, you black fool!”

   He stared at me a long moment, mutiny and murder in his eyes, and they did not change as his thick lips twisted in a grin fit to frighten the French. He nodded, and I whipped up, and presently we rolled into Berkeley Square, where I made the circuit twice to test his conduct. The saunterers and promenading ladies stopped to quiz him through their glasses and stare sidelong, and true enough, there was as much disdainful amusement as curiosity in their looks, but the delicate bloom by my side must have taken my words to heart, for he bore it with the lordliest air, reclining at ease and only glancing to right or left, ugly but serene with Brummell's creation billowing beneath his chin. You're hatching something, you bastard, thinks I, but at least his sullens had passed for the moment. I turned the curricle east and we came by the quieter streets to our destination, not far from the Nag and Blower.

   You've seen Blake's famous picture of the Fives Court? It's a nonsense, to be sure, for it shows every great miller and name of the Fancy that ever was, all assembled together (which they never were – why, they even have Molineaux himself, posed and peeled for a bout, and elsewhere Hen Pearce, the Game Chicken, and Bill Warr, who were dead and buried side by side at St Pancras years before Tom came to London), but the general view is right enough. The Fives Court was to boxing what Tattersall's was to horse society: the hub of the universe. Here the Fancy would congregate in the great barn of a building with its galleries and boxes overlooking the roped stages; here the challenges were given and the matches made, the wagers laid and taken, the disputes settled and the benefits held; here you might see the Prince of Wales in hearty discussion with Gentleman Jackson or Bill Richmond; Dutch Sam or Mendoza sparring on the stage while Paddington Jones or John Gully explained the finer points to young Lord Palmerston; Big Bob Gregson, who fancied himself a poet, having his verses conned by Byron himself; Egan in warm dispute with Hazlitt; and everywhere the great buzz of form and weight and training, and who was coming forward among the younger men, or declining among the older, and fight, fight, fight! All gone now, most of 'em leastways, into the shades and Blake's picture.

   As soon as we entered the Court Tom's behaviour was put to the test. Every head turned, and while for the most part the pugs regarded him with shrewd appraisal, there was no denying the looks of the Quality. Amusement, disbelief, contempt, and even disgust were written on every lordly face as they surveyed the nigger in his finery, so outlandish with that grotesque black phiz and woolly pate; there were stifled guffaws, and an outraged whisper of “Weston, bigad, or I'm a Dutchman!” Oh, aye, they were a damned ill-bred lot, the Georgian bucks, beneath their polish – no consideration at all for me, you'll notice, whose man they were sneering at. Much I cared – and neither, seemingly, did Tom, for he kept the indifferent countenance he'd shown in Berkeley Square until Gentleman Jackson (who hadn't earned the name for nothing), came forward to take his hand and bid him smiling welcome, reminding him that he'd umpired the fight the day before, and leading him off to make him known to the millers.

   I looked about for Richmond and Pad Jones, whom I had warned to be on hand. Bill was scowling like a Moor at Communion.

   “That's Mister Brummell's handiwork, I guess! Well, cap'n, pardon the liberty, but I don't like it. That's one nigger who's blowed up high enough already. Cribb's here, did ye know?”

   Sure enough, he was, cracking with his Bristol cronies.

   “What of it, Bill? Are you afraid Tom will challenge him?”

   “I'd not put it by him!” cries Bill. “What I'm 'fraid of is that Cribb'd accept!”

   “It might suit if he did,” says Jones, thoughtful-like. “He ain't fought in a while, an' Tom's in prime condition.”

   “Prime condition?” scoffs Bill. “Your arse in a bandbox! He's beat one third-rater, a bloody farmer wi' two left feet, an' you say it might suit! Talk sense, Pad! Cribb'd swallow him whole!” He glared in Tom's direction. “What for you had him figged out thataway, cap'n? He looks downright foolish!”

   I told him I had heard already on that subject from Tom himself, and had put him in place.

   “Yeah?” says Bill doubtfully. “By your leave, cap'n, I'll bear up yonder 'fore he does any mischief!” And off he went to take Tom's elbow as our novice was borne by Jackson to Cribb's circle and the momentous presentation took place. I drew near, all eyes and ears, in tune with the rest of the company, for Tom's avowed intent in coming to England had been well advertised by Egan, and I didn't doubt that his bragging had reached Cribb's ears.

   D'ye know, 'twas the oddest thing: I believe they liked each other from the first. They made a grand pair, face to face, Cribb the taller by a couple of inches, florid and handsome in his sober broadcloth, Tom with his vast shoulders and trim waist set off by Weston's coat, the long legs muscled like whipcord in the dandy pants. If he'd been impassive before, he was bobbish enough now, paying no heed to the covert smiles about him.

   “How-de-do, Mistah Cribb,” says he, grinning.

   “Glad to know ye, Mister Molineaux,” says Cribb soberly, and they shook hands, lightly enough, no crushing.

   “Come a right long way to …” Tom paused “… to shake yo' hand.”

   Cribb inclined his curly head. “Obliged to ye, I'm sure.”

   “Mister Cribb was second to the Bristol Man yesterday,” says Jackson.

   “Ah know that, suh,” says Tom, beaming at Cribb wider than ever. “You did right well to keep him at scratch so long.”

   Cribb, ever a man of few words, said: “He's game.”

   “He sho'ly is,” says Tom. “Jus' kept a-comin'.”

   Cribb nodded, quite deliberate, and smiled. “Thaat's the way,” says he, in that deep West Country burr, and you could have heard a pin drop as they stood eye to eye, measuring each other, calm and steady. In that long moment, I'll swear, they were away in some place of their own, the Fives Court and the company forgotten, and at last Tom began to chuckle, a gentle bubble of darkie laughter, and Cribb, who wasn't given to mirth as a rule, grinned back at him – and that was when I knew that each liked what he saw, for as one they shook hands again as easy as could be, and now Jackson was steering Tom to another group, with Richmond hovering like a nervous hen, and Pad Jones let out a long breath.

   “Bli'me, cap'n, I'd not ha' been surprised if Tom had planted him a facer! If ye'd heard him last night, swearin' how he'd beat the blood out o' Cribb's carcase when they met, an' see him now, civil as you please. Tell ye what, cap'n, ye never know wi' a nigger, do ye?”

   Indeed you don't, thinks I. Within an hour I'd seen him in so many moods: cock-a-hoop with his new duds, in black fury at being laughed at, silent and thoughtful after I'd dressed him down, and now cheery and at ease with Cribb of all people, when I'd half expected him to challenge the Champion on the spot, and be set down for his pains, but he could not have borne himself better. But I still had the uneasy notion that he was reining in, remembering the sidelong sneers and mocking glances, and biding his time to show 'em that Tom Molineaux was more than a ludicrous black clothes-horse. His opportunity came in an unexpected way.

   In case you don't know about Gentleman John Jackson, I'll tell you – in return for another shove in the mouth … thank'ee. He was no ordinary pug, but decently born and educated, and since he'd resigned the title won from Mendoza fifteen years before he'd done more to raise boxing from the gutter than any man before or since. The noblest in the land frequented his academy in Old Bond Street to learn the Noble Art at his hands, and he was on terms with them all; he was boxing's arbiter and authority, respected for his genteel style as much as for his ringwork – and at that he was still formidable, at the age of forty-two. He'd downed Mendoza in ten minutes, was a lightning hitter, but renowned above all for his defence, of which he gave occasional demonstrations with his famous “handkerchief trick”.

   This was worth going to see. He would put his right foot on a handkerchief, stand with his hands down, and offer a guinea to anyone who could plant a hit on his unguarded head; they mustn't strike his body, and he mustn't move his foot from the kerchief. No one had ever taken a guinea off him.

   Well, this day one of the Corinthians begged him to show the trick; Jackson laughed and shook his head, saying he was too old, but they pressed him, and at last he dropped his handkerchief, took his stand, and invited the young millers to try their hand.

   It was laughable, and wonderful. Man after man stepped forward, squaring up and setting themselves, while Jackson stood with his thumbs in his pockets, and at each sudden blow he would duck or sway aside or pivot on that fixed right foot, and the fists would strike nothing but empty air. Straight lefts, muzzlers, crosses, half-arm digs, down-cuts or upper-cuts, the smiling face would avoid them all, and the pugs sweated and swore and thrashed away while the company roared delighted applause.

   None of the leading men took part, of course, and when some fool called on Cribb to try his luck he didn't trouble even to shake his head. Then some mischievous ass cried for the blackamoor to show his paces, at which Richmond shouted angrily that he'd do no such thing, and Tom grinned and said (with a glance at Cribb, which the Champion ignored) that he'd come to England to fight, not spar. That had them clamouring louder than ever for him to essay a blow at Jackson – hoping the dressy nigger would make a fool of himself.

   “Come on, blackee! Jackson won't hit back, you know!”

   “He ain't as big as the Bristol Man, neither!”

   “A sight harder to fib, though – maybe blackee don't care for that!”

   “Can't bear to crease Weston's coat, is that it?”

   Some rascal cried out that these black fellows had no game at all, and another shouted “Swell togs, but no bottom to his breeches, what?” which provoked roars of mirth. Richmond rounded on them, begging them to let the man alone, and Jackson, frowning, called out: “That will do, gentlemen!” which drew murmurs of agreement from the better sort. The swell rowdies wouldn't leave off, though, and Richmond appealed to me to step in, which I might have done if I hadn't been curious to see what Tom would make of their taunts and sallies – would he hang his head or bang theirs together? He did neither, but only grinned his most innocent darkie grin and turned to the group who were loudest in baiting him.

   “Any o' you gen'men got a hunnerd guineas says Ah cain't touch Mis' Jackson's upper works?”

   That silenced them, until one, a red-faced tulip with a sprigged weskit and striped stockings, swore it was a sham, and the nigger was putting up a bluff.

   “Sho' 'nuff,” says Tom, leering like Cousin Corntossle. “But Ah's game. Is you gen'men game? Or cain't you 'fford the hunnerd guineas?” And the grinning scoundrel stroked Weston's immaculate lapel and looked down his nose at the striped stockings.

   “Damn your impudence!” cries the tulip, but in the face of Tom's challenge, and the mirth of the crowd, he had no choice but to confer briefly with his cronies and then cry, very well, a hundred guineas you can't plant one on Jackson's head.

   Tom gave him a jaunty bow and turned to Jackson who was regarding him with puzzled amusement.

   “Be 'bliged if you let me try to touch you, Mis' Jackson,” says Tom, shaping up. Jackson hesitated only a moment before stepping back on to his handkerchief. “No favours, mind,” he warned. “Very good – set to!”

   Tom gave a little shuffle, feinted with his right, and out shot the left, missing by a whisker as Jackson ducked. He raised a brow in appreciation, and then he was swaying and shifting and pivoting as Tom rained left hands at him; one of them brushed his hair, but none got home. I took a glance at Cribb and saw him intent, murmuring something to the man at his elbow. Tom tried again, one-two, without success, and the rowdy bucks let out a delighted crowing.

   “ 'Tain't the Bristol Man this time, blackee!”

   “Ask him to stand still, why don't you?”

   “I say, mind Weston's cuffs!”

   Tom stepped back, glowering, and I wondered if we were about to see an outburst of temper, but then he bore in again, driving wild blows at Jackson's head which the master slipped with ease.

   “Why not kick, like a Frenchman!” bawls the red face.

   “You'll have to be sharper than that, nigger!” cries another.

   Tom paused, breathing hard, and gave a sudden gasp, clasping a hand over his heart. He swayed, distressed, Jackson started forward in concern – and Tom's left shot out and tapped him ever so gently on the brow. Jackson's mouth dropped open in amazement; he looked down quickly and saw his right foot was still on the handkerchief. A great buzz of astonishment arose, and one of the rowdy bucks yelled “Foul!” Tom, standing straight now, with no sign of unease, asked: “Did Ah touch ye, Mis' Jackson?”

   “You touched me,” snaps Jackson, looking dam' grim at being hocussed. He fumbled out a guinea, but Tom shook his head.

   “Ah di'nt win yo' guinea fair, Mis' Jackson. Ah cou'nt win it if Ah tried all day, you know that.” He gave a great hoot of laughter, pointing at the rowdies. “But Ah sho' won their hunnert guineas! Ain't that so, gen'men?” He rolled his eyes, looking comical. “An' yo' right! Gotta be real sharp – speshly if youse jus' an iggerent nigguh!” He slapped his thighs, and the whole assembly went into peals of laughter, jeering at the rowdies who, with an ill grace, handed over the shekels – Richmond saw to that. In a twinkling all was changed, fellows exclaiming at the shrewd way the black had fooled his mockers, others clapping Tom on the back, even Jackson smiling and shaking his head. Cribb stood and watched, impassive as ever, until Tom, beaming with mischief, turned towards him and called out:

   “Mistah Cribb any mind to stand on hank'chieves?”

   
    There was a roar at that, instantly hushed. Cribb glanced at Tom and then said quietly to Richmond:

   “Tell your man there are three or four prime heavyweights wi' their eyes on my title. When he's bested one of 'em, he can talk to me.” He nodded to Tom, pleasantly enough, and went off, to a chorus of approval, and judging it a satisfactory afternoon's work, I beckoned Tom and we went also.

   
    
     * Pierce Egan (c.1774–1849), was the most famous boxing writer of his day. His Boxiana, a collection of pugilists' biographies and reports of fights, was a bestseller in 1812, but was outstripped by the huge success of Life in London (1820–1), which gave to the world Tom and Jerry – not the cat and mouse of the 1940s cartoons, but their originals, Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian Tom, who, with their friend Bob Logic of Oxford, explored the fashionable, theatrical, sporting, and seamy sides of the metropolis. Egan's success excited considerable jealousy among rival writers, and while his racy, freewheeling prose, heavily laced with slang and cant, delighted his readers, it and Egan's reputation were to suffer at the hands of later critics. For all that, he holds an unchallenged place among reporters and historians of the ring, and Boxiana remains a classic in sporting literature.

   

  

 
  

  

  

   

   
    
    BILL RICHMOND,

     former slave, retired pugilist,
inn-keeper, manager and fight promoter
   

   Truth to tell, I never cared for Captain Buck Flashman above half. Didn't trust him, neither. Oh, sure, he took up Tom Molineaux where I'd ha' given him the go-by, but 'twasn't 'cos he saw a champion in him, whatever he says. No, sir, Tom was but a toy, or a pet poodle, to the Captain, something he could show off 'round Town, and cut a figure among the ton: “Here's my black miller, ain't he a caution?” That was Cap'n Buck's style, to be topsides wi' the Fancy, and get noticed at Tatts and the Fives Court and Limmer's Hotel. You see, Cap'n Buck wasn't that much of a swell – oh, he knew the sporting set, and Brummell was his friend (but who wasn't Brummell friend to, he was the amiablest man alive), but I heard for a fact the Cap'n was blackballed at Boodle's club, and wasn't even thought of at White's or Brooks's, where the real Quality gathered. Never could figure how he was received at Almack's; queer start, that was. Course, the ladies liked him, well set-up fellow that he was, the commoner sort 'specially, Sal Douglas and those. He had the name of a real ruttish buck, and the Mayfair mamas wasn't pressing him to call, exactly, 'specially the Pagets, whose gal he married, later on – Gretna Green 'lopement, that was, with old Paget killing his cattle all the way to Scotland to catch 'em, but he came too late. Her brothers would ha' called him out, but Papa wouldn't have that. Said 'twas bad 'nough, losing a daughter, he didn't figure to lose his sons as well. So I heard. You see, Cap'n Buck had killed Lord knows how many who'd called him out; sharps or barkers, 'twas all one, he was the killingest gentleman 'round.

   How come an old darkie ale-draper knows all these Society goings-on? Bless you, sir, when you mind a ken like the Horse and Dolphin, you hear it all, high and low, and I mean all.

   
    Anyways, that's why Cap'n Buck took up Tom. He was jealous as sin to cut a dash howsomever he could, and Tom was just a means to that end, as I said. D'ye know, I don't believe the Cap'n cared all that much whether Tom won his mills, even, or what matches we made for him, or how he trained on (or didn't train, more like), just so long's he made a show and set the tongues a-wagging. That was what counted wi' the Cap'n – that and picking up heavy money in side-stakes from the gudgeons. He did right well out o' Tom that way. But he never had feeling for him – not like Pad Jones, f'instance. Pad really cared for Tom. Me? Well, now, sir, I tell ye, I loved him … and I hated him. No, I don't hold hate in my heart for him now. Just can't ever forgive him, is all.

   There was a real mean streak in the way Cap'n Buck tret him, though. Oh, he was as nice as pie on top, but he served him some right cruel turns. The business o' them gloves of Cap'n Barclay's, that was just for mischief and malice – I'll tell you o' that presently. And when Tom kicked up shines, and wouldn't rouse himself to train, or mind what Pad and I told him, and would get hisself lushy three days at a time, or gallivant wi' the whores and mollishers – why, a word from Cap'n Buck would ha' brought him to heel, but when Pad and I begged him to say it, he would just laugh and put us by. That ain't no kindness, is it?

   My 'pinion is that he looked on Tom as a raree show, and took pleasure in seeing what he would do next, him being a real dense nigger new-come to London and all at sea. It was like baiting a bull, the way he'd push Tom forward so he looked ridiculous; I reckon he wanted to see how Tom would act, and didn't care if it hurt him or no. 'Twas the meanest thing. Poor Tom had no more sense'n a china orange; he was just a great babby, and you know what a babby wants, sir, sure ye do. He wants folks to like him, and Tom figured if he made a name as a miller, why, ev'yone would like and admire him, and when they didn't, or laughed at him, he couldn't think of any way to win their regard but to play the fool. And that he did, and the Cap'n edged him on, I believe – and that's the best reason I don't care for Buck Flashman. He made Tom Molineaux a real comic nigger. Tom Molineaux that was the best and bravest black man that ever toed the scratch, and did what no black man ever did before. He did it all by his own self, sir, with Pad Jones to guide him, and me a little – but no thanks to Cap'n Flashman. No, sir, no thanks at all.

   The meanest trick he served Tom was after the fight wi' the Bristol Man, when he had Brummell fig Tom out in Weston's swellest case o' clothes, and paraded him 'round Town and the Fives Court. Well, you know what happened, and how Tom took a rise out o' Gentleman Jackson – lordy, when I think o' the harm that might ha' done, if Jackson hadn't been a gentleman, top to bottom! And putting him in Cribb's way – mister, my heart was in my mouth for fear he'd get sarsy with Cribb, and gall him into a match. Oh, Pad'll tell you he'd ha' held his own, but I say he'd ha' taken such a thrashing from Cribb as might ha' sickened him permanent. He needed 'sperience, sir, he needed pain, he needed to learn to take gruel as well as give it, afore he was ready for Cribb. He needed two-three turn-ups wi' real millers, not hay-gobblin' hicks like Burrows.

   Cap'n Buck wouldn't have it, though. When we came back from the Fives Court, he says:

   “Well, my boys, that went famously! We'll have our hero in the ring with Cribb before the year's out, or my name's Bonaparte! Didn't ye hear him? ‘When he's bested one prime heavyweight …’ That's as good as to say that if Tom whips the likes of Dutch Sam or Caleb Baldwin, Cribb will meet him. He daren't refuse – nor will he want to! He knows that after today all the buzz will be of the Black Ajax, the Milling Moor, and Cribb ain't the man to shirk a challenge, never fear!”

   “Beg pardon, cap'n, but that's what I do fear,” says I. “Tom needs a few good mills behind him first –”

   “One, Bill, only one! Now, who shall it be?”

   “Well, sir, I say more'n one, but to begin with Pad and I reckon that a match wi' Tom Blake would suit.”

   “What, the old sailor? Damme, is he still alive? Come, come, Richmond, we must do better than that! The fellow's older than Buckhorse's grandmother!”

   “He's touchin' forty,” says Pad, “but age don't matter wi' him. He's strong, he's clever, he did for Coachman Holmes, and they don't call him Tom Tough for nothing. He stood toe to toe wi' Cribb for a good hour –”

   
    “Well, so did Bill here!” laughs Cap'n Buck.

   “No, sir, I did not. I ran away from him as best I could. Blake didn't, and if Tom can take his gruel and floor him, he'll have done right handsomely.”

   “Handsomely enough to go against Cribb! Capital!”

   “No, cap'n, handsomely enough to go 'gainst some other good man, and then maybe another … and then Cribb.”

   “Oh, stuff, Richmond! Why, didn't Jones say he was ready to see Tom go against Cribb now? Ain't that so, Jones?”

   “I spoke hasty,” says Pad. “Bill's right – two or three good mills, and he'll be ready for Cribb.”

   “What a pair of old women you are, to be sure! Well, he can fight your Tom Tough for all I care – and then Cribb will meet him, you'll see!”

   It nettled me to hear him laugh and take it so light. “And if he does, cap'n – and gives Tom a proper hiding 'cos he ain't ready?”

   “Luck o' the game!” laughs he. “Win or lose, he'll have had his chance, won't he?”

   You mean he'll have served your turn, thinks I, swaggering 'round Town with “your black fighter”. Let him take a good drubbing and you'll drop him like a hot brick. He was no Camelford or Alvanley, to stand by a beaten fighter, or I was mistook. I said as much to Pad, and he smiled, quite serene.

   “Tom ain't going to be a beaten fighter, Villem. He's going to be Champion, given time and hard graft. And don't you heed the Cap'n – I mind the training, you make the matches, and if Cap'n Buck don't like it he can go and break wind in Bunhill Cemetery. We'll do very well without him.”

   And we might ha' done, sir, if the Cap'n had let Tom alone, but he didn't. Figging him out like a nonpareil once wasn't enough; he had to take him driving in the Park again, and to the races, and the theatre, and parade him 'round Mayfair, and what with all o' that, and late suppers at Bob's Chophouse, and gaming at Fishmonger's Hall, and parties with Cyprians and flash doxies, Tom was in a fair way to being the spoiledest nigger you ever saw – and worse. Nothing kills a miller faster'n lush and strumpet, and thanks to Buck Flashman, Tom was getting his fill of both.

   
    I let it go for a week, and then told the Cap'n plain that it must stop.

   “What?” cries he. “He wins a fight for you, and you'd grudge him a few days' frolic? Shame on you, Richmond, where's the harm in it?” Laughing, as I said.

   “The harm is, cap'n, that I've made the match with Blake, four weeks from today, one hundred guineas a side in your name, and unless Tom goes into hard training directly, 'twill be no match!”

   “Gammon!” cries he. “Why, he can beat Blake and four like him!”

   “No, he can't, cap'n, 'cos I won't let him try. If he ain't in condition to fight, I'll forfeit.”

   “Not my money, ye won't! He'll fight, I tell you!”

   “Not wi' me in his corner, sir,” says I, and 'fore he could tell me I didn't have the only knee in the world, I told him: “And not wi' Pad Jones, neither. I know Pad, sir. He's a serious man, and he'll wash his hands of Tom 'less you make him give over these high jinks and hooraying 'round the Town.”

   “Will he, though? Well, you may tell Master Jones that he ain't the only trainer in the Fancy,” says he, grinning. “Barclay Allardice is to try Tom out, did ye know? Ah, that makes you think! Come, come, Bill, let's have no more of this! Tom's a spry young buck, full of sap! Why, you're a nigger yourself – you know how it is with him. Let him play a little, we'll see he's in prime twig to meet Blake, I promise you!”

   “Cap'n, it ain't just the training. Why, Tom is but a child, and the indulging you're giving him'll be his ruin! We got to keep him in hand, sir, don't ye see?”

   But “You fret too much, Bill,” was all the change I got, and a sly wink as he told me that he was presenting Tom to Barclay Allardice at Jackson's Rooms next day, and why didn't Pad and I come along to see the fun?

   I put no stock in his hints, for I knew Captain Barclay (as Allardice was used to be called) too well to believe that he'd train a pug just to oblige Buckley Flashman – let alone a pug who passed his nights on the mop wi' Charlotte the Harlot. He was a Scotch gentleman, an Army officer, and the best amateur miller and foremost athlete of the day. Walking was his great joy, prodigious distances he covered in record times, wagering on his self, and in those crazy days there was no want of mad gambling men ready to lose their money to him – a thousand miles in a thousand hours for a thousand guineas was one of his bets, and he won it, too. Never was a man in finer trim – or so skilled at putting others in condition; he knew more about training fighters than Pad or Jackson, even, and made a point of trying out every promising chicken.

   I told Pad what the Cap'n had said, and he laughed. “Buck Flash-man's a rasher o' wind! Barclay trains them as he wants to train, but he won't touch Tom – what, a Yankee, and black to boot! He'd as soon train Boney!”

   Still, Pad and I determined to be at Old Bond Street next morning, and when Cap'n Buck came by to take up Tom in his curricle, we tailed on behind – the two of us padding the hoof while Tom rolled in the rig like a lord, and Cap'n Buck made game of us, asking Tom wasn't it prime to have running footmen? So help me, he sure knew how to ruin a nigger.

   Every swell in creation was at Jackson's for the set-to, with the Duke o' Clarence at their head, all chaffing and taking their mellow drains. Captain Barclay hadn't shown yet, and while we were waiting Cap'n Buck took Tom to the pigeon-holes where the mauleys were kept – and did something, out o' pure dam' mischief as I believe, that turned the course of Tom's life. Just a little practical joke, of the kind Buck Flashman loved, but oh, mister, what came of it!

   Now, as you know, in practice set-to's both men wore the mauleys, or mufflers, big padded gloves so that nobody got hurt. But folks in the know were aware that Captain Barclay had a pair of special gloves on the top shelf for his own use; he had taken gobs o' stuffing out of 'em, so they was half as heavy as the regular mauleys, which meant that Barclay's blows had twice as much force and pepper as his opponent's. Real Scotch trick, I reckon. Maybe he figured, being an amateur setting to 'gainst professional bruisers, he needed all the 'vantage he could get, but anyway, that's what he was used to do.

   Well Cap'n Buck knew all about the special gloves, and damme if he didn't lace 'em on to Tom, and put another reg'lar pair on the shelf in their place, with a wink to Pad and me to show what he was at. Presently, in bowls Barclay, and after the how-de-do-your-highness and compliments, he goes to the pigeon-hole and takes out the mauleys. I saw him start, and examine 'em real close, and look 'round to see if his special pair had been mislaid, and then he saw Tom was already wearing 'em. Cap'n Buck was looking at the ceiling, innocent-like but fit to bust – and I don't mind telling you, sir, I had to look away not to smile, seeing Barclay hocussed with his own Greek work, for of course he dassn't say a word for very shame, but must put on the reg'lar mauleys and make the best of it.

   Well, 'twas the worst of it, and no mistake. He was a fine young miller, six feet and springy, with the handsomest figurehead – and didn't he take care of it, just, for if Tom had got home on his conk with the light gloves there'd ha' been more claret on the floor than on the sideboard. Consequently was, Barclay had to mill on the retreat, which wasn't his style, and Tom, finding his long left didn't fadge, took to closing and smacking the body real hard – the big looby couldn't tell, you see, that he was wearing light mauleys: lace mittens or bolsters, 'twould ha' been all one for what he knew. So he bore in and lammed away, never guessing how he was hurting his man, and didn't Barclay dance! He was clever on his feet, though, and I could ha' wished the gloves had been equal, for he was a rare test o' Tom's agility.

   What pleased me most was that a week's bouncing and bucking hadn't taken the edge off of Tom's speed hardly; he shifted real nimble, flipped well at half-arm, and chased Barclay to desperation. “This can't last,” says Pad, and sure enough Tom danced in, feinting high, and planted a one-two to the body that would ha' kilt a mule, and down goes our gallant captain with a couple o' busted ribs – “and well served,” whispers Pad, “for a sneaky Sawney brogue-beater, him and his skinny mufflers!”

   There was huge outcry and wonder when they saw he was hurt, with Cap'n Buck roaring concern, and damning Tom for his violence; they were all agog that a man in mauleys could do such damage, and the Duke swore he was the most hammering fibber in the nation. His stock went up summat peculiar with everyone 'cept Barclay; when they'd strapped him up pale and pained he took Tom's hand right enough, but with no charity in his busted bosom, I could see.

   “You fib dam' hard for a sparring-match,” says he, pretty sour.

   “I hopes I din't hurt ye too much,” says Tom, 'pologetic.

   
    “Hurt? I'll be on the braid o' my back for a week!” snaps Barclay, while Cap'n Buck was all consolation, trying not to whoop. Oh, he was mighty amused, but his jape made Tom an enemy for life, for I reckon Captain Barclay never forgave him for giving him such a basting 'fore all his swell friends – and no good came o' that.

   You may guess that Tom was no easier to leash in after this bout, either. He figured he must be the fatalest fibber since Goliath, and when Pad and I told him 'bout the light gloves, he wouldn't believe it, said we was just trying to cry him down.

   “You jus' jealous 'cos Ah floored him so quick'n easy!” cries he. “Best amateur miller in England, and how long he stan' up to me – two minutes, mebbe? Din't stand, neether – run like a skeered hen, never touched me, an' Ah nailed him good! Don' gi' me no gammon 'bout light mauleys! Why, but fo' them mufflers Ah might ha' kilt him – an' Ah wasn't tryin', hardly!”

   I got so wild, listening to his brag, I couldn't trust myself to speak. 'Twouldn't ha' done a pinch o' good – he never minded me, not then or ever, and you know why, sir? 'Cos I was black, like him. Any heed he paid, 'twas to Pad or Cap'n Buck – and only one o' them give him good advice.

   “Ne'er mind Barclay,” says Pad. “He ain't a match – but Blake is, and if you're to stand up to him in a month's time you must put body and mind in order, d'ye hear? No more booze, no more chippers, no park-sauntering and coming home wi' the lark. Ye've had a week's fun wi' your fine new acquaintances – I won't call 'em friends, for that they ain't – ”

   “They real kind to me, whatever!” growls Tom.

   “Is that so?” says I. “Even when they's laughing at you?”

   He glared at me. “They quit laughin' when Ah took a rise out o' Gen'man Jackson! They wasn't laughin' when Ah melted that buck Barclay! They real polite to me, you bet! An' 'tain't like back home, neither, where ev'y white man 'spects you to git out his way, an' shoves you offa the sidewalk ifn you don', no suh! Over heah it don' make no nevahminds if yo' black or white – lissen, they don' got no slaves in Englan', you know that?”

   “They ain't got no cotton nor baccy in England, neither!” I told him. “And they real kind to dogs and horses. Why, you big jackass, you're just the latest toy in the shop, don't you see? By and by they'll get tired o' you, and your big black ass'll be shot off Piccadilly so fast it'll change colour! You think 'cos they pay you heed now, that they your friends?”

   “What you know, Bill Richmond?” scowls he. “Nobody goin' git tired o' me! White ladies sho' ain't gittin' tired – wore out, maybe, but not tired, haw-haw! Real 'portant ladies like Miss Janey Perkins, what's an actress – she had me in her bed –”

   “Janey Perkins is a two-bit whore! Like all the rest of 'em!”

   He gave me a real mean sneer. “How'd you know? Ah ain't seen no white ladies callin' on you lately! An' she ain't no whore!”

   Pad says, quiet-like: “Whore or not don't signify, Tom. I'll put it plain. You meet Blake in four weeks. You won't be fit to meet him, or the village lush, if you're goin' twenty rounds wi' Janey Perkins or any other wagtail every night o' the week. Now, you can choose, Tom. I don't train mutton-mongers. Which'll it be?”

   That sobered him; he had respect for Pad, and I guess knew how much he owed him. He laughed kind of sulky-like, but came round in the end, saying he'd only wanted a bit of fun, and it hadn't done him no harm, look how he'd crumpled up Barclay, hey? Pad said nothing, but set him to work on the weights and fibbing-bag, bed at nine sharp, steaks and small beer, and running at four of a morning when the streets was empty.

   He took it wi' no good grace at first, and Pad and I had to look sharp to keep him from straying, which ain't easy in a hostel, with spirits to hand and lusty gals like that Nance and Flora. We physicked and purged him to damp his Adam, and slept wi' one eye open, but I suspicioned, from Nance's smirks, that Tom was somehow finding occasion to climb aboard now and then; I'd ha' turned her out, but Pad said let it be, Tom was training into good trim and in better spirits by the day, so keep all comfortable.

   'Twas the best luck that Cap'n Buckley was out o' Town at the time, so Tom had no one to edge him on to mischief. I told you the Cap'n was mad nutty on the Paget gal, and she on him, so her folks had whipped her off to Bath, and then to their country seat, 'round Oxford somewheres, to get her beyond his reach, I guess. It didn't answer, for he was hot-foot to Bath, and then to a village near the Paget place, so he could moon under his lady-love's window clandestine, until old man Paget took him for a poacher one fine night (so he said), and filled his arse wi' buckshot. That kind o' thing never discouraged the bold Buckley, but the Paget chit took fright for his life and bade him back to Town, where he was so busy consoling himself with Sir John Manners's young wife (for being a devoted swain didn't stop him mollishing, ever) that he had no time for Tom bar a look-in at the Nag now and then.

   That was just fine, and by the week o' the Blake mill Tom was in the primest twig. His skin was sleek and his eye clear, his speed was such as Pad couldn't touch him, his knuckles was like teak, and when we took him to the Fives Court for a spar wi' Dutch Sam, why, anyone could see the Jew was nowhere. Tom Blake came to watch, wi' Cribb at his elbow, and when 'twas over Blake says: “Well, was he ever so good, 'twill be only one hiding more, and at any rate I'll find out what stuff is in him.”

   “Villem, take note,” says Pad. “Blake's beat 'fore he starts – and Cribb's alive to our Tom. Let him win well o' Tuesday, and you may have a tilt at the championship when you choose.”

   “Not 'less I'm sure he can win it,” says I, for I tell you, sir, I was mortal scared of matching him wi' Cribb too early. Yet watching him 'gainst Dutch Sam, I hoped and wondered, for I knew I was seeing the best heavy man in England bar Cribb his self. “One thing at a time, Pad. Let's wait 'til Blake's hollered 'nuff.”

   Pad went easy wi' Tom in the last week, lest he be trained too sharp, and we tried to keep him clear o' the Fancy crowd that packed the tap day and night, for the Town was on fire wi' the fight and eager for a glimpse of “the Black Colossus”, as Egan called him. The sporting Corinthians pressed in to shake his hand, and their Cyprians were not backward; I never saw more skirt preening and ogling 'round a prize pug. That dam' Janey Perkins the actress was foremost wi' a bevy of her theatre titters, all come to squeal and kiss him for luck. Janey was one of your real fancy doxies, painted and feathered like a Mohawk and twice as noisy, clinging on Tom's arm with her dairies in his face and laughing her hoyden head off.

   “That's the very thing to keep his mind on his work!” snaps Pad. “Damnation, she'll have him hotter'n the town bull!” But either Tom was seeing sense for once, or the physick was working, for he was civil and modest as a new curate, thanking her kindly and begging to be excused.

   “My eye and Betty Martin,” says Pad. “Pious as Paul he is, but I know what the bastard's thinking. Damme if I don't stick a wedge 'neath his door tonight and stand sentry under the window. The sooner he's snug in Canterbury the better.” Janey was cooing at Tom's listener, but Pad hustled him away, leaving her squawking and crying good luck after him.

   We'd spoke rooms at Canterbury for the night 'fore the fight, which was to be at Margate. Cap'n Buck and Blake's patron, a sporting baronet named Breen, had agreed it must be out o' Town, for with all the buzz and interest the London beaks would have been down on us, and naught spoils a mill more than having to hare 'cross the county line, fighters, handlers, spectators, ring-posts and all, with half Bow Street on your heels and Bond and Reed men waving their damned warrants. Margate was a close secret known only to us and Jack Randall, who'd give the office on Monday evening, in time for the Fancy to troop down to Margate during the night. It was no joke, sir, in those days, to arrange a turn-up in peace and quiet.

   We jaunted down to Canterbury on the Monday in a closed rattler, Tom with a shawl over his mug so that no one would know he'd left Town. Cap'n Buck stayed behind for the moment to fool the magistrates, and we kept Tom close and had supper in our chamber at the inn. We settled in early, three in the bed wi' Tom in the middle, and a happy man I was, sir, to see his black pimple on the pillow when we doused the glim. 'Tis ever the same afore a fight; you've slogged away to get your man in trim and watched over him like a new bride, and there he is, nice and natty, and you think all's bowmon and so to Nod. Next I knew was Pad swearing in the dark and firing the glim.

   “Who's prigged the mutton?” says I, half-asleep.

   “Mutton's the word, or I'll eat my boots!” roars Pad. “The bugger's hopped the wag! Out, Bill, and after him!”

   Tom was gone, and the jigger ajar, so we bundled into our clothes and tumbled downstairs and into the street. How the deuce he'd slipped his cable without rousing us, I couldn't figure, any more than why he'd done it.

   
    “Why, to kick his heels up!” cries Pad. “I knew he was too holy and humble by half, I should ha' had darbies on him! Damn that slut Perkins for firing him up! What's o'clock? Jiminy, nigh on four! The black villain's had time to cover every nun in Kent and drink his self daft in the bargain!”

   “Not the night before a mill, surely?”

   “A lummox like him, what does he care? Come on, Canterbury ain't so large. If we bustle we'll nap him afore he's foundered altogether!”

   We cast about through the dark streets, and came on a pilot who steered us to the likeliest dives and family pannies. We gave a good gun to two or three without success, and at last struck home at a likely flash-ken where they were keeping it up to some tune, with dancing and song and nobody sober. “Blow me, if it ain't another lillywhite!” was the cry when they saw my colour, so we knew Tom was about, and sure enough there he was abovestairs, in bed wi' three nightingales – three, sir, on my oath – and half castaway in the bargain. I near burst into tears, and Pad was raging; we dragged him out in his shirt, with the sluts screaming and the flash coves and queans belowstairs laughing and cheering as we hove him out, but what with his weight and him stumbling in drink, we had to hire a hurdle to get him back to the inn. We threw him in a chair, blowing like a whale and muttering to his self, and a pitiful horrible sight he was.

   I was nigh heart-broken, for never would he be fit to fight that day, but Pad ground his teeth, white as wax.

   “He'll fight if I have to kill him first!” says he, and slapped Tom right and left, which no more than made him blink. “Salt and water,” says Pad, and we held his great pug nose and dosed him to bursting. He came to and shot the cat from the window, howling to wake the dead, and then we sent for coffee and dosed him again. He was grey-green by this, and weak as a kitten, so we bundled him into bed and let him sleep three or four hours, when Pad roused him out, smacking him about the head while I worked at his neck and shoulders.

   We had him half sober by noon, and tried him with some bread and milk to put peck in him at the least, but he flashed the hash again, and sat with his head in his hands.

   “Ma haid hurts,” groans he. “Lemme be, Ah's awful sick.”

   “Ye'll be sicker yet when Tom Tough sets about you,” says Pad.

   
    “D'ye hear that? In two hours you toe the scratch, damned drunken dog that you are! Now get up and walk, ye pig!”

   We had to heave him to his feet, and Pad kicked him till he stumbled up and down, with a whine or a groan at every step. Pad drove him on with blows and curses, but never a word of why he'd sneaked out to the sluts and daffy, for it didn't signify now, when all that counted was to get him well enough to climb through the ropes at Margate. Soon after twelve we tried him with thick gruel, and he kept it down.

   “Get the beasts put to,” says Pad, and when I had seen to it we took him by a side-door to the yard, with a blanket over his head, and spanked off for the coast.

   Half-past one was the appointed hour, and I doubted if we'd be in time, for the road was thick with rigs and people hurrying to the fight. Tom sat a-sway with the blanket about him, and devil a word of sense to be had from him, while Pad put salts to his nose, which made him weep, and presently he came to and looked about in a daze.

   “Where we goin'?” says he, and when Pad told him he let out a wail and lay back with his eyes closed, whimpering that he was powerful sick. We were close by the ground now, and could hear the shouting of the crowd, and fellows by the coach spotted Tom within, and set up a great cry that here was the black at last.

   Tom blinked and sat up, fresh as a two-day corpse. For a moment I thought he'd cat again, but he hung his head and muttered: “Ah's sorry, Pad! Ah's so sorry!” and wept.

   “Hang your sorrow!” says Pad. “Sit up, d'ye hear? Look alive, damn you! I never brought a blubbering pug to a mill before, and I ain't about to.” Tom mopped his face with the blanket, and gave a great grunting sniff. “Now see here, Tom Molineaux,” says Pad, and gripped him about the shoulders, “you're a fool and an ingrate and a damned black pest, but you're the best fighting cove on earth this minute, d'ye hear me? If ye feel sick 'tis no wonder, for you're half-drunk, but drunk or sober you can floor Tom Blake, mind that!”

   ‘Wha's ingrate?” mumbles Tom, looking owlish.

   “Christ, he can hear anyway!” says Pad. “Can he see, that's the point? Get the shades down, Bill, while we dress the brute! God help us if they see him like this!”

   We got him into his breeches and stockings and pumps, wi’ the scarf at his waist, and I sponged his face while the roar of the impatient mob grew louder, and Cap'n Buck banged on the door and looked in, damning our eyes. He looked out again fast enough when he saw Tom's state, and I thought, that's the last we'll see o' you this day, my loyal patron. Tom sat slumped and sleepy, humming a darkie song.

   “Can ye stand?” asks Pad, and Tom stood, more or less. Pad looked at me. “If he can walk to the ring and be floored, well, 'tis a defeat. But if he cries off drunk, he's ruined. Tom – can ye walk, lad? Can ye put up your fams?”

   Tom said not a word but a great belch of wind, nodded hard, and came on guard, but mighty confused.

   “Well enough,” says Pad. “Out ye go, then, head up, walk brisk and steady! Bill, lay hold on his elbow!”

   There was a great yell when Tom appeared, with the blanket well over his head, and you bet I was at his side while Pad followed wi' the towels and bottles. A great press crowded in, cheering and staring. “Here comes the black! Huzza for the nigger!” The vinegars heaved away to make a lane to the ropes, which gave us the excuse to go slow. Tom didn't stumble, but I could feel him shudder, and he gave sad little moans, ducking his head 'gainst the strong sea-breeze which had the lookers-on clutching their tiles and capes, and that I guess stopped 'em noticing what a rum state he was in.

   There was no stage, just forty-forty grass inside the ropes, and Blake at one corner, all six feet and fifteen stone of him; for all his forty years he looked to be in fettle, no spare fat, chaffing with his seconds, Cribb and Bill Gibbons, and jigging up and down a sight more nimble than I liked. Cap'n Buck was nowhere to be seen, but Breen was to the fore among the Quality, with the ladies in the open rigs craning to see, and behind them the great dark spread of the crowd, seven thousand strong (so I heard), and in the distance the sound of the sea.

   “Never a bloody magistrate when ye want one,” growls Pad, and it would have suited just fine if the bailiffs had stopped the mill that minute, for when I took the blanket from Tom's head he was grey and peaky as ever, and horrible bloodshot. Gully, who was to umpire, called the men to the scales.

   Sir, if my salvation depended on't, I couldn't tell you what they weighed, for I was having conniptions that Tom'd fall off o' the scale. When Pad gave him the hat, he looked owlish and set it on his head, and everyone laughed, thinking he did it in fun.

   “Throw the dam' thing in the ring!” whispers Pad, so he did, and all but tumbled over. I pushed him through the ropes and gave him my knee 'fore he fell down, and so help me Hannah he sat like a sack o' grits, eyes closed and grunting something peculiar.

   “Ah's goin' be sick!” whines he. “Oh, sweet pityin' Jesus, ma po' haid!”

   Every eye was turned on him from that great wall of faces, someone said the nigger was trained off, and the cry went round among the legs, “Six to four Blake!” Gully called 'em to scratch, I heaved Tom up, and he ambled for'ard somehow and stood swaying with his head down while Gully read the articles.

   “Pad, I don't believe he knows where he's at,” says I.

   “No matter,” says Pad, “so long as he knows what he's here for.”

   They shook hands – leastways, Blake did, grabbing Tom's daddle, eyeing him cautious-like – and when Gully called “Set to!” ye could see Blake was shy, having seen Tom at work, for he circled away and looked leery under his brows, and Tom turned with him, blinking his eyes and blowing out his cheeks, with his hands half-up.

   “Lord love me, he's goin' to spew again!” mutters Pad. “Oh, God, if Blake hits him in the belly!” But Blake was still wary, weaving his great knotted fists; whenever Tom swayed, Blake flinched, but then he bore in, planting a smart one-two. Tom staggered, and would ha' gone down, but Blake, getting bolder, closed at half-arm, pounded his ribs, and planted him a tremendous facer, flush on the trap. And it's God's own truth, sir, Tom all of a sudden came alive, head up and eyes wide open, and hollered: “Damn yo' skin, what ye do that for?”

   He hadn't been shamming drunk, I swear, for he still looked 'mazed and foolish. No, he'd been the foxedest nigger all day, and still looked like to puke, but that facer braced him somehow, and when Blake tried another one-two he blocked the one, slipped t'other, let go a shaky left, and moved away. He wasn't steady, but his feet were going at last, and he circled, head a-shake, and Pad let out a whooping sigh, for now Tom was milling on the retreat, guard well up. I don't say he was in his senses, and he was greener than black, but he was eyeing 
    his man, and when Blake led off he blocked it easy, feinted, and side-stepped on his toes, daring Blake to come to him.

   “Thank God!” says Pad. “Oh, land him another facer, Blake, and s'help me he'll be stone-cold sober!”

   Blake tried it, but Tom stepped outside and in again, smacking him the first real blow he'd struck, a right chopper down his face. Blake tried to close, but Tom's left was stabbing his nob like a piston, and when Blake tried a left of his own, Tom flipped it away and nailed him a down-cut to the neck. “Bravo, Mendoza!” bawls Pad, and as Blake stumbled, down came the right again, the rabbit-blow, driving him to his knees. He was up in a trice, waving to Cribb as he went to his corner, while Tom came to my knee, rubbing his eyes like a man coming to.

   Pad sluiced him wi' the bottle, but Tom took it off o' him and drained it dry.

   “Gi' me mo'!” croaks he. “Oh, lawdy, but Ah's dry! Oh, ma po' haid!”

   “How are ye, Tom?”

   “Bloody sick,” groans Tom. “Ah got sech a mis'ry in ma belly! Oh, gi' me 'nother drink, Pad, 'fore Ah burns up!” He clapped the bottle to his mouth. “Oh my, oh my! Oh, Ah's hurtin' sumpn cruel!”

   “Where?” cries Pad. “Where did he hurt ye?”

   “Not him, the mollishers! Oh, Lawd, three on 'em, Ah's clean wore away, awful sore!”

   “Well, it can't be the clap, not yet,” says Pad. “Ne'er mind if ye're sore! How's your innards?”

   “They's b'ilin' sick,” whimpers Tom. “Oh, my, was Ah lushy! Say, was that the fust round?”

   “It was, and that's Tom Blake – Tom Tough, so keep your distance 'til ye're in condition to box, d'ye hear?”

   “Ah kin box!” gasps Tom. “But Ah ain't 'bout to. Ah's tired an' sick, got to put him down quick, Ah reckon. Oh, ma haid!”

   And damme if he didn't step out, pretty groggy, for the second round, standing flat-footed while Blake planted him two or three flush hits on the head to shrieks of excitement from the mob, and then Tom fetched him the most tremendous smash to the jaw that sent him flying through the ropes. I never saw a faster punch, sir; one instant Blake was boring in, the next he was sprawling, and Tom came to my knee, holding his belly. Pad was in a fury, telling him to mill on the retreat, to shift and cut away, for the hits that Blake had planted had been reg'lar melters. Tom made nothing of 'em.

   “He don' make me dizzy, but daffy does. Cain't skip 'round, Pad, or Ah tumble down sho'. Guess Ah kin ruffian him, though.”

   And that, sir, was 'zackly what he did, for the few rounds the fight lasted. He just let Blake hit – and Blake was a real punishing fibber, mind, strong and savage – but for every blow he planted Tom gave him back two, and they were grave-diggers. He chopped Blake's arms nigh to pulp, 'til his guard was feeble, and fibbed him head and body, no science, but brutal hard. One time he took Blake in chancery, and mangled him so hard I wondered the man came to scratch again; he was a fearsome sight, upper works cut all to pieces, but Tom, for all the smashing he'd took, showed nary a mark.

   Pad was like to despair, seeing the man he'd trained to so much science hammering in like any coal-heaver. Not me, tho', for Tom had taken real gruel in his turn, first I'd ever seen him eat, and minded it no more'n snowflakes. That warmed my heart; I'd always known he had strength, but now I knew he had bottom, too.

   With five rounds gone in as many minutes and his figurehead like the knacker's yard, Blake got chary of standing toe to toe and began to box – oh, he was a prime miller, sir, as fly as brave, and now Tom must move and chase to come at him. He was getting soberer by the minute, as his footwork showed, but Blake was no Bristol Man to be pommelled at will. Bloody and busted as he was, he milled well on the retreat, guarding as best could wi' his bruised arms, and try as Tom might, he could not put in a finisher. That, and the distemper of his head and guts, made him peevish, and he started hollering at Blake to stand and fight.

   “You beat, Tom Blake, why'nt you quit? You want Ah should chase you clear 'round Kent county? Give over runnin', dammit! Fight, cain't ye, or cry 'nuff !”

   Blake milled away backwards, saying never a word, but not so the crowd. They didn't like it 'bove half, and roared at Tom to dub his mummer and finish him, 'stead o' jibing at a beat man. They yelled at Blake to stand game and not give best to a saucy nigger, and from that they turned to abusing Tom in earnest, telling him to take his dam' tongue and his black carcase back to the States. The whole company took up the cry, and called him an ape and a savage and a low-down slave and I don't know what, hissing whenever he got in a blow, and I began to fear they would rush the ring. Fact was, they couldn't abide to see a white man thrashed by a black – a good white man, I mean; they hadn't cared a fig when Tom hammered the Bristol Boy, but Blake was a different article. He was a first-run heavyweight, and if Tom could whip him, why, maybe he could whip all the way to the championship, d'ye see?

   That was when it all changed, I reckon, in that sixth round. Yes, sir, that was when England began to fear Tom Molineaux. He wasn't the laughable darkie, the raree show, ever again after that. They commenced to fear him, then – and to hate him. Every blow he struck, they bayed like hounds, the whole crowd heaving ahead and cursing 'til I thought the vinegars must be trod under and the ring broke in. When Tom milled down Blake's guard and knocked him clean off his gams with a wisty left, there was a shout to bust the heavens, and if Gully hadn't raised his arms and roared 'em down, they'd ha' broke the ropes for sure.

   “Fair play, there! Fair play!” cries Gully, and they held off, but the jeers and yells came thicker than ever. Tom stared 'round, all bewildered, and when he came to my knee, he asked:

   “What's a matter? What Ah done wrong? Why they 'busin' me thataway, like Ah was fightin' foul or sumpn? Ah's fightin' fair, Bill! Ain't Ah, Pad? Sho' Ah is! What they want o' me?”

   “Get away, ye black bastard!” yells someone, and “Be off, ye dirty nigger!” I never knew such a storm of 'bomination, they was so wild, fists shaking and cussing him the vilest names, although the Quality was silent for the most part, and the better sort trying to hush the people, but I saw a couple o' ladies that joined in the outcry. Gully waved his arms in vain – and then the rummest thing happened I ever saw in the ring, while Tom sat nigh weeping on my knee, begging me to tell him what to do.

   The timekeeper called, and when I pushed Tom up to scratch he was fearful to go, but went when Gully beckoned. That was when the hats and clods o' turf and even brickbats began to fly into the ring, and one knocked Gully's hat off, and while he was scrambling for his tile Tom was alone, wi' the lumps hailing down 'round him. Then Cribb, who'd been putting Blake on his feet, left him and came for'ard his own self to the scratch, and at that you can bet the brickbats stopped, and the yelling also, 'sif someone had taken the crowd by the windpipe. Cribb took his stand maybe a yard from Tom, but didn't say a word or glance at him even, only stood there and looked 'round, real slow and grim, eyeing the crowd. Someone cried a cheer for the Champion, and there was a few huzzas, but he never minded 'em, just stood regarding the people this way and that, and the cheers and cries faded down to a whisper, 'til that whole assembly was as still as in church, and all you could hear was the wind and distant sea. Then Cribb said a word to Gully, gave Tom the littlest nod, and went back to his corner and sent Blake to the mark.

   Ye know, sir, I have to own that I never liked Cribb all that much, can't tell why. But I never saw a man I respected more.

   Gully called “Set to” in such a silence the crowd might ha' been asleep. Tom didn't want to, what wi' being still confused wi' drink and sickness and the baiting they'd give him. That was the first time I'd seen him scairt, sir. He'd never known such hate before, the screaming faces and shaken fists, and if he could ha' run I believe he would. What stirred him at last was when Blake, wi' the blood caked on his face and body and his eyes nigh swollen shut, came stumbling at him wi' his fists up, and the legs crying “Any odds the black!” Even then Tom went for him only half-hearted, but Blake was too weak to stand, and one little left put him down again.

   He came out, though, for the eighth round, and landed Tom a facer, croaking: “There's for 'ee, blackee!” Tom bored in, and planted him a real churchwarden's right that knocked him arse over ears. Cribb and Gibbons did what they could, but at the half-minute he was still sound asleep, and Gully took Tom's famble and cried: “Molineaux the winner!”

   And that, sir, is how Tom Molineaux, woozy wi' daffy and collywobbles and half the strength drained out o' him by a night's fornicating, beat Tom Blake, the game Tom Tough, in twelve minutes or there'bouts, and I swear if there was a less popular man in Kent that day, he must ha' had leprosy. There was hissing and booing, but less'n before, for they gave their voices to cheers for Blake. Gully put 'round a hat for him, and when he was come to the swell division they crowded 'round to clap him on the shoulder for his bottom, and plenty he had o' that. He came lurching and grinning to shake Tom's hand, and swore he'd never been milled so hard, and the crowd cheered wi' might and main, so they might ha' been cheers for Tom, too, for all you could tell.

   There was one there, though, to give him a bravo and a slap on the back and all smiles, and guess who that was, sir – why, Cap'n Buck Flashman, to be sure! Not so much as the tip o' his whisker had I seen 'til then, when the fight was won and his man cock o' the walk, but now he was full of delight and great action, crying how proud he was, and what fettle, Tom? and bidding Pad and me rub him down 'fore he took cold. 'Twould ha' been a different tale if Tom had tumbled down drunk in the first round, you bet. The Cap'n shook hands wi' Breen and the Corinthians, who were bound to congratulate him, and then led Tom to a tilbury where Lady Manners was set so that she could smile on him and touch his hand wi' the tips o' her dainty fingers, aye, and look him over wi' a lazy smile that I didn't care for 'bove half. Alvanley and Mellish, who were the best o' the bucks, shook Tom's hand also, and Lord Sefton called out to all that would listen: “He's a dam' stout fellow, I say, a damned stout fellow!”

   Tom stood, head down and silent, while the Quality praised him, and the commons looked on grinning but liking him no better. Pad and I would ha' had him away to the carriage, but he shook his head, and damned if I knew what to make of him. He wasn't scairt no more, nor sick for what I could see, but his teeth were set hard, and he kept shooting little looks sidelong, at the bucks, and the crowd, and the legs that were paying or collecting, and all the confusion 'round about.

   “Gi' me a guinea,” says he, so I gave him the flimsy, and he went to where Gully had the hat they'd put 'round for Blake, and dropped the flimsy in it. Now, sir, I thought 'twas just kindness, but I don't think that no longer. It was policy, sir, such as I'd not ha' credited him wi' thinking of. For he had that grinning look, now, and when those closest, who saw what he'd done, cried bravo and well done, he threw off the blanket round his shoulders, and held up his hands to the crowd.

   “What the dooce is he about?” wonders Pad, and Cap'n Buck began to call out to him. Tell truth, sir, I wondered if the drink was still at work in him, for he waited 'til the buzz o' the crowd was stilled, and then he called out:

   “Lawds, an' ladies, an gen'men! Ah am Tom Molineaux of Virginny, in th'United States of 'Merica, an' mebbe Ah's the best millin' cove in the hull o' Creation – an' mebbe Ah ain't! Ah got ma own 'pinion on that, an' you got yo's. You seen me fight a real game man today, a real prime miller. You make o' that what you will. Ah's in England to do ma best, to fight fair, an' to stand up to any man who'll come to scratch wi' me. An' whether Ah win or whether Ah lose, you good people goin' to gi' me fair play, 'cos they ain't no people in the whole world as good an' spo'tin' as the people of Ol' England, an' you know yo' good ol' game o' prize-fightin' mus' have the best, an' by golly Ah's goin' see that you gits it! An' the Lawd bless you all, an' you take care! An' God save the King!”

   No, sir, he was not drunk, he was not distempered, nor had he gone queer in the attic, though you might ha' thought so if you had seen our phizzes – Pad wi' his mouth wide as a cod's, and Cap'n Buck struck dumb, and the Quality a-stare at this astonishing address from the black figure in his white breeches, alone in the ring. He gave a little bow, and walked back to us, and someone – I guess it might ha' been Sefton – cried “Bravo!”, and the Quality clapped and cried: “Well said, the black!” and in a moment there was a great sighing noise that burst in a storm of cheers, and hats were flying into the air, and handkerchieves waving, and someone struck up “Marlbroug”, and in a moment they were hollering it out, “For he's a jolly good fellow, and so say all of us!” They were all 'round him, grasping his hands, and slapping his shoulders, and I swear he took more punishment in those few moments than ever he got from Tom Tough. We had to fight our way to the carriage, wi' the vinegars clearing a way, and Cap'n Buck calling for three cheers and a tiger.

   We got Tom inside and closed the blinds, but the mob tore 'em away and beat on the coach, yelling and cheering. I was all concern for him, for 'twasn't natural or like him at all, sir, to speak as he'd done, before all those folk, who'd never spoke out in all his life before, not public, I mean. He looked tired to death, lying back 'gainst the cushions, while Pad poured him a tot, and outside the people had unyoked the horses and were dragging the carriage along.

   Pad gave him the dram, and he sipped and coughed and waved it away like 'twas nauseous to him, which was no wonder. Then he opened an eye and gave us a sleepy little smile slantendicular.

   “Them people likin' me a little bitty mo' now, you reckon?” says he.

  

 
  

  

  

   

   
    
    TOM CRIBB,

     former heavyweight Champion of England,
retired publican
   

   Truth to tell, master, I did not rate the black high. Well, there I were mistook. Now that I'm an old 'un, I can confess it. Yet, if I held him over cheap, 'twere natural enough. A man can only judge as he sees.

   He'd beat Burrows. Well, who could not? He'd licked Tom Blake, but old Tom at Margate weren't half the man as I'd beat five year afore at Blackheath, when I were but a younker and Blake were in his prime. Ah, he were Tom Tough in them days, I can tell 'ee. Dead on his pins after an hour's stern milling, but still he came back at me. And rattled me all o'er the shop 'fore I put him down.

   When he met Molineaux he were older and stouter and slower by far. The spirit were gone out of him, too, I reckon, or he'd ha' stood game longer than he did 'gainst a man who didn't fight well above half. Some said the black had been training on daffy and doxies, and had come to the ring half-soused, and that were the reason he showed so little style. I know naught o' that; he seemed sober enough at the end on't. But whatever o' that, 'twere no great mill. They flogged each other for five rounds, no science, no quarter, and when Blake went in his shell, Black Tom could not pry him out. Strength and youth did it at last. A hammering youngster thrashed a tired oldster. But I saw naught in the black to trouble me.

   'Deed, I'd thought better of him when I'd watched him spar wi' Dutch Sam. I see then he could shift right sharp, guard well, and fib hard and fast, but he showed little o' that 'gainst Blake, only slogging. I said to Bill Gibbons: “This chap's one o' them as is champions wi' the mufflers, but half-starters when they come off.” See, master, 'tis one thing to trip about the Fives Court showing off your feints and dodges, wi' naught at stake, but another to stand bare-hand in earnest wi' a sixteen-stone bruiser who aims to smash you, and everything depending upon it. Many a brave man fights wary then, not 'cos he lacks bottom but 'cos o' the burden of knowin' 'tis now or never.

   I've felt it. Why, I've sparred wi' big Bob Gregson, him they called the Lancashire Giant, and gone full tilt and fancy free, and if he planted me a melter, what then? It cost me naught, being only a breather 'tween friends. But when I faced that same Bob at Moulsey, an October day cold as January, knowing his weight and strength and that one false step and my title would be o'er the hills and far away, ne'er mind Mr Methuen's stake money and the side-bets, and all them years o' rough milling gone for nothing … ah, that's a different thing, master. But only them as has been there, knows that.

   So when I thought Molineaux might be a half-starter, 'twasn't that I doubted his game. I told Gibbons: “He's a likely chicken in practice, but he's raw in the ring. He han't found his feet yet, and p'raps ne'er will. Whether or no, he'll never be a match for me.”

   'Twere no boast, master, but my belief, and most o' the Fancy thought likewise. Well, we was wrong. He had more in him than met the eye, of skill and fighting sense – and none was wronger than them as supposed he lacked bottom. I was not one o' those. I'd looked him in the eye.

   After the Blake set-to, all the buzz was: when would I meet the nigger? I said naught to that. 'Tweren't my place, as Champion, so I turned a closed listener to the rashers o' wind in my public, and let my chums answer: “What, has Blackee challenged, then?” For that he had not done, and I knew why: Richmond and Pad Jones was unsure o' their man still. “Letting I dare not wait upon I would,” says Pierce Egan. “But come, Tom, what d'ye say to all the talk?” I knew better than to open my gab to that one.

   But talk there was, and louder it grew as time went by 'til it seemed all Lunnon could think o' naught but the 'mazin' black, and how would he fare 'gainst me. Buckley Flashman led the chorus, vowing to see his man Champion 'fore the year was out, tho' by all I heard the black were more partial to racketing wi' Cyprians and punishing the lush than putting his self in trim for a mill. It did not damp his conceit, tho', bragging how he'd take me to task. Never to my face, mind you; he steered clear o' the Union Arms, and kept his boasts for the Corinthians and pint-snappers at the Prad and Pilchard.

   
    I ne'er minded it. I'd seen for myself that Molineaux were a jolly cove, full o' fun and antics as the darkies are, and cared not what he said. 'Twere all gammon to make Richmond's customers laugh, and no harm to me. Why, if brags won mills I'd ha' lost every fight afore it begun!

   But if I paid no heed to the nigger's swaggers, or the loose patterers, there was them as did. 'Twould be some weeks after the Blake mill that Jackson, with Gully and Gregson, came to my parlour, all mighty sober-faced.

   “Tom,” says Jackson, “will ye fight the black?”

   I asked him if a Johnny Newcome wi' a mill and a half behind him had the right to bid for my belt before the likes o' Belcher or Gregson himself.

   “They ain't bidding,” says Gully. “Besides, ye've beat 'em both. No one's challenged you in two years, nor like to.”

   “Well, let the black challenge, then,” says I. “He talks a-plenty, from what I hear, and Richmond, and Buckley Flashman. They know where to find me.”

   “True enough,” says Jackson, “but with all the gossip, and Molineaux strutting about Town, and Richmond's sly hints, and you saying ne'er a word … why, the buzz is that Molineaux's itching to fight – but you're not.”

   All three on 'em was eyeing me wary-like, to see how I took that.

   “Then they's fools and liars that says it,” I told him. “And you know it, John Jackson.”

   “Aye, he knaws it,” says Gregson, “but the noodles that gabs i' the cloobs dawn't knaw it. They're sayin' ye're blate, man.”

   “Are you saying it, Bob?”

   “No such thing!” says Jackson, mighty sharp. “But you know Richmond. He ain't your best friend, and if he can drop a word against you, he'll do it, and twist it to his advantage – the louder the buzz, the more profit to him and the legs when the match comes off. Why, 'twill be the biggest thing the Fancy's ever seen!”

   “And not only the Fancy,” says Gully. “Tom, I'll be plain with you: 'tis the talk of the nation. They think more of this fight than of the war in Spain – this match that is not made, and they want to know why. I was by the House today, and heard ten mentions of Cribb and Molineaux for every one of Boney. Not a Member or a lord but asks when the fight is to be. ‘What's Cribb about? Is he shy o' the black, or what?’ D'ye know who spoke those words, Tom?” He tapped me on the chest. “Aye, as reported to me by a peer o' the realm? The King, no less.”

   “Aye, even Owd Nobbs is askin', 'alf-daft an' a' as he is!” growls Gregson. “Tha's boond to meet him, Tom lad.”

   I said here was a great pother over one black Yankee.

   “That's the point!” cries Jackson. “A black Yankee – that's why folk are in a fever that ne'er gave boxing a thought before. Deuce take it, there are school-teachers in Newcastle, and doctors in Aberdeen, and misses in parsonages – aye, and dowagers in Almack's, all wi' their heads together whispering: ‘A foreigner … a black man … Champion of England?’ That's the question, Tom, and there's soldiers in Spain and jacks in the Channel Fleet asking it, too! And but one man on earth can answer it, or prevent it!”

   I'd never known Jackson, that was so genteel and soft-spoke, to be that warm afore. Bob and Gully was nodding to every word.

   “I'm Champion,” says I. “'Tain't for me to challenge no upstart.”

   “Right you are,” says Jackson, “but if I put it to Richmond, in public, that he must give over all his gas, and the darkie's, and write a proper challenge, or be published all o'er Town, the pair of 'em, for braggarts and hang-backs (Egan'd see to that!), and if Richmond writes such a challenge … will ye take it up, Tom? Aye or no?”

   Put plain that way, 'twere food for thoughts, and I'll tell ye what they was. I'd no fear o' the black … nor much wish to meet him. I hadn't milled in two year, my parlour were giving me a goodish living, I had my name and fame, and had put on flesh and were comfortable. There'd been talk o' retirement and benefit, and I did not care if I ne'er did more scrimmaging than were needful to pitch rowdies into the street. I had no inclination to defend my title 'gainst a swaggering black pug. But, master, ye can see how 'twould ha' been for my credit and good name had I refused. So I made no bones of it.

   “Two hundred guineas a side, and a purse of a hundred,” says I. “Twenty-four-foot ring, grass or stage, yourself to stand umpire, and Buckley Flashman may put up his man any day 'twixt now and the year end. I'll meet him.”

   “Thank God!” cries Jackson, and wrung my hand. “But 'twill be Richmond, not Flashman. He's given over the black, I believe.”

   “I heard that,” says Gully. “What's to do?”

   “Some falling-out or other, it makes no matter. Tom, this is famous! Why, this match will be the greatest – aye, and the richest! – that ever was!”

   “Four to one Cribb, or longer,” says Gully. “But, Tom, no need of an early match, once 'tis made. Take time to train up.”

   They was eyeing me again. Jackson said he was right, two years was a long time idle. “The black's in training, and has fought two mills this summer. Best breathe yourself for a few weeks.”

   “In training, is he?” says I. “In the flesh-market, from what I hear.”

   “Even so, he's got five years on you, Tom, and raw or not, he's nimble and strong,” says Jackson. “Oh, if I'm a judge he's not up to your mark, nor ever will be, but … well, you know better than to take any man lightly. What d'ye scale now … sixteen or over? I'd give yourself a month … or more. Eh, John?”

   Well, master, 'twere good advice, but it irked me, I tell ye. I guess I'd had my fill o' this wonderful nigger, as if he were Jack Slack and Mendoza all in one skin, and I must sweat like any novice to be up to him. I'm a patient, easy cove, but to have Gully and Jackson, of all men, as solemn as old wives o'er my condition, put me out of all liking. I'd ha' given 'em a short word, but for big Bob.

   “Mak' it December!” cries he. “An' nivver glower at me, Tom Cribb! Tha's fatter'n a Christmas goose, ye owd booger! See noo, man – I'll be layin' a hoondred pun tha puts the darkie doon inside ten roonds, an' I dawn't want to lose me brass 'cos tha's got a belly like a poisoned pup an' it takes thee twenty! So nivver glower, I say, but get thasel' oot on't road!”

   What could I do but laugh wi' him, and all the heartier 'cos I knew he made sense. For all that, I thought little o' the black.

  

 
  

  

  

   

   
    
    JOHN DOE,

     alias Richard Roe,
footman to Belinda, Lady Manners,
wife of Sir John Manners, Bt
   

   Let us speak low, sir, if you please. Walls, you know, has ears. Now, sir, do you pledge me your solemn hoath, your bounden word as a man of honner, that my hidentity will remain forever hanonymous? Not the least 'int to a living creeter as I 'ave spoke to you? I must hinsist on your haffy-davy, sir, or it is no go at all! Not a word shall pass my lips hotherwise, nary so much as a syllable! Why, if 'twas to be known as I 'ad blowed – confided, like –'twould be my perfesshnl ruin, no less. Loyalty and trust, sir, is the sacred hemblems of our vo-cation, and 'im as breaks that trust, sir, disgraced 'e is, cast into houter darkness, and not a bloody 'ope of a sittywation thereafter. And I tell you, sir, not one word would I dye-vulge, hunder torcher, heven, if conscience did not compel me. That is the fact, sir; 'tis conscience alone as does it. The blunt would not tempt me, sir, not hif 'twas ten times the sum you hoffer – and very generous and 'ighly hacceptable, to be sure, but conscience is the thing.

   It 'as cost me dear, believe me. I 'ave wrestled with my very soul, sir. But when I think of the trust as she broke, the betrayal of the 'usband she swore to love, honner, hobey, and all of that, I can keep silence no longer. Not that 'e was a whit better, but that's by the way. For 'tis a wife's sacred dooty, is it not, more'n an 'usband's? But 'er, what did she know of dooty, for all 'er fine hairs, and treated us in the servants' 'all like muck, she did, and 'ad no more dooty in 'er than a halley-cat! And with a nasty, low nigger and all!

   You do give your word, sir, on your honner? Very good. You'll keep the same, I know, being a gentleman, a real hout-and-houter, as I seen soon's I set heyes on you, if you will forgive my a-saying so. We learn, sir, in the perfesshn, to tell Quality from common, do we not? I should say we do!

   
    Well, then, in your ear … it – is – true … what you been told. Lady Manners was the paramour of the black pugilist Molineaux! There, now! 'E was not the first or honly, I can tell you, but the honly black man, you hunderstand, and 'ow she came to lower 'erself that far, well, sir, it fair leaves me speechless. Oh, there is many a fine lady of the ton as gives 'er wedded lord a pair of hantlers, as the saying is (and I could tell you, aha! but that is not in our bargain, so mum), but none I ever 'eard tell of as would stoop to de-grade 'erself with the likes of that … that sooty monster! It passes thinking of, sir. But Lady Bel, she did, more shame to 'er. It is gospel; I seen 'em at it, an 'orrible sight, and fair turned my stummick.

   I blame Sir John, partly. Very loose, 'e was, a right rake, and let 'er go 'er own ways so long as she gave no cause for scandal. Why, she'd been hon and hoff with more gentlemen than I'd care to count, and all the Town knew when she took up with that Mad Buck Flash-man, but that was not hout of the way in Society in them days, I grieve to say. Sir John did not deign to let on, 'im being proper bred, and 'aving 'is own muslins to mind, but I say 'e did wrong, sir, wrong as could be, to turn a blind heye to the blackamoor – and hif, as some said, 'e did not twig, well, 'e hought to 'ave done.

   It was this way, sir. Lady Bel, being young and topsides with all that was fast and fashionable, always 'ad a heye to the gladiators, and was seen at the mills a sight more often than was becoming, to my mind. Low ruffians is what they are, sir, and hought to 'ave been beneath the notice of 'er and hother young Quality females. Bad enough, you may say, when the pugs is white, but when I seen her at Margate, after Molineaux 'ad beat that Blake creeter, and was presented to 'er by Captain Flashman (as should 'ave known better, 'im being a hofficer), and 'ad the himpidence to kiss 'er 'and with them great lolloping lips, and the glowing look she give 'im – well, sir, I tell you I thought shame for 'er sex! To see 'er, that was so finickal and dainty, a-smiling on that black reeking savvidge, more like a hanimal than an 'uman 'e was … well, sir, you may picter my feelings.

   I feared the worst, then. Did I not say to Mister Jessup, our butler: “She'll 'ave 'im, Mr Jessup, or I'm mistook.” “What, the black?” says he. “Never! A lady of 'er sensibilities – himpossible! Besides, she is a-lashing the laundry with Captain Flashman, is she not?” “Even so,” says I, “you mark my words, Mr Jessup,” and I was proved right, sir.

   This I will grant 'er, that she 'ad that much discretion, or cunning you might say, to 'old off until Sir John was gone down to Northamptonshire for the 'unting, and she could pursue 'er clandestine hamours hunremarked, by 'im leastways. By that time the black was all the crack, 'aving been matched to meet the Champion, and was feted and petted something sickening by all the sporting ton, and not them halone. Mr Carlisle, a professor gentleman, hemployed 'im as a model for teaching hanatomy, 'im being a specimen of the nigger breed, I dare say, and they 'ad 'im a-posing among them Greek statues of my Lord Helgin's and all – stark naked disgusting at a guinea a time for all the gentlemen to view, and would you believe it, sir, they exhibited 'im special to ladies also, and 'im in a britch-clout as would not 'ave made a pocket 'andkercher!

   I never saw nothing so vile 'orrid, sir, not in all my days, as that beastly creeter, all shiny black and a-bulging, rolling 'is heyes and grinning, and the ladies letting on as they was comparing him to the statues – I knew what they was comparing, and it was not no lump of Greek marble, neither! I was that mortified I could not think where to look, and me misfortunate to be the honly man there hamong Lady Bel and 'er fine friends, all a-quizzing of 'im and whispering behind their muffs.

   “Do you know, my dear Georgina,” says Lady Bel, “that for the first time I believe I understand Desdemona's partiality.”

   “Oh, fie, Bel!” cries 'er friend. “Do you not recollect how the play ends?”

   “I was thinking of the earlier acts,” says Lady Bel, sly-like, and at that they all burst out a-tittering, and vowed she was the wickedest thing. Desdemona was a lady wedded on a man of colour in a play, you see, Mister Jessup told me.

   Lady Bel beckoned the hattendant that was there, and spoke with 'im sotter votchey, and tipped 'im a flimsy, and then – it is the shameful truth, sir, I tell no lie – he bade the black go in behind a screen, and Lady Bel and the Honnerable Georgina went round about it, and after a moment come out again, Lady Bel with 'er lazy smile like a tabby that 'as been at the cream, and t'other one blushing and in whoops. You never saw nothing so brazen, sir, the pair of 'em.

   
    Need I tell you what followed, sir? I must on haccount o' conscience, though it makes my 'ead swim to think on it. 'Twould be a week after, my being hindisposed by some crab meat at supper, that I harose about one of the morning and caught young Halbert, the junior footman, and the boot-boy, on the backstairs in their night-shirts. I hasked what was the meaning of it, but dubbed close they was until I took a cane to the boy, and 'e sang loud enough then, that Lady Bel 'ad the Hafrican habovestairs in 'er chamber, and Halbert and 'im was habout to spy on 'em from 'er ladyship's boodwar, as they 'ad done many nights past.

   “You lying tyke!” cries I. “'Ow dare you slander your mistress, you young 'ound, you? I'll not leave a hinch of skin on your breech for this!”

   But my 'eart misgive me, sir, that true it was, and young Halbert swore to it, 'ow 'er ladyship's habigail – one of them French 'ussies, all paint and hinsolence – was used to leave the area door hunlatched of a night, and that coloured scoundrel was hupstairs by one and hout by six, reg'lar as clockwork, “and Lady Bel and the habigail both a-playing ballum-rankum for 'im, ain't it so, 'Erbert, we seen 'em ever so often, didn't we?” 'Im and that scamp 'Erbert was grinning and sniggering, sir, they thought it the primest gig, filthy little brocks.

   Well, I was at a loss what to do, sir, as you may himagine, but not wishing to believe the worst without I 'ad seen for myself, I hordered the boy to bed and bade Halbert to conduct me, and went and hobserved through the crack of 'er ladyship's boodwar door. And I would cut out my tongue rather than say it, sir, but conscience compels – there was that monstrous blackamoor stallion a-setting naked on 'er ladyship's own bed, laughing and clapping 'is paws while Lady Bel and the habigail, with not a stitch between 'em, was a-dancing and a-flaunting of theirselves at 'im, and the candles all lit, and then the pair of 'em set about him, squealing like wild things, and carrying on for hever so long, and that 'orrid black fiend … no, sir, I can say no more, but they was at it, I can tell you, and never did I think to see Christian females so habandoned. The things they done, sir, and that he done, well, I was like to puke, and would 'ave tore myself away, but young Halbert was not to be budged, and 'im with the tail of 'is shirt crammed in 'is chops to keep from laughing hout loud, 'e was that shameless.

   So there it was, sir, as I 'ad seen with my own heyes, and naught for it but to hinform Mr Jessup, for with that Halbert and 'Erbert already in the know, 'ow was we to keep it from the hother servants, and then 'twould be the gossip of the 'ole world. Mr Jessup was that took aback, 'e needed a ball o' fire to set 'im right, and then said, very stern, it was 'is dooty to see for 'imself, such a scandal, 'e could not credit without 'e saw the same. So 'e did, the next night, and come down hafter an hour or more, and the sweat a-running off of 'is brow, sir, like water. 'E plumped down in 'is chair, all a-tremble, and sent Halbert straight to the cellar for a bottle of the old Nantes, to settle 'is self.

   “By goles! I seen a deal in sixty year, and thought to know as much as befits a Christian, but that man o' colour is like nothing in nature!” says 'e. “God 'elp Tom Cribb!”

   “God 'elp 'er ladyship, you mean!” cries I.

   “John Doe,” says 'e, “she needs no more 'elp than Potiphar's wife! Jezebel was a babby to 'er, a hinnocent! She's run mad, pleasuring mad she is! It's that,” says 'e, “or the nigger's bewitched 'er!”

   “Must we give our notice to the steward?” says I. “We are perfesshnl men of reppitation. Can we abide in this 'ouse as she 'as turned into an 'eathen bagnio? We must think of our good names, Mr Jessup!”

   That gave 'im to consider, sir, right enough. “Eight and thirty years 'ave I served Sir John, and 'is father afore him. Where would I find another sittywation, at my time, tell me that? No, John, we must not be 'asty. Why, what would be said, what scandal might not harise, if the likes of you and me, perfesshnl men as you say, was to 'op the wag sudden-like? Besides,” says 'e, mighty solemn, “'tis not our place to judge our betters, whatsoever their conduck. That Lady Bel,” says 'e, taking a long pull of the Nantes, and shaking 'is old grey noddle, “beats anything in the Bible, I do believe, or them wicked Roman hempresses of yore. As for the black fellow, I would not 'ave credited such. It is the tropic sun as does it, I reckon.”

   Well, sir, what was we to do, 'cept our hutmost to prevent such scandalous goings-on coming to the ear of the vulgar public? “We can stop the gabs of young Halbert and the boy 'Erbert, at all events,” says Mr Jessup, 'tho 'ow 'e was to do that was beyond me, but 'e 'it on a prime notion. A long 'ead on 'im, 'ad old Jessup. He summoned 'em, stern as a judge, and told 'em that heven to talk of the 'orrors they 'ad witnessed would make 'em parties to unnatteral vice, which was a capital hoffence. I don't know as Halbert, who was a dodgy 'un, believed 'im, but 'Erbert fell a-blubbering, and both swore to keep their mummers shut.

   But hothers knew, sir. The black, you see, was in training for 'is match with the Champion, and 'is people must 'ave twigged to 'is hassignations with my lady, for twice of a morning, nigh on six, the time when the habigail was used to let the nigger out at the area door, there was a man a-waiting, a lean likely villain in a round shap and black coat. Mr Jessup, who was a follower of the Fancy, swore it was Paddington Jones, the bruiser as 'ad charge of Molineaux – and if you ax me how Mr Jessup come to be at the back winder at that time o' day, sir, I cannot say, but I 'as my suspicions 'e was doing more spying than sleeping, and at 'is hage, too. Howsomever, Molineaux and the man Jones fell a-bickering in the very street; I 'eard 'em myself the second time, such habuse and filthy words as would 'ave scorched your ears, sir, afore they goes off together.

   Now you may wonder at it, sir, but all the time she 'ad been degrading of 'erself with the black by night, Lady Bel 'ad been spry as a starling by day, driving hout with Captain Flashman and 'er friends, receiving and paying of 'er calls, seen about Town and the smart shops and the theatre and Halmack's, all quite the thing. I hattended on 'er as dooty demanded, and I fair marvelled at the brass fore'ead of 'er, I did. I should tell you, sir, she was the most delicate and refined creeter to look upon, hever so fair and fresh-like, with the sweetest manner and them wide blue peepers, butter wouldn't 'ave melted, and such a taste in dress as ravished the ton haltogether. 'Twas a privilege to wait hupon 'er, and made me right proud – until that hugly blackamoor, I never could hesteem 'er the same after, I could not. I would see 'er a-languishing on the Captain's harm, laughing with 'er fine friends, hinnocent as day, and think to myself, woe hunto you, my lady, your sins will find you hout one o' these days, or I'm parson's pig. And so they did, sir.

   How Captain Flashman got wind of 'er goings-on, I know not. P'raps by way of Paddington Jones or some hother of the black's people. Nor I wouldn't put it past that French habigail, a sly malishus trollop with more hairs and graces than 'er mistress, and the wickedest tongue. Anyways, sir, came a daybreak when I was in the kitchen at my morning wet, and Mr Jessup come in a huge fluster with his wig like an 'en's nest, and fair dragged me to the back winder, and who should we see but the Captain 'is very self, jumping down from 'is curricle, and the prads steaming like boiled flounders. Still 'alf-dark it was, but we could see as the Captain 'ad black rage writ all over 'im, pacing up and down in a passion and thrashing 'is whip on 'is boot.

   “'E's twigged 'em!” says Mr Jessup. “By goles, John, we'll see murder done, so we will!”

   “I'll run for the charlies!” says I.

   “You'll not!” cries 'e. “I would not miss this for a seat in the Lords!”

   Just then we 'eard the habigail a-tittering on the stairs, and in a moment hout comes the nigger from the area door. The Captain spoke never a word but laced straight into 'im with 'is whip, lashing 'im something cruel, and the blackamoor took all hunawares and staggering and bellowing loud enough to fetch the beadle, and the Captain red as fury.

   The black 'ad with 'im a little toy bird in a cage which I knew for 'er ladyship's, and guessed she must 'ave give it 'im, and it fell and broke on the cobbles. “Ma present!” hollers Molineaux. “You done bust ma present, damn ye!” – you know the way they talk, sir. “'Tis all broke to smash!”

   “I'll break more than that, you black son of a bitch!” cries the Captain, laying on, but Molineaux caught the lash away from 'im and dealt 'im such a leveller as I thought would 'ave killed 'im.

   “The grave-digger!” cries Mr Jessup, and danced on 'is wig. “There's pepper, by goles!”

   But the Captain tore off 'is coat, and flung it in the gutter, such a swell case, sir, as though 'twere a rag, and fair flew at Molineaux with 'is fists, calling 'im bastard and worse. The black sprang away, waving 'is fists and laughing, daring the Captain to come on, and so 'e did, sir, and they struck and mauled heach hother like madmen, the Captain swearing and the blackamoor laughing and taunting 'im, and Mr Jessup was beside 'isself, 'opping hup and down that hexcited, crying: “That's for 'is nob! Go for 'is bread-basket! Foul, foul, by goles! Now, now, the one-two!”

   I know nothing of milling, sir, and despises it for a nasty brutal business, but heven I could see as the Captain was no match for the beastly grinning savvidge, and sure enough Molineaux beat 'im all hover the street until 'e tumbled down and lay there, the blood on 'is lips and stark murder in 'is heyes. If there 'ad been a sharp or barker to 'and, sir, Molineaux would 'ave lain dead on the hinstant. But the Captain did not get up again, and Molineaux cries: “'Ad enuff, hey? Why, you ain't some chicken, Captain Buck! You's no better at fightin' than Lady Bel says you is at —in', you poor white trash!”

   I 'umbly begs pardon, sir, but them was the words 'e used. I could scarce believe my hears, from a low coloured rascal to a hofficer and gentleman born, the disgrace of it. I felt hutterly hashamed, I did. And then, what do you think – the blackamoor picked up the Captain's coat and wiped 'is 'ands hupon it, and threw it down and went a-strutting off, guffawing like a bull calf. The Captain, 'e said not a word, but got hup presently and hinto 'is curricle and drove away – and then, sir, ah then! We 'eard a winder bang shut hover'ead, and 'er ladyship and the habigail laughing and hexclaiming habovestairs! What do you think of that?

   Captain Flashman never came to the 'ouse no more. Nor did the nigger, nasty beast. We was well shot o' that one, but I regretted the Captain, sir, a proper hopen-'anded gentleman 'e was. Mr Jessup said, funning like, that 'twas a shame, for 'e would 'ave liked to see 'em box a return match, but I do not share 'is 'umour, sir. To my way of thinking, the reppitation of our 'ouse 'ad been polluted, sir, the honner of Manners 'ad been blowed upon by that dirty black creeter.

   What, sir? I 'ave hexplained much as was 'idden from you? Why, I am much gratified to 'ear you say so, and glad to 'ave been of service … oh, my dear sir, thank'ee, deeply hobliged … most generous indeed! And I 'ave your word my name will not happear … ?

   PADDINGTON JONES, resumed

   
    How could I give him up, sir, I ask you? If't had been any other miller, I might have washed my hands and bidden him good-day, but with Tom … I could not. No, not if he'd drunk the cellars dry, boxed the watch, and covered every moll from the Chelsea waterworks to Shadwell Dock – which he tried to do, Lord knows, and I was nigh on desperate when he took up with that high-flying slut Manners, for he was in her bed the best part of a fortnight. But I'd come too far with him, you see, and turned him from a clumsy looby into as fine and fast a heavy man as ever I knew, and how could I say farewell to all o' that within a month of him fighting for the Championship of England? Tho' when he rolled up to breakfast ho-hoing how he'd thrashed Buck Flashman, I'll own I thought 'twas out of my hands, and the end of him.

   Richmond was near out of his wits. “Ye know what'll come o' this?” bawls he. “You infernal black fool, they'll have ye in the Roundhouse afore noon, for assault, and in the Spike Hotel for the next six months!”

   “Ah don' b'lieve so,” says Tom, sporting his ruffles with Weston's fine coat slung over his shoulders like any shawl. “Ah don' b'lieve Cap'n Flashman goin' to tell the beak: ‘Oh, please yo’ honour, this heah is the niggah whut mounted ma mistress an' whupped me in the street'. Ah cain't heah him, 'zackly!” He gave a great splutter of laughter. “Say, whut's fo' brekfuss, Flora? Ah's been exercisin', an' mighty sharp set!”

   Bill was that angry he could hardly speak. “Damn you! An' what in God's name you goin' to do for a patron now!” was all he could say.

   “Git any number o' patrons,” says Tom, cool as you please. “Lawd Sefton back me in a minnit. Or Mistah Mellish, or Alvanley, or thee Mark-wess o' Queens-burr-ee!” says he, rolling his eyes. “Why, whut's a matter, Bill Richmond, you worrit 'bout the two hunnerd guineas? Git two thousan', easy. Say, Flora, how 'bout two o' yo' big juicy rump steaks, the way Ah likes 'em?”

   “Get out!” yells Bill. “Get your black ass out o' my house!” He was raving, sir, and I thought he would fly at Tom, who sat back on the bench like a dandy in a club and looked him up and down, pitying almost.

   “You ain't puttin' me out, Bill,” says he. “Now, why'nt you let me git ma brekfuss in peace, then me an' Pad'll git out on the road, an' then Ah'll whale the bag an' limber the weights, so I'll be in fettle to dee-molish Tom Cribb? Huh? That's yo' style, Flora, broil 'em up, gal!”

   There was nothing to say to him, for 'twas all true. Buck Flashman daren't charge him, for his credit's sake, half the bucks of the Fancy would be ready to back him, and neither Bill nor I would give him up now – as well he knew, the grinning black villain – not with the prize in reach, and the dream like to come true. For this I'll say, 'spite all his gorging and mollishing and going to bed at cock-crow castaway foxed, aye, and brawling with the charlies and being haled before a magistrate who let him go with a caution (being a follower of the Fancy, I dare say) – for all o' that, sir, he was out on the road with me at peep o' day, and worked and sparred and trained like any Trojan, he did, and all his whoring and hurrawing seemed to have taken no more out of him than a ten-mile trot. Any other pug would ha' been burned to the socket, but Tom Molineaux was of different metal. Course he was. I don't say he throve on loose-living, or that he could not have been sharper and stronger still, but I do say that in those last weeks before Copthorn he was moving as well and fibbing as hard as I could have wished, for all that he was still haunting the kens by night, on the mop and in the saddle.

   We never saw hide nor hair of Flashman after his turn-up with Tom, and it took Bill Richmond all of three days to come out of his sullens, but there was no lack (as Tom had guessed) of sporting men ready to stand the stake, and the purse might have been subscribed a hundred times over, for the fight had caught hold of the Town, aye, and the country, like a fever. I never knew the like, sir, 'fore or since: Crocky reckoned there was a cool five million laid out in wagers, such a sum as had never been known for any mill or race or sporting contest whatever, the papers were full of it, Egan was predicting that Cribb would be tried as never before, the Corinthians were sporting their “Molineaux” bands all over St James's, the milliners were doing a great trade in black dolls with woolly heads which were all the crack with the Quality kidlings, ladies were wearing little Yankee flags with their stripes and stars, Tom was cheered to the skies when we took our runs in the Green Park, the old Nag and Blower was crowded like a Tyburn scragging day and night, Bill was fretful 'cos Tom was still a stone heavier than he liked at fourteen two, and I was wore to a shadow, sir – I swear I never sweated so hard for my own mills as I did for that one.

   Happy, tho', for I was beginning to hope, not least 'cos Dutch Sam and Mendoza had taken to dropping by our ken, to watch Tom at work, and even to spar with him. I knew what that meant: the Jews were taking note of our man, and fixing their odds according. It had been five to one Cribb, but that soon narrowed 'til you might get two to one; on Guy Fawkes they were offering ten to one that Molineaux would not stay with Cribb fifteen minutes, but by the month end 'twas seven to four only, and few takers. The word had gone out that the black was shaping, and the excitement rose ever higher – save for Tom, who was placid as a pond in summer, 'cos he knew he would beat Cribb, and told the world the same. 'Twasn't gas, either; he was that cocksure. I did not mind, sir; a man who truly believes he's about to win is a surer bet than any head-shaker.

   It was too much for Richmond, tho'. He was in terror not only over Tom's carry-ons, but about that same confidence, which he judged ignorant folly.

   “Give over yo' goddam braggin' fo' jus' two minnits, an' lissen to me, will yuh?” says he, all darkie-talk in his excitement. “You reckon Cribb's yo' meat – but you don't know him, you ain't seen him fight, even! I've fought him –”

   “An' he trimmed you up good!” chortles Tom.

   “Dam' right he did – me an' ev'yone else! An' you know why – why he's champeen of England? Not jus' 'cos he's the fastest, strongest, cleverest pug ever come to scratch – oh, sure, you c'd be as strong an' as fast, mebbe even as clever, tho' I doubt it – but, brother, that ain't the half! You've never been where Cribb's been!”

   
    “An' where might that be, pray?” says Tom, yawning.

   “Flat on yo' back!” roars Richmond. “With yo' innards beat out, an' both eyes closed, and half yo' ribs busted, an' yo' hands all broke, an' nuthin' in the whole world but mis'ry an' pain! That's where Cribb's been!” He stamped and took a turn about the yard and stuck his phiz into Tom's, glaring. “An' that's when Tom Cribb gits up an' starts to fight! That's why he's champeen! 'Cos he don' know the word ‘quit’! It ain't just that he's trained mind and body – they's a little bit sump'n mo'.” He took a breath, and put his hand on Tom's shoulder, quiet and weary. “An' Tom, boy, I don't know if you got it. But we sure as hell goin' find out. Now, you do sump'n for me? You have a dish o' tea, and git in your bed by nine? An' don't stir out 'til six – will you do that for me, Tom?”

   For once Tom heeded him, but I guess 'twas just humouring, for next night he was up to his shines again with Janey Perkins and the rakes at the Coal Hole. I had long since given up reproaching him, but in the last fortnight I tried a different tack to rein him in: I let up on his training, in part 'cos I didn't want him trained off on the great day, but also I knew 'twould give him to think, if I showed indifferent. Sure enough, when I didn't rouse him out to run, and left off our sparring, he came frowning to know why. I shrugged and said it didn't signify, now, he might train solus if he liked – d'ye know, sir, he did that very thing, and took to turning in by nine! I watched him closer than he knew, for any sign of the crotchets, or nerves, or clogged bowels, but come December the seventeenth he was in prime twig, a stone too heavy, maybe, but as fit to fight for his life as he ever would be.

   The next day, Tuesday the eighteenth, would see it settled, and I was that tired, sir, as one is when all's done that can be done, and you must abide the moment. All the months of graft were behind us, the Bristol Man, and Tom Tough, and Buckley Flash, and Tom's racketing about Town, and all the rebukes and swearing and passions – they did not amount to snuff now. I could ha' slept for a week, but put on a good face for Tom's sake. Bill was grim as a Turk, that long pepper-and-salt noddle would have set well on a churchwarden – the truth was, sir, the man was frightened out of his wits, both for his fighter and the money he'd laid out with the legs, more than a few hundred, I believe, and he'd put up the stake guineas himself, which didn't signify in rhino, being less than half a monkey, but showed he wanted no obligation to patrons. I had not bet myself, not out of fear, nor superstition, but, to put it plain, sir … I did not know. Word was that Cribb had trained steady and would strip at about fourteen and a half – overweight, like Tom, so you might take your choice between 'em.

   The mill was set for Copthorn Common, which lay about thirty miles from Town, hard by East Grinstead in Sussex. Gully and Richmond had chosen it as being close to both Kent and Surrey, so that if the magistrates got wind there would be two counties to bolt to, but it was labour lost. He'd have been a bold beak that sought to queer that fight, with the whole world agog; they'd have tarred and feathered him, I dare say. Lord lu'mme, we could have set up the ropes in Hanover Square! But Copthorn suited me, for it meant an easy coach the day before, and a quiet night in new quarters, which keeps your man occupied and free of care.

   But quiet it was not, sir, for the inn was packed to the eaves, like every house for miles around, and seemed to be uncommon full of Bristol men, bawling five to one Cribb, ten to one the black would fall within fifteen minutes, hundred to one he would not last the hour. Oh, come, Pad, thinks I, have you not the game to back a man of your training to stand up a quarter hour? And a hundred to one is too good to lose any day. So while we were at supper in our chamber I slipped down and sought out Abe Moss, one of Jew King's legs, a known file that would not dare welsh, and laid ten on each count. I felt the better for it, as backing my own man, and told Tom what I'd done. He laughed and thanked me, with his ear cocked to the Bristol boys singing below. You know the air, sir, course you do, “Down in the Valley Where She Followed Me”, but these were the words:

   
    Oh, say have you heard

    Of the handsome young coal-heaver

    Who down at Hungerford

    Used for to ply?

    His daddles he used

    With great skill and dexterity,

     Winning each mill, sir,

    And blacking each eye!

    (Omnes)

    A true Briton from Bristol,

    A rum 'un to fib,

    He's the Champion of England,

    His name is TOM CRIBB!

   

   Our Tom was set at ease, picking his teeth and smiling. “Say, they sho' like that man, don' they? Well, Ah hope he's lissenin', 'cos 'tis the last time. Tomorrow night they goin' be singin' 'bout me.'

   Richmond, who had been looking middling sour, and had made nothing of his peck, grunted that he'd better not count on it. Tom was used to his blues by this time; he laughed and asked what ailed him, he knew we were sure to win.

   “That don't mean they'll be singin' songs about it,” says Bill.

   “Why, how you talk!” scoffs Tom. “Ah'll be they new champeen – sho', they'll be singin'! Din't you hear 'em huzza me on the road today? They likes me – say, Ah bet they likes me a sight better'n that dull dog Cribb this minnit –”

   “Oh, yeah?” cries Bill. “Well, 'bout the sixth round tomorrow they ain't goin' be likin' you one dam' bit, an' you best know that!”

   “What you mean, sixt' round –?”

   “By that time,” says Bill, “all them as bet you wouldn't stay the fifteen minutes will have lost their money.” He poured himself another shot o' the red, took a pull, and glowered at Tom. “An' the gashly 'spicion will be sinkin' in that you just 'bout liable to hand Cribb the lickin' o' his life. An', brother, you won't have a friend in the world! 'Cept me, an' Pad here – an' I ain't all that sure 'bout him, either.”

   I thanked him for that, and Tom set up a great jeer, but Bill shouted us down. What with worry and waiting, he'd been punishing the pot, and was cut enough to be quarrelsome.

   “Don't tell me how pop'lar you are!” says he. “I read Pierce Egan, an' it don't signify two megs! You better get one thing in that thick nob o' yours, Tom Molineaux – you ain't fightin' only Cribb tomorrow. You fightin' England! An' that's a tall order, boy! Go ask Bonaparte – he ain't makin' that much progress at it!”

   
    Tom looked at me with his mouth open, for he could make nothing of it. “England? Bonaparte? Pad, whut he talkin' 'bout?”

   “Nix,” says I. “Cheese it, Bill.” For he was alarming me, sir, troubling Tom that way. It was God's truth what he was saying, and all the more reason for not saying it and upsetting his man. But maybe he was trying to prepare him, for he took another long drain and slapped the table.

   “What I'm sayin' is that there ain't a solitary soul in this country that wants you to win!” cries he. “You think 'cos they cheer you, they're for you? Oh, they likes you well enough – the way folks like a li'l piccaninny, 'cos he's cute and full o' capers, and makes 'em laugh … and he's harmless!”

   “Bill, will you stow that talk?” says I, and laid hold on him, but he shook me off, and went rattling on, while Tom sat bewildered and angry.

   “See here, Tom Molineaux, the truth is they don't believe you got a hog in hell's chance of beatin' Cribb! So, sure they'll cheer ye …'til they find out how wrong they were. And then, brother, you'll smell the difference! Remember how they hissed and cat-called when you were whippin' Blake at Margate? Well, that weren't nothin'! Tomorrow it's Cribb, and the title – and they love their fight game, and they invented it, and they think they own it! You think they'll admire to see a sassy loudmouth nigger take it away from them – from Cribb, that they think's the finest man alive, over Lawd Wellin'ton, even? A black man, Champion of England?”

   “Damn your eyes, Bill, will you leave off?” says I, for while 'twas truth, as I told you, 'twas doing Tom no good at all. He heaved up on his feet.

   “You mean they try to cross me? Bust in the ring?”

   “I ain't sayin' that,” Bill told him. “Jackson's umpire, and he's square. No, they'll give you fair play – and no more. Just don't give 'em a chance to cry ‘foul’ –”

   “Bill, ye're God's own bloody fool!” says I. “Is this any talk to a man on the eve of a fight? Don't heed him, Tom, he's three sheets in the wind! Now, come to bed, do, and let's have no more of this foolishness.”

   Truth was, I was too mad to stay, sir, and hoped Tom would follow me to the bed-chamber and leave Richmond to grouse and booze by himself. I might soothe and settle him then. But he did not turn in for a good half-hour, when he seemed well enough, quiet-like, but content seemingly, so whatever else Bill had to say could have done no harm.

   BILL RICHMOND, interpolated

   
    Guess I must ha' been lushed well 'bove par, to talk as I did that night. Truth was, mister, I was played out with the time dragging by, and the Cribb folk belowstairs singing and bragging, and my dark doubts and fears for the morrow, when 'twould be all to play for, and that poor fool Tom would find himself tried beyond anything his ignorance could imagine. He thought he was a fighter, but he didn't know what real fighting was, mister, not then. The wiseacres'll tell you one mill is like another, but 'tis not so. There's a breed of men, and Cribb was one of 'em, apart from the rest, and a fight for the Championship is like no other set-to. Tom was trained, 'spite of his devilment, as well as Pad could do, well trained – but he was not prepared, mister, and I knew it. That was why I sluiced down the juniper more than I should – me that was never castaway in my life, hardly. My hopes went up and down with the liquor, I guess, and 'twas when they were highest and I could picture him fibbing Cribb to hell and glory, that it came on me to warn him how the Fancy would turn on him when they saw their Champion beat at last. 'Tis a terrible thing for a fighter when the mob turns against him; it can beat him in turn. He'd tasted a little of it, with Blake, and it had scairt him; tomorrow would be ten times worse, and better he should know it now, I reckoned, than in the twentieth round.

   'Twas hard hearing for him, on the eve of the fight, and I don't wonder Pad flew up in the trees. But I was glad he chived off in a pet, for not in a thousand years would I ha' said in his presence what I told Tom Molineaux that night.

   Pad slammed the jigger just as I was telling Tom he'd have fair play enough from Jackson and the other gentlemen, and that Cribb had never fought foul in his life. That calmed him pretty good.

   “Then Ah don' need no more'n that,” says he. “Ah beat him, Bill, sho' 'nuff. Ah knows Ah goin' beat him.”

   “Just so you don't leave no room for argument 'bout it,” I told him. “Just mind that Cribb'll keep coming, and if you want to win you better put him away cold, so he don't come round 'til New Year's.”

   “Colder'n a clam on an ice-cake!” cries Tom, grinning fit to bust … and just the sight of him then, mister, I could ha' wept. To see him so young and eager and rarin' to be at it – I don't know why, but it set me to remembering, and to saying what I'd not ha' said in Pad's hearing – or any other man's, white or black.

   “Yassuh, colder'n a fish's ass!” says he.

   “Well, you do that, Tom,” I told him, “and you'll have won a whole heap more'n a prize-fight. Or a championship, even.”

   “Why, whut you mean, Bill?” asks he, and I could ha' bit out my tongue, for 'twas a deep thing I'd never thought to tell. I said 'twas nothing, but he pestered at me to find out what it was, over and over. “Do tell, Bill! Whut mo' will Ah win? Whut else?” So I reflected, and it seemed maybe 'twas fit and right to tell him, and could do no harm, and might do good.

   So I told him … about my own early life, when I was a slave back in Cockold's Town, on Staaten Island, in the old colony times. My mammy and me were owned by a reverend, name o' Charlton, and he sold me, or gave me, I don't rightly know which, to an English general, Earl Percy. It was the time of the revolution, when the British lost the colonies, and General Percy brought me to England when he came home.

   “Well, Tom [I told him], that English general was one o' the most important men in England, and in time became Duke o' Northumberland. Yes, sir, he was a big man, but more'n that, he was a real man. He gave me my freedom, and an education, and had me taught a trade, 'prenticed to a cabinet-maker up north, in York. He taught me boxing, too, and a whole lot besides. You see, Tom, I'm half-white, what they call dingy Christian, and back in New York they used to say I was half-nigra, half-human. That was when I saw that white folks didn't believe black folks were really people, or part o' the human race. Well, Earl Percy, he didn't think that way at all.

   “The day he gave me my freedom, I told him how grateful I was, and d'ye know what, Tom, he near tore my head off, and cussed me for thanking him. ‘Ye don't owe me a dam’ thing, William!' says he. ‘It is I, and my countrymen, who owe you an apology, for having held you in bondage! It is a crime for which we will pay dearly, I believe, but what little I can do to right the wrong I have now done, in your case. But don't thank me – don't dare to thank me, d'ye hear?’

   “Well, I didn't know what to make of him; I was just glad to be a free man, whatever he said. He wasn't alone in England, though, for they took 'gainst the slave trade, and 'bolished it, and I guess some day they'll make others take 'gainst it, too, and that'll be the end on't. But 'twasn't just slavery he hated, it was the way black folks were tret, and looked down on – half-human, you see. ‘It makes my blood boil! You are a man, as I am!’ cries he, and you should ha' seen him, red-faced and raging! ‘But, dammit, you must prove it, William – prove it in their very teeth!’ And that was why he trained me to be a miller.”

   “Whut's that to do wi' it?” says Tom.

   “He wanted me to be Champion of England, Tom, and he told me why. Oh, he'd studied 'bout it, real hard. ‘Your people will not always be slaves, William,’ he told me, ‘but they will always think like slaves until one of them wins – not buys, or steals, or has given to him – but wins, fair and square, some thing which the white man believes belongs to him alone. The Championship of England is such a thing. You may think it a small thing, a mere prize of sport, and therefore of no account, but believe me, William, I know my race and kind, and I tell you, when a black man wins it, he will have changed the world.’ ”

   Tom sat wi' his mouth open, and I don't know what he thought. Maybe 'twas in one ear and out t'other, he was that simple. But I guess maybe he had a small inkling, for he nodded, real slow, and then he frowned, and shook his head.

   “But … but you nevah won the champeenship,” says he.

   “No, Tom, I didn't,” says I. “But I reckon I found me a black man who can.”

  

 
  

  

  

   

   
    
    BOB LOGIC, Esq.,

     student, sportsman,
and former pupil of Tonbridge School, Kent
   

   Did I see the set-to between Cribb and Molineaux? I should just think I did. 'Twas the most famous thing! I was twelve, and my two best chums and I had broken bounds the day before, to see the great mill at all costs, “for it will be the fight of the century,” says I, “and worth any number of gatings and floggings.” “The mill of the century, which has still nine-tenths to run?” says Jerry. “Oh, that's Bob's logic, I suppose. Well, I'm with you, at all events.” Tom cried aye to that, so we cut out on the Monday, and the dickens of a wet odyssey we had of it to Sussex, for the rain fell like stair-rods twenty-four hours together, and unless you were by the outer ring you might (says Tom) as well have been on the sea front at Deal in a Channel gale. The rain descended, and the fog ascended, for there was twenty thousand about the ropes, and all steaming like so many bowls of bishop. “Why, this air is as clear as Bob's logic,” says Jerry, “you would think they were all blowing clouds together!” “Not a bit of it,” I told him, “for there's nothing smoky about this mill, you'll see.”

   It was uncommon fun, I can tell you, for we wheedled lodgings with an old dame at Grinstead, having put together five bob from our pocket dibs to pay the score, and then hey, for Copthorn! with a breakfast of chops and cucumber and ketchup inside us. It was five miles through mud knee-deep, the whole vast throng ploughing ahead like grenadiers, the road so churned that all the rattlers and gigs and chaises that had brought the sporting men from Town had to take to the fields, and over the ditches and smash through the hedges – Jerry swore he counted fifty rigs fast in the plough, and we were caked with clay to our middles, and still raining to drown Noah.

   Oh, if you could have seen it – the swells in their curricles and phaetons, whips cracking like muskets, four-in-hand Corinthians with more capes than Africa, the chestnut men tending their braziers, the pie-men and pedlars and ballad-mongers with Gregson's latest, the puppet-stalls where Punch beat the baby and was crapped by Jack Ketch, farmers on cobs and plough-horses even, yokels and clerks and tradesfolk and a parson trying to hide his collar, and all as merry as mice despite the rain and cold, united towards one glorious goal – the fight! It was like all the great fairs that ever were, with Astley's thrown in – why, there was even a chap on stilts, much admired for he could see over the heads of everyone.

   “We must get to the fore if we're to see anything of the mill,” said I. “The four?” cries Tom. “Well, we must use our fives, Bob, or we'll be at sixes and sevenses!” This inspired us to pursue our way to the outer ropes with alacrity, and being small and nimble we fetched up among the great circle of vehicles which the bucks had made about the green fairy circle, and there were the vinegars parading with their whips, and the legs and Jews already at work by eleven o'clock, crying their odds, counting their change, and bilking the flats whose blunt was flowing “like the golden stream of Pactolus,” says Jerry. “Oh, hang Ovid!” cries Tom, “but, since you mention it, we Midas (might as) well put a couple of bob on Cribb, eh?” But all our pockets were to let by now, which was as well, for the flashmen and leery coves were thick about us. “'Ware priggers, you fellows,” says I. “Secure your ticker, Tom, or the dummy-hunters will have it.” “Well said, Bob,” cries Jerry, “Tom had best watch out, or he'll lose time!” Tom tried to work up a jest about our being “Cribb'd, cabin'd and confined”, but we gave him nothing but black looks.

   A tall swell on a curricle must have overheard us, for he asked where we came from. We said Tonbridge. “Why, you scamps, you've slipped your cables, I'll be bound!” laughs he. “Well, up you jump! I'm an old Rugby boy myself, but I'll be hanged if you don't see the fun in style!” He was a real tip-top blood, with splendid black whiskers and togs bang-up to the nines. We mounted up, you may be sure. “This is a rare spec,” says I. “Why, sir, it is as good as a box for the pantomime!”

   Mr Jackson was on hand at twelve precisely, smiling and tipping his tile to the assembly, and had the vinegars marshal the vehicles at the foot of a hill to one side of the ring to shield the gladiators from the elements. Our host was a dab with the ribbons and tooled the curricle into place to a nicety. The hill was thick with people, more hundreds coming by the minute, crouching together against the rain, but making such a roaring hum of noise, says Jerry, that he could hardly hear himself think!

   And now a band struck up on the far side, playing martial airs, and there was a great cry as the scales were carried within the outer ring, a sure sign that the hour of battle drew nigh. Never was such excitement – and now, to a mighty cheer, comes Molineaux, attended by his black pal, Richmond, and the famous Paddington Jones. “My father saw Richmond fight,” says Tom, and our Rugby Corinthian asking against whom, Tom says: “Why, sir, against the London mob, when he defended Lord Camelford the time the people attacked him for not lighting his windows to celebrate peace with Boney.” “Why, that's ten year ago nearly,” says our host. “Aye, Richmond was one of Camelford's knights of the rainbow at that time.” Meaning a black servant in gaudy attire, which was double Dutch to me then, but I didn't care to ask.

   Molineaux skipped and danced and beat his arms to keep from shivering in the icy blasts, but presently saluted the crowd to applause, bowing and grinning and blowing kisses before shying his hat into the ring and retiring to peel.

   “I say, Buck,” cries one of the swells to our host, “this weather won't suit your darkie one bit.”

   “He ain't my darkie,” was the rejoinder.

   “Ye don't say? I had not heard. Well, if Cribb don't finish him, the ague will. Why, he'll be chilled white.”

   “No, he won't,” whispers Jerry. “For you know, Bob, that for all he's black, Molineaux is reckoned a regular green 'un, and his pal Richmond, we're told, is a knight of the rainbow, so if Cribb should do his opponent up brown and tap his claret so that he yell-ers, why, I shouldn't wonder if he doesn't end up quite blue-devilled.”

   I would have pitched him out for this sally, if it had been my curricle, but just then there was a roar to split the heavens and drive the rain back on high – for here came Cribb the Champion, doffing his hat to the crowd before dropping it quietly over the rope and going off in turn. “Cheer, boys, cheer!” cries Jerry. “We must hollo ourselves dry in honour of the Bristol Achilles, the famed Black Diamond, ere he does battle with the dusky Roscius for the honour of Old England – and afterwards we'll wet our whistles in celebration!” But nothing exceeded the acclaim which was to follow, the band striking up “Yankee Doodle” and “Heart of Oak” as the two heroes stood forth, stripped for the fray, and approached the scales together, Cribb a half-head taller than his opponent, stalwart and erect, his body white as snow, Molineaux glistening black in the rain, the drops hanging on his woolly head like dew on a hedge – oh, never was there anything so fine, and I thought to myself, let Vicesimus Knox
     * flog me to death for this lark, or expel me to the moon, I don't care, for I'd not be elsewhere now for all the treasures of Arabia, and never, never shall I forget what these old eyes, that were once a wondering schoolboy's, saw that day, with twenty thousand voices ringing in my ears as the white man and the black stood up together before the finest, noblest, bravest mill of them all …

   PADDINGTON JONES, resumed

   
    My one fear that day, sir, was the weather. It was starvation bitter and the rain lashing, which could not ha' been fouler for Tom. I chafed and rubbed him and clapped on the oil, and muffled him in a greatcoat when they went out to the scales, but even so he was shivering and hissed between his teeth. “Ah's 'bout froze, Pad,” says he, and I set him to skip and slap while they put Cribb on the scale.

   “Fourteen stone, three pounds!” cries Jackson, and as he stood up they put the rule on him. “Five feet ten and one half inches!”

   “Too heavy by a stone,” mutters Bill Richmond. “And in the wrong place, thank God! Look at his waist, Pad!” And sure enough there was a lip of flesh where he ought to been trim, sure sign that he'd shirked in training. He looked well for all that, easy on his feet and his skin like silk; I never see Cribb stripped but my heart came into my mouth.

   Tom took the scale at fourteen stone two, and there was laughter when they measured his height, for there was two inches of black curls on his nob, which made him seem taller than his five foot eight and a quarter. “God, if we could only ha' taken another eight pounds off o' him!” groans Bill, but I didn't mind that, for being shorter he was more compacted than Cribb, and when I gave him a last chafing my heart settled again, for it were like rubbing black marble, and I could feel him quivering to be off.

   “Take your corners!” says Jackson. “Four to one Cribb!” yells a leg, “Five to two the Champion within the quarter!” roars another, “God bless ye, Tom!” says Richmond, the mob set up a great blast of noise, and I slipped inside the ropes and knelt to make a knee. Tom sat upon it, staring across the ring, where Joe Ward was doing the like for the Champion. Cribb looked back and gave Tom a little nod, and I felt him start ever so slightly on my knee, but when I touched his pulse 'twas steady.

   Jackson had read over the rules to them under shelter, so now he beckoned 'em up to the mark, and the shouting swelled to a great roar as Cribb stepped forward.

   “Tom,” says I, “this is what ye came from America for. Go and take it, lad.” I'd thought hard what to say, sir, what advice would be best at the very last, and them was the words that came out. He came off my knee and stepped to the mark, and Jackson brought 'em face to face. Cribb still looked calm enough, but Tom's face was like a mask. They shook hands, and my innards gave a leap as I saw what no one had given a thought to – that Tom's reach was a good two inches shorter than the Champion's.

   “Are you ready, Sir Thomas?” calls Jackson, and Apreece looked at his repeater and cried: “Time!”

   
    
     * The Rev. Vicesimus Knox (1752–1821) was headmaster of Tonbridge School from 1778 to 1812.

   

  

 
  

  

  

   

   
    
    HENRY DOWNES MILES,

     editor of Pugilistica and
PIERCE EGAN, author of Boxiana
   

   ROUND 1. The combatants put themselves in attitude, eyeing each other with the most penetrating looks. For a moment a solemn pause ensued. A little sparring, and Molineaux put in a right-handed body blow. Cribb smartly returned right and left on the head, and one for luck on the body. Molineaux closed and Cribb threw him.

   ROUND 2. A furious rally, heavy blows exchanged. Cribb's did most execution, being thrown straight forward, while Molineaux struck with astonishing power, but little judgment. Cribb planted a tremendous blow over his adversary's right eyebrow, but which did not knock him down, he only staggered a few paces. Cribb shewed the most science, although he received a dreadful blow on the mouth, and exhibited the first signs of claret. 4 to 1 Cribb.

   ROUND 3. Sparring. Molineaux attempted a blow on Cribb's nob, but the Champion parried it, and returned a right-handed hit under the Moor's lower ribs that laid him on the earth. Still 4 to 1.

   ROUND 4. Molineaux rallied, when the Champion delivered a severe hit on the face that levelled him, the ground being wet and slippery.

   ROUND 5. An excellent round, both rallied in great style. Molineaux's blows were short, Cribb returned with spirit, but the Moor knocked them off. A rally at half-arm followed. Desperate milling for half a minute. They closed, and Molineaux fibbed very dexterously in Dutch Sam's style, but at length fell. The Knowing Ones were lost for the moment, and no bets were offered.

   ROUND 6. The Moor planted a blow upon the nob of the Champion, who fell from the bad state of the ground.

   ROUND 7. Molineaux rushed in, and Cribb put in a violent blow to the forehead by which he picked up a handsome “rainbow” and went down.

   
    ROUND 8. Both had been taught discrimination and discovered each other's powers. Cribb found that his notion of beating Molineaux off hand was truly fallacious; he was mistaken in his ideas of the Black's capabilities who rallied in prime twig, notwithstanding the severe left-handed hits which were planted on his nob. Cribb began to adopt his famous retreating system. The men rallied desperately. Molineaux fell, but Cribb appeared weaker than his opponent.

   ROUND 9. Gallantly contested. The battle had arrived at that doubtful state that the betters were puzzled. Molineaux gave such proofs of gluttony that 4 to 1 now made many tremble that had sported it. Both appeared dreadfully punished; Cribb's head was terribly swelled on the left side. Molineaux's nob was also much worse. On Cribb's displaying weakness, the flash-side were full of palpitations. Molineaux rallied, bored in, and by a strong blow through the Champion's guard brought him down, evidently much exhausted. The Knowing Ones looked queer; Cribb had been fighting too fast. Spectators, panic-struck, began hastily to hedge-off while others better informed still placed their confidence in Cribb.

   ROUND 10. The conceit by this time was tolerably taken out of both combatants; their faces were hideously disfigured. Molineaux bored his opponent to various parts of the ring. Cribb kept knocking the Moor about the head, but he seemed to disregard it. For full two minutes hits were exchanged, greatly to the disadvantage of Cribb. They both went down.

   ROUND 11. Courageously contested. Molineaux brought Cribb down.

   ROUND 12. Cribb put in a severe hit on the body. Molineaux returned on the head and fell.

   ROUND 13. Molineaux received a severe facer from Cribb, but went down from the force of his own blow. 6 to 4 Molineaux.

   ROUND 14. The Moor went furiously in. The Champion was levelled.

   ROUND 15. Cribb planted a blow over the guard of the Moor, which occasioned a most determined rally, no shifting, but giving and taking till Molineaux was knocked down from a hit on the throat.

   ROUND 16. Rallying, but Molineaux went down from fatigue. Evens.

   
    ROUND 17. Cribb still continued his shy plan. Molineaux evidently had the advantage and not only gave Cribb a desperate fall, but fell upon him. Betting very shy, anybody's battle.

   ROUND 18. The Champion planted a severe blow on the body. Molineaux returned a hit on the Champion's head, who hit the Moor off his legs but fell from his own blow. Both exhausted.

   ROUND 19. To distinguish the combatants by their features would have been impossible. It was astonishing, the determined manner in which these heroes met – Cribb, acting on the defensive, was got by Molineaux against the ropes with both his hands, and held Cribb so that he could neither make a hit nor fall. While the seconds were discussing the propriety of separating them, which the umpires thought could not be done till one of the men were down, about two hundred persons rushed from the outer ring, and it is asserted if one of the Moor's fingers was not broken, it was much injured by some of them attempting to remove his hand from the ropes.

   All this time Molineaux was gaining his wind by laying his head on Cribb's breast, and refusing to release his victim; when the Champion by a desperate effort to extricate himself was run down to a corner, and Molineaux having got his head under his arm, fibbed away most unmercifully, but his strength not being able, it otherwise must have proved fatal to Cribb, who fell from exhaustion and the severe punishment. The bets were now decided that Molineaux would not fight half an hour, that time having expired.

   ROUND 20. Molineaux brought down Cribb by boring and hitting.

   ROUND 21. Cribb planted two blows on the head, which Molineaux returned and the Champion was thrown. The well-known bottom of Cribb induced his friends to back him 6 to 4.

   ROUND 22. Of no importance.

   ROUND 23. The wind of both appearing somewhat damaged, they sparred. Cribb put in a blow to the left eye, the Moor gave Cribb a severe hit to the body and threw him heavily.

   ROUND 24. Molineaux began with considerable spirit. Some hits were exchanged and Cribb was thrown. Betting tolerably even.

   ROUND 25. The Champion endeavoured to put in a hit on the left eye, but the Moor warded it off and knocked down Cribb.

   ROUND 26. Both trying to recruit wind and strength. The Champion endeavoured to hit the right eye of Molineaux, the left having been darkened, but the Moor warded off the blows with agility and neatness, although he went down from a trifling hit. ROUND 27. Weakness on both sides, pulling and hauling, both fell. ROUND 28. Cribb received a leveller, his distance being incorrect. ROUND 29. Molineaux endeavoured to get Cribb's head under his arm, but failed. Cribb planted a hit on his right eye, knocking him down, his peeper materially damaged.

   ROUND 30. The skill and bottom of Cribb was never more manifested. Molineaux, with a courage and ferocity unequalled, rising superior to exhaustion, rallied with as much resolution as at the commencement of the fight, his nob defying all the milling it had received, and contending nobly with Cribb right and left, knocking him away, and gallantly concluded the round by throwing the Champion.

   ROUND 31. Molineaux threw Cribb, but fell over him and pitched upon his head, which so affected him that he could hardly stand. Richmond prompted him to go on, in hopes of Cribb being exhausted …

  

 
  

  

  

   

   
    
    WILLIAM CROCKFORD,

     fishmonger and gambler,
founder of Crockford's gaming club
   

   Lord above, the same old question still – what befell in the thirty-first round, or whichever it was? Why do folk harp on that, as though 'twere in doubt? The facts ain't in dispute. Thousands saw what happened, your humble obedient among 'em – why, the whole world saw, bar Cribb and Molineaux themselves, who couldn't see at all, or hear, or tell what county they were in, even, beat senseless as they were, the Black on his feet and Cribb on his knees. As for Jackson, he was at the eye o' the storm, so to speak, which ain't always the best point of observation. I reckon it was too quick for him to follow. Oh, he was straight, and did what he thought right at the time – but he was wrong. Wrong as could be.

   Here's what I saw, and know. The mill had gone both ways the best part of an hour, and how those two were still upon their pins, God alone could tell you. I never saw two men so dead and yet alive, disfigured so bloody you could only tell 'em apart by their skins, and not a hair's breadth to choose between 'em. They were that well matched I could not see a winner, but supposed they might both collapse simultaneous, and neither come to scratch again. The odds had shifted like the wind, mostly favouring Cribb, but that was sentiment only, and by the time I speak of there was no money in sight.

   The Black was near blind, and Cribb little better, and if as some think Molineaux was the stronger, he had not strength enough to put his man to sleep, and nothing less would serve, for Cribb would continue while he had breath. They were mauling each other like sleep-walkers, floundering in the mud wi' the rain washing the blood and mire off o' them, and when they closed Molineaux shoved Cribb down and toppled over. The Black was first up, labouring like a drunkard, and Pad Jones had to steer him to his corner. Molineaux was all in, swaying like a tree, but Cribb lay near senseless, wi' one hand pawing at the ropes trying to rise, when Gully and Joe Ward dragged him up on Gully's knee. I was closest to Cribb's corner, and he was gaping like a fish on a slab, with one eye open, but looked not to rise again by my reckoning. Molineaux, I'm told, was weeping as he lay on Jones's knee, and I heard Richmond cry: “No, no, Tom, he's beat! He's beat altogether!” He was pouring the bottle over Molineaux's head with one hand and pointing to Cribb with t'other, while Jones was kneading the Black's calves and pattering in his ear, though I doubt if he heard him.

   This, then, was the order of events that followed, and you may take careful note of 'em:

   Sir Thomas Apreece called “Time!”, signifying the thirty seconds was by, and the men must come to the mark.

   Captain Buckley Flashman, whose curricle was one of those forming the outer ring, had stepped down, and I saw him pass close behind the Champion's corner and stoop to say a word in the ear of Joe Ward, who was Cribb's bottle-holder. What it was, I know not, but Joe started up, looking wild.

   Bill Richmond dragged the Black from Jones's knee and urged him, stumbling like a cripple, to the mark, crying: “He's beat! Oh, Tom, Tom, stand your ground!”

   Cribb heaved up from Gully's knee, and fell full length. He dragged up to his knees, crawling towards the mark, with Gully beseeching him to rise.

   Joe Ward tumbled through the ropes and ran to the umpires by the mark, where Molineaux stood. He was shouting (tho' I didn't distinguish the words just then) that Molineaux had bullets in his hands. In a moment all was babble, with Richmond calling Ward a liar, Pad Jones capering into the ring with his arms raised, laughing and crying like a mad thing that the Black had won, Jackson was standing a-gape at Ward, then turning to snatch the Black's hands open, which were empty, Apreece was crying: “Time! Time, Jackson!”, Jackson gave a shout of fury and thrust Ward away, with Richmond howling abuse – and when Jackson turned back to the mark, Cribb was there, on his feet. Jackson cried: “Set to!” – and so they did.

   
    Richmond was raging like a madman, screaming at the umpires, and at Gully, and at Ward, and two of the vinegars had to pull him from the ring. Jones was at Apreece's ear, shouting and swearing, with Sir Thomas shaking his head like a man helpless.

   There you are, then. Those are the facts of the matter, and I never met a witness but agreed with 'em. Here's the marrow of it:

   Molineaux came to the mark on the call of “Time!” Cribb did not – until after Joe Ward had bought him precious seconds with his (or Buck Flashman's?) lying tale of slugs in the Black's fists. Jackson was distracted long enough, examining Molineaux's fambles (as he was bound to do) for Cribb to clamber up to scratch. Apreece was crying “Time!” over and over, but what was Jackson to do, with both men at the mark, but bid them set to again and box away?

   Nowadays, under the new rules, men have eight seconds to come to scratch after “Time!” is called. Molineaux was there with time in hand, but Cribb wasn't. 'Twas no fault of his, but the plain truth is that Molineaux won that mill in the thirty-first round.

   MILES and EGAN, resumed

   
    ROUND 32. Strength was fast leaving both the combatants – they staggered against each other like inebriated men, and fell without exchanging a blow.

   ROUND 33. To the astonishment of every spectator, Molineaux rallied with strength enough to bore his man down, but both their hits were of more shew than effect.

   ROUND 34. Molineaux had the worst of it. Cribb evidently appeared the best man, and at its conclusion the Moor for the first time complained that “he could fight no more”, but his seconds persuaded him to try another round, to which request he acquiesced, when he fell from weakness. Cribb was greatly elated, but was too weak to throw his usual somersault. The contest lasted fifty-five minutes.

   
    
     Remarks on the fight
     
by H. D. MILES alone

   

   Molineaux in this contest proved himself as courageous a man as ever an adversary contended with, and Cribb's merits as a pugilist cannot but be enhanced by a victory over so tremendous an opponent. The Black astonished everyone, not only by his extraordinary power of hitting and his gigantic strength, but also by his acquaintance with the science. In the 28th [sic] round, after the men were carried to their corners, Cribb was so much exhausted that he could hardly rise from his second's knee at the call of time. Joe Ward, his second, by a little manoeuvering, occupied the attentions of the Black's seconds, and so managed to prolong this period sufficiently to enable the Champion to recover a little, and thus assisted him to pull through.
     *

   
    
     * It is now impossible to say with certainty in which round this famous early instance of a “long count” took place. Miles in his Remarks says the 28th, but does not even mention rounds 24 to 28 in his running commentary. Egan (a Cribb enthusiast), although he details every round, makes no mention of the incident at all. Another theory is that it happened as early as the 24th, but from the descriptions which both Miles and Egan give of the progressive exhaustion of the fighters, it seems probable that it did not take place before the 30th round at least. That it did happen is not disputed, and while no blame attaches to Cribb or Jackson, it seems clear that Molineaux was robbed, and this was a widely-held opinion at the time.

   

  

 
  

  

  

   

   
    
    
     His Royal Highness
     
GEORGE AUGUSTUS FREDERICK,

     Prince of Wales,
later KING GEORGE IV
   

   Molineaux, I maintain, beat Cribb! Curse me if he did not!

   PADDINGTON JONES, resumed

   
    His Royal Highness said that, sir? Then God bless him for an honest man and a true sportsman – aye, and a proper Englishman! Would to God he had been at the ringside, so we might ha' had fair play. I choke to this day when I think on it, and feel the red rage I felt then.

   “You, you lousy thieving son of a bitch!” I told Joe Ward. “By God, the difference 'tween you and Dick Turpin is that he wore a mask! You're a damned chousing cheat, and to hell wi' you!”

   “On my oath, Pad, Buck Flashman swore he saw you slip the bullets!” cries he.

   “You lie, you bastard!” says I, tho' on reflection I'm not sure as he did. “Damn you all to hell, you and Gully and Cribb, for you're the first that ever stole the Championship of England!”

   And that was the God's truth, of Ward, anyway, and no doubt Buckley Flashman. They were the cheats, and Cribb had the benefit. Tom Molineaux, my Tom, won the title that day, and all the world saw it, and more than one thought shame for the honour of the game, aye, and more than the game. “A black day for England, this,” I heard one say, and another cried: “Bad work, bad work! The black deserved better.” There were more'n a few frowns and shaken heads among the Fancy, and voices to echo what you tell me the Prince maintained. Aye, Molineaux beat Cribb indeed, damme if he did not.

   Some held otherwise, course they did, and you may think, sir, that there was summat in what they said. One Corinthian, I mind, swore that a mill was ended only when one o' the fighters owned himself beat. “The nigger it was who cried enough, not Cribb,” says he. “And what o' the rules, sir?” cries another. “Cribb did not answer – nay, could not answer – when time was called, and so forfeited the match!” “Come, sir, he answered in the end!” says the first buck. “Would ye strip the man of his laurels for a matter of a few seconds?” “Aye, if he broke the rule!” retorts the other. “Damnation, sir, what are rules for?” A third opined that by the letter o' the law it might be said that Molineaux had won, “but by its spirit Cribb was the better man, and I for one am proud of him, begad!”

   I reckon that was the general opinion, among the public, who were behind Cribb to a man and not inclined to question the outcome. The professional millers said naught to me, and I didn't ask 'em, but I reckon Big Bob Gregson spoke for more'n a few by what he did. He'd wagered a cool thousand guineas on Cribb, but asked only for his stake to be returned: the winnings, sir, he would not touch, and what d'ye make o' that?

   At all events, 'twas over and done, and no sense repining, or blaming Jackson, or Apreece, or anyone except those two dirty villains aforementioned. I could ha' swung for the pair of 'em, but, d'ye know, sir, when my first wrath had passed I could find consolation, too. In a few months I'd trained a raw black clown to hold his own – and better! – with the best Champion the game had ever seen. Fair's fair, mind. Cribb was not in primest twig. He'd counted Tom too cheap, wasn't better'n three-quarters trained, and should ha' milled on the retreat earlier than he did. It was the wind and rain that saved him. If Tom had had the sun on his body, Cribb would not have lasted to the half-hour. That boded well for the future; next time, thinks I, we'll meet Master Cribb in summer.

   My one fear was that Tom might have been sickened. He'd had the damnedest melting – Egan reckoned it was the bloodiest, cruellest mill that ever was – and I've seen good men spoiled for keeps by less punishment than he'd taken that day. Both his ogles was swollen closed, his nose split in two places, a gash from his lower lip nigh to his chin, one ear part torn away, and the rest of his nob cut and rasped and bloody as raw liver. God, that right hand of Cribb's was a terrible thing! Tom's body was one mighty bruise, but at least no ribs was broke.

   'Twas small comfort that Cribb, by what I'd seen, was in no better case. But he had suffered it all afore, and come again; the only way to sicken the Cribbs o' this world is to kill 'em. But Tom I was not sure of, and when we'd cleaned and stitched and tended him and put some soft peck and spirits into him, and settled him on cushions at the inn, and he was in his right mind again, I was all eyes to see how he might be. If he had gone into the blues, and moped silent, as I'd seen so many do, I'd ha' known that here was another promising chicken gone, but God be thanked that was not his sort at all.

   Sir, he was like a wild beast! He raved, and whined, and swore, and damned if he didn't pipe his eye, and when he heard the Bristol boys downstairs hurrahing and cheering Cribb, it was all I could do to prevent him having at 'em. “They cheated me! They done robbed me!” bawls he, over and over, and beat his fists that were red raw in their swaddling, and flung himself about so far as he was able, what with his pain. “Ah beat him! Ah beat him! Yuh-all knows Ah beat him!” He plumps down in a chair, wi' the tears running down his swollen black face. “Oh, Pad! How c'd they cheat me thataway? Oh, Bill, Ah beat him!”

   Richmond hadn't said above six words since the fight, he'd been that heart-sick, but now he was just fagged out and quiet, setting at the table with his hands clasped on the board.

   “No, Tom,” says he. “You didn't beat him. 'Member I told you, th'only way to do that was to put him cold to sleep.”

   “He din't come to scratch!” wails Tom. “That sunnabitch Joe Ward bought him time! Ain't that so?”

   “ 'Tis so,” says Bill.

   “An' Ah had him down more'n a half-minnit! That's the rule, an' he din't make it to time!”

   “Maybe not,” says Bill, “but then he got up, an' started to fight, like I said he would. He didn't quit.” I knew what he was thinking, sir: Tom was the one who'd said he could fight no more.

   I guess perhaps Tom knew it, too, for he changed his tack. “'Twarn't fair! Ah had cramps wi' the cold, ma laigs wudn't answer! An' they cheated me! Lissen 'em singin' an' rejoicin', the lyin', gammonin', cheatin' bastards! Ah jes' hope they satisfied the way they won – chea-tin' me!”

   “Guess they are,” nods Bill, studying his hands. “But I know one man who ain't … an' that's Tom Cribb.”

   Tom left off sniffing. “Whut you mean?”

   Richmond gave him a thoughtful look. “I mean he wants your hide, boy.” He let it sink into Tom's mind, and leaned forward across the table. “'Fore today, he didn't reckon you worth a peck o' coon-shit. Well, now he knows better … an', boy, he wants you real bad!”

   
    You never saw a man's mood change so fast; I could have laughed to see the shades run o'er Tom's phiz – misery, astonishment, and then a great blaze of hope, sir, as if he'd seen a wonder. He almost threw himself at Richmond.

   “You mean … Ah kin git a re-turn? He fight me agin?” He stared from Bill to me, the joy fair bursting out of him.

   “He can't do other,” says Bill. “Ain't that so, Pad?”

   “The country won't let him,” says I. “And he's a proud man, is Tom Cribb. Aye, you lost, Tom, but you gave him such a pasting as he never had before – and he don't like what happened in the thirty-first round any more'n we do. He'll give you a return – and then, watch out!”

   Tom gave a great whoop and fell back in his chair, limbs all a-sprawl. He shook his fists, beaming.

   “Hallelujah!” roars he. “Oh, great day! When, Bill, when? Oh, Bill, Pad, Ah swear Ah lick him nex' time! Ah knows Ah kin, honnist to Jesus! I knew it today, when him an' me was out theah! Ah got his measure! Oh, Ah knows how good he is – man, Ah din't think they was such a millin' cove in creation … but Ah's bettah! Ah kin lick him!”

   That was when I knew for certain that we had a real miller on our hands, sir – a match for the Cribb he'd fought that day, and even for the Cribb who would come at him the second time. He'd forgot his hurts, his disappointment, and his rage all in a trice, so full of joy was he – at the prospect of doing it all over again! But, bless you, every good pug is dicked in the nob, or he'd not be a pug in the first place.

   Even Bill had it in him to smile at so much eagerness. “Yes, you can lick him. You did … for a while. An' maybe Tom Cribb taught you sump'n today … what makes a champion, more'n any skill or strength or speed. Yes, sir – how to get up again. That's what you got to do now, the sooner the better. Moment we're back in Town, you'll write a challenge in the press.”

   Tom's face fell again. “You know Ah cain't write!”

   “I can,” says Bill, “and Pierce Egan'll do the flowery bits. You can make your mark … and then, Tom, my boy, you can learn to be a slave again, with Paddington Jones as your task-master!”

  

 
  

  

  

   

   
    
    TOM MOLINEAUX, pugilist
   

   To Mr Thomas Cribb, St Martin's Street, Leicester Square,
December 21, 1810

   Sir,

   My friends think that had the weather on last Tuesday, the day on which I contended with you, not been so unfavourable, I should have won the battle; I therefore challenge you to a second meeting, at any time within two months, for such sum as those gentlemen who place confidence in me may be pleased to arrange.

   As it is possible this letter may meet the public eye, I cannot omit the opportunity of expressing a confident hope, that the circumstance of my being of a different colour to that of a people amongst whom I have sought protection, will not in any way operate to my prejudice.

   I am, sir,

   Your most obedient humble servant,

   T. MOLINEAUX

   PIERCE EGAN, interpolated

   … It was all up with Rimmer, who retreated to every part of the ring, closely followed by Molineaux, who put in a dreadful stomacher, which floored him. A scene now took place which beggared all description, during [which] Rimmer lay prostrate on the ground, the ring was broken, owing, it is said, from the antipathy felt against a man of colour proving the conqueror – if it was so, the illiberal were disappointed by this manoeuvre, as those who had taken the odds gained nothing by the event. Rimmer was completely exhausted, almost in a state of insensibility. It would have been a fine subject for the pencil of Hogarth to have delineated – here were Corinthians and Coster-mongers in rude contact; Johnny-Raws and first-rate Swells jostling each other; Pugilists and Novices, all jawing, threatening, but no hearing – the confusion was beyond every thing, sticks and whips at work in all directions, ten thousand people in one rude commotion, and those persons in the interior of this vast assemblage suffering from their attempts to extricate themselves from so perilous and unpleasant a situation. Twenty minutes elapsed in this chaotic manner, till the Champion of England, assisted by some brave fellows, once more formed something like a ring. Molineaux and Rimmer again set to, but it proved a short-lived advantage to the latter, notwithstanding extraordinary exertions were made to renovate Rimmer, to make him stand upon his legs. It was all in vain, during six more rounds Rimmer was so severely punished as to be unable to stand up, when he acknowledged he had received enough!

   BOB GREGSON, resumed

   
    So that was that, and that was a' – and enough, I'll tell thee! It was a lesson to me. I should never ha' made the match, for it broke the boy, and he ne'er fought again that I heerd on. But man, how was I to knaw that I was pittin' him 'gainst a miller that the best on God's earth couldna ha' stood up to, let alone a green lad? I tell thee straight, if Molineaux had fought like yon at Copthorn, we'd ha' had a black champion of England. Now, then! I said as much to Cribb, and a', and he gi'ed us his nod, solemn like, and says: “Aye, like enough … if I'd let him.”

   I'll tell thee summat else. Cribb saved the nigger's life that day at Moulsey, when they broke the ring. Man, they'd ha' killed him, for they were run mad wi' rage, hollerin' to be at him wi' sticks and clubs and owt they could lay hand on, and umpires and seconds and a' swept aside, and the poor bloody darkie kicked and trampled nigh to bits 'til Cribb and the vinegars threw back the press and dragged him clear! Pad Jones reckoned Cribb levelled more fellers that day than in a' his mills put together.

   Aye, weel, we live and larn. Two hoondred quid that mill cost us, 'tween the stake and the blunt I was daft enough to wager on Rimmer. A' the benefit I had was the privilege o' watching Molineaux at work; he was a canny fibber. Mind you, if I'd been Cribb I'd ha' let 'em stamp the black booger six feet oonder.

  

 
  

  

  

   

   
    
    BOB GREGSON,

     championship contender, publican,
poet, and match-maker
   

   Ha-ha! Aye, Cribb showed us the black's letter, asked us what it might mean. “It means tha'd best get thasel' fit, man!” I told him. “Did I not warn thee what'd coom on't if ye met the nigger half-trained? Man, ye were fatter'n a pregnant pig, and think thasel' lucky he did not flatten thee! He's a canny miller, the same feller, an' if tha's not doon to thurteen stone when ye coom to scratch wi' him again, God help thee. I lost a good thoosand guineas as I'd ha' won but for thy guzzlin', ye big-bellied booger! Fat, man – I say ye were fat!”

   “I hear ye!” snaps he, short as ever. “But what's his ‘different colour' to do wi’ me?”

   “Nowt,” says I. “That's to the Fancy's address, man, not thine. He's tellin' 'em, polite-like, that he doesna want 'em cryin' ‘Away, ye black bastard!' when he gits in't ring. But what noo, Tom? Wilt put thasel’ in trim, an' meet him again?”

   “I will, tho' I'd as soon not,” says he, scratchin' at the stitches on his clock – man, ye'd ha' thowt he'd been shaved by a barber's drunk 'prentice. “That black's a fibber,” says he. “It were a dear-bought three hundred quid. Nay, I grow old, Bob. Win or lose, 'twill be my last mill.”

   “Git oot, man, is that the way to talk? ‘Me last mill’, as tho' ye were sixty! Ye're but a lad yet,” says I, “an' look ye here, Tom Cribb – git thasel' in fettle, an' the black'll not stand twenty minutes wi' thee, good miller an' all as he is! What? Git tha head up, man! We're coontin' on thee!”

   “I'll never quit to him, at all events,” says he, and that was a' I could get from him. Mind you, he was ever a quiet 'un, was Tom, but ye'd ha' looked for more spirit in him, would ye not, an' a sharp answer to the nigger's challenge? Nay, but he hung back on that, turned a stopped lug to a' inquiries, and put it aboot that he'd no inclination to fight! I wondered at the man – aye, and if the larrupin' at Copthorn had given him his fill. God knows he'd got no profit from it, while the black had larned wi' every blow. And tho' he'd been beat, Molineaux was the cocksurest dandyprat still.

   'Twas aboot six weeks after Copthorn that the patrons gi'ed Cribb a benefit at Fives Court. The whole Fancy was theer, three thoosand on 'em, young Queensberry, Sefton and Craven and them, a' the top millers, Cribb his sel', and Power and Richmond and Tom Belcher (but not Jem, who had fell oot wi' Cribb) and Jones and Ben Burn and Cropley and Mendoza and O'Donnell … oh, aye, and Molineaux, a' sauce and swagger. He was figged oot like a May Day cuddy, wi' a collar that high his chin was wheer his neb should ha' been, silk coat, roofles, a lace hanky in's cuff, and mair rings than a Haymarket hoor. Aye, and scented, an a'.

   But this was the thing – ye'd ha' thought from his gait that Copthorn had never happened, or, if it had, that he'd won it! It was: “Ah! How-de-do, Mistah Cribb!”, wi' a lordly smile and compliments on his benefit, and a few pleasantries aboot their mill – but not a word o' Joe Ward's antics, no 'plaints, and never a mention o' his challenge that still waited an answer. Talk aboot genteel; ye'd ha' thought he was the Duke o' Clarence.

   Cribb spoke him civil and steady as ever, but 'twas the black that had the ease and settled way wi' him. I tell thee, viewin' the pair o' them, ye'd ha' said from his airs 'twas Molineaux was the Champion.

   He acted it on't stage, and a', when he had the mufflers on wi' young Tom Belcher, laughin' and sparrin' at half-pace – and, man, even at that he fair danced him dizzy. Tom Belcher, ye know, took ower my chophouse afore I went to Ireland, and was used to say that in twenty year o' prize-fightin', he'd never been so foundered as in that brief breather wi' the black, “for I swear, Bob, I did not touch him above twice, and his left played rat-a-tat-tat on my nob like a woodpecker, as he chose.”

   Now, it happened that day I'd brought forrard a young feller, Rimmer, that I had an interest in, him being Northcoontry like mesel'. He made a good figure at the benefit, sparrin' wi' Cropley, and the Fancy swore he were a prime chicken. Well, by and by up to me comes Bill Richmond, and after a bit crack he asked, had I a match in mind for the boy? Hollo, thinks I, what's i' the wind here? I said, maybe aye, maybe no, and what was't to him?

   “Would ye have him go 'gainst Molineaux, mebbe?” says Bill.

   “What the hell are ye talkin' aboot, man?” says I. “Thy lad's lookin' for a return wi' Cribb!”

   “I'm weary waitin' on Cribb,” says he. “He don't answer, and my Tom's gettin' stale. I want to keep him sharp, and seems to me Rim-mer'd be a match, while Cribb's makin' up his mind.”

   “Coom up, Bill,” says I, “that's a reet Banbury tale!” For who that had a challenge laid wi' the Champion would bother wi' a novice? “Are ye scorched, or what?” Ye see, I'd heerd word that Richmond had plunged at Copthorn, and his pockets was to let.

   “Never mind that,” says he. “Well, truth is we're bound to meet Cribb wi'in two months of acceptance, and blow me if I want to see Tom fight him in the month o' March –'twill be bitter cold as December, likely! But if you'll make us a match wi' Rimmer afore Cribb answers, why, when he does we can postpone legitimate and Tom can fight Cribb in summer. What say, Bob?”

   He was a reet fly 'un, was he not? Well, 'twas good sense for him – and good business for me. Match-makin' was ever my game, and 'twould be a grand advance for young Rimmer to fight Molineaux, whose name was on every lip. Mind you, the black would mill him fra Hell to Huddersfield, but what o' that? The lad had his name to make, and he'd go broody on me if I denied him a tilt at the man who'd gone thurty roonds wi' the Champion. Aye, and the green fairy circle's a chancy place: many a novice has upset the odds, and young Rimmer might be one o' the lucky 'uns.

   “What does Pad Jones think?” says I.

   “When I want to know, I'll ask him,” says Richmond, mighty short – and I wondered at that, and a'.

   ‘Canst stand good for a hoondred guineas a side?” I asked him, and he swore he'd raise the wind, so we shook hands on't then and theer, and when I told Rimmer he danced on his hat for joy.

   I wondered how Cribb might take it, but it made no matter to him. He cared not tuppence when he fought the black, or if he ne'er fought him at a’; he was content to let the challenge lie until after Molineaux had met Rimmer. Aye, and Richmond was in no haste now that he'd put Cribb off 'til summer; May, says he, would be soon enough for the mill wi' my lad – as I'd suspicioned, he was short o' brass, and worse, he was in debt to the Land o' Judah, and vexed how to clear himsel'. 'Twas rumoured that even the Prad and Swimmer was poulticed, but I know nowt o' that.

   So what does he do but take the black to tour the country, wi' exhibitions o' the Manly Art, and sparrin' matches, and showin' his man off to the gapeseeds at markets and holidays for a tanner a time. Molineaux was a canny wrestler as well as a miller, and there was no lack o' farm loons and sojers and daft hicks eager to try a fall or put on't mufflers wi' the famous blackamoor. 'Twas easy fare for Molineaux to topple 'em, tho' for the most part I reckon they was satisfied to see him strike a pose, bare to the brisket, for the half o' them had never seen a nigger afore.

   Now, this way o' goin' on was weel enough to get them a livin' and steer Richmond clear o' Point Nonplus, wi' a dollop put by for the Rimmer stake and expenses – but 'twas no life for a fighter, I can tell thee. He needs to be settled, man, and reg'lar, and kept hard at the bit in trainin'. They say Molineaux had been bad enough to manage afore, but from a' I heerd he was ten times worse on that tour, traipsin' fra toon to toon, wi' the folk gawkin' at him, and him up to a' larks at a' hours, seldom sober, beddin' every mollisher that offered, and splashin' his rhino on fancy toggery and toys and whatever trash took his fancy.

   To make bad worse, Pad Jones parted fra him in disgoost at the way he was kickin' up and wastin' his self, and Richmond not able to rein him in. By what Pad told me later, Richmond had vowed that Molineaux would be kept to the collar and no liberties, but when it came to it, he let the black have his wilful way for fear he'd lose him; there was high words among the three o' them, and Pad packed his ditty and bade them fareweel. In his stead, Richmond brought in two reet flash gills, Abner Gray and Joe Ward – aye, that verra same Joe Ward that had humbugged Jackson aboot the bullets at Copthorn! Never ask me how Richmond came to make his peace wi' that 'un, or coaxed Molineaux into usin' him to spar wi', but so it was. Worse yoke-fellers for a fighter ye could not find, but they came cheap likely, and Bill would be coontin' his coppers. I wouldna gi' the reek off my dottle for the pair o' them!

   When I heerd o' the way Molineaux was carryin' on wi' the bub and the burricks, and that Pad Jones had washed his hands of him, I says to mesel', Bob, I says, if ye miss this chance ye're a cloot-bobby. Straight I went to Pad and offered him the trainin' o' Rimmer. First off he shook his head, sayin' he didna like.

   “What's likin' to do wi' it? Ye trained the black for Richmond, what hinders thee to train Rimmer for me?”

   “ 'Twould go 'gainst the grain, Bob,” says he, doubtful. “If 'twere against any other fighter, I'd say aye and gladly, but not against Tom Molineaux.”

   “What the hell, man! Are ye feared Molineaux'll leather my chap, is that what ails thee?”

   “If he does, and 'tis Lombard Street to a China orange he will,” says Pad, “'twill be because Tom's the fighter I made him – and made Champion o' England, if he had his rights. Nay, Bob, how could I train another milling-gloak 'gainst him?”

   “Weel, Pad, I thought ye were a professional man,” says I. “But since ye've gone soft on the nigger, seemin'ly, we'll say nae mair.”

   He swore he was not soft, but no turncoat, either – which was a daft start, for in those days milling men were wont to hold the bottle and give the knee against their best friends even, in the way o' business, and no hard feelings. It was the professional way, man, and none knew it better than Pad. I let it lie, while he pulled his lip, considerin', and he hemmed and hawed and then laughed and said, well enough, he'd take charge o' Rimmer. I asked why he laughed, and he said the fact was he couldna abide to be awa' fra the ringside when the black was fightin'. Did ye ever hear the like, eh? “But I'll do my best for your lad, Bob, never doubt it,” says he, and gave me his hand. I knew he was straight, and my hopes went cockahoop high, for Rimmer would have the best knee in the game, and one that knew Molineaux like a book.

   “Reet, my lad,” I told Rimmer, “ye'll be on't road every day by six, get half a stone o' rump inside thee at noon, skip and lift and thresh that bag 'til tha's baked, Pad'll coach and breathe thee reg'lar, and by God we'll startle the nigger yet!” The lad went to work like a navvy, wi' Jack Power the Irish plumber as partner, and wi' Pad's guidance he shaped better'n ever I could ha' hoped. He had a miller's head on him, and was big and strong and speedy, and larned quick. Pad put him up to a' the dodges the black favoured – how he played at the head, so his left must be weel stopped, and that he favoured Mendoza's guard, but lost patience if his man milled on the retreat, and might be weel punished wi' a one-two stomacher, and all o' that.

   Aye, Rimmer shaped reet handy, and a few there were who said he had the makin's o' another Jem Belcher. Cribb himsel' came to see him spar, and put the mitts on wi' him, and was weel pleased. Aha, Tom, thinks I, d'ye hope to see Rimmer do thy work for thee? Others wondered, too, and the buzz was that 'twould be grand if Rimmer should be next to bid for the Championship, as must surely follow if he beat Molineaux.

   For the black was become badly liked since Copthorn. He was that cocksure and impident, and cut such a figure in his flash duds, and gave offence by his goings on, what wi' the sprees on his coontry jaunt, and he was foreign, and black – and ower a' that, he'd put the fear o' God into the Fancy by his showin' 'gainst Cribb. They dearly hoped that Rimmer might cut his comb for him, and never did a novice get such a cheer as went up fra the ten thoosand at Moulsey Hurst when my lad threw his shap over the ropes on the day.

   Molineaux, for a' the lush and trollops he'd been trainin' on, looked better than I liked, bar a bit o' belly on him, and the odds were three to one for him when they went to the scales. Richmond and Bill Gibbons 'tended him, and didna Richmond glower when Pad Jones stepped up as leadin' counsel for Rimmer? Not the black, though; he laughed and clapped Pad on the back, and bade him tell Rimmer to watch oot for his left hand.

   Aye, weel, we live and larn. For a' the good Pad's trainin' and advice was, Rimmer might as well ha' had Boney's mother in his corner. I saw my hoondred guineas fly awa' in the furst roond, when Molineaux saunters oot on his heels, smilin' and sparrin' easy, 'ticed my lad to let go wi' both hands, and flattened him wi' that same left. Four to one, and they'd barely set to when Molineaux put in left and right, and doon goes Rimmer a second time. And then a thurd, and a fourth, and damn my skin, the same tale for eight roonds. The boy made play game enough, but knew no more o' distance than a blin' beggar, while Molineaux stood off laughin' at him, made his stops as though he were pattin' flies awa', grinned a' ower his ugly black dial as he picked his marks, and when he struck, Rimmer went doon like a man shot.

   By God, it galled the crowd, the way yon nigger strutted and smiled and tret the lad like a clodpole. There wasna a sound bar a groan whenever Rimmer went to grass, and wi' a bare ten minutes run he was a woeful sight, spoutin' claret like a cloudburst and fair dozzened by the hammerin'. I doot if any but Jones could ha' kept him on his gams, but after the eighth he shook his head at me. “The boy's foundered,” says he. “I can do naught for him.”

   I asked Rimmer would he give up, and damme if he didna rally and rattle the nigger's nob, and milled him back, but Blackee weathered it, fibbed him doon yet again, and then set oot to pay him back. I never saw such savage millin', for noo Molineaux stretched himsel' and went after Rimmer like a tiger, fibbin' him a' roond the ring, feet and fists flyin' too fast to follow. Man, he was a grand miller, the black! Rimmer was game, but the crowd thought nowt o' him, but gave a' their voice in yells and curses and threats at Molineaux, shakin' their clubs and sticks, and I heered Cribb tell Baldwin, who had charge o' the vinegars, to look to the outer ring. The nigger never heeded the cat-calls, but floored Rimmer twice again, wi' the mob uglier by the minute, and when the lad, half-gone and oot o' his wits wi' pain, wrestled him Lancashire style below the waist and threw him foul, there was sic a hollerin' cheer that the umpires darsn't say bo! Again Molineaux floored him, again Rimmer threw him foul, and now I saw the black set himsel' to finish it for good and a' …

  

 
  

  

  

   

   
    
    
     Captain ROBERT BARCLAY ALLARDICE,

     late 23rd Foot,
pedestrian, landowner, and agriculturalist
   

   Sir,

   I had not intended to reply to yours of the 15th, which on immediate perusal I was inclined to dismiss as an unwarranted impertinence unworthy of notice. On reflection, however, it seems possible that you may have addressed me without intent to offend, since the aspersions on my character which your letter contains are not your own, but those of others, and that your repetition of their slanders, however insolent in itself, may have had the not unworthy object of inviting me to refute them. The question remains open in my mind, but I give you the benefit of the doubt for the time being, and I shall avail myself of the opportunity to rebut calumny and at the same time satisfy your other inquiries which by their nature suggest that you may be an earnest if importunate seeker after truth rather than a mere echo of scandalous gossip.

   I must warn you, however, that any publication outwith this present correspondence of the defamatory matter to which you have referred, will meet with a prompt response. I allude not to redress at law, in which personal experience leads me to repose no confidence, but to certain facts anent myself to which you have made adversion in your letter – viz., that in my youth I was accounted the foremost amateur practitioner of the pugilistic art, that I was known to perform the feat of lifting with one hand an eighteen-stone man from the floor to a table, and that I pursued a course of exercise and diet designed to promote a health and vigour which, I am happy to say, I retain even in my advancing years. Sir, you have been warned.

   I proceed now to the statements which you attribute to Mr Charles Wheeler and an unnamed other party, touching my spar with Molineaux the prize-fighter at Jackson's Rooms in the summer of the year 1810. They say: “Barclay never forgave the nigger for beating him, and this, Mr Charles Wheeler, who knows Barclay well, assures me was the reason why the Captain took such an interest in Cribb's second match with the black and offered to train Cribb at his own expense.”

   That, sir, is a disgraceful falsehood. I bore no grudge to Molineaux, indeed, I held him in esteem as a pugilist whose ability marked him as worthy of the highest honours of his profession, and my motives in training and sponsoring Cribb were in no way whatever influenced by any emotion of rancour towards his opponent. My interest in Cribb had been kindled years before Molineaux's arrival in England, and in training him for the bout referred to I was but continuing the policy begun when he was first brought to my notice by Mr Jackson, when I sponsored, trained, and backed him for 200 guineas in his victorious match against Jem Belcher. It will not, I think, appear strange that having trained and sponsored a fighter to the Championship of England, I should be moved by interest and friendship to assist him again when his laurels were in danger from an adversary whose formidable powers all acknowledged, but the suggestion that I did so from feelings of spite and ill-will towards that adversary is beneath contempt and merely dishonours him who makes it.

   One word more, and I have done with this distasteful topic. It has been supposed by the ignorant mass who imagine their own prejudices to be universal, that the determination with which my principal and I laboured to resist Molineaux's challenge sprang in part from an aversion to his colour. That, too, is utterly false. It has been truly said of Thomas Cribb that an opponent's colour or country made no difference to him. I may say of myself that had Molineaux been an Esquimaux or a Tartar, a Prussian or even a Frenchman, my feeling towards him would not have been altered by one iota from what it was. That I was concerned to keep the Championship out of a foreign grasp I am proud to acknowledge; that I was concerned to keep it out of a black grasp I most emphatically deny. That many of the public did not partake of my sentiments is true, alas, and a blot on our national escutcheon. That they were shared by the race of pugilists, who welcomed the Black American among them, and thought of him as one of themselves, is manifest, and found expression in one of many patriotic chaunts sung at Bob's Chophouse and those other houses of good fellowship where the milling professionals were wont to foregather. I quote it with apologies for its poetic shortcomings, but pride in its sentiments:

   Since boxing is a manly game
And Britons' recreation,
By boxing we will raise our fame
'Bove any other nation.

   If Boney doubt it, let him come
And try with Cribb a round;
And Cribb shall beat him like a drum,
And make his carcase sound.

   Mendoza, Gully, MOLINEAUX,
Each nature's weapon wield,
Who each at Boney would stand true,
And never to him yield.

   I believe, sir, that his fellow pugilists' regard for Thomas Molineaux needs no other endorsement, and the association of his name with three of the worthiest Champions is ample testimony to his stature in the annals of the Prize Ring.

   Now, sir, the particulars which you seek of my preparation of Cribb for his second bout with Molineaux might have been obtained without inconvenience from the work on Pedestrianism and Training by my friend and neighbour, Mr Thom, of Aberdeen, in which I assisted. However, to avoid any possibility of error leading to misinterpretation on your part, I summarise them herewith, commencing with an observation on the character of the Champion.

   Cribb, on my first acquaintance with him in the year 1806, was in his twenty-sixth year, and endowed with such natural ability as to arouse peculiar interest in me. He possessed every attribute of the expert pugilist, save one. Being of a genial, quiet, and indolent nature, he had a deep aversion to that strenuous exercise essential to any person who aspires to success in the prize ring. In short, he would not train, being content to rely on his great scientific powers alone, and frequently pitted himself against the foremost and thoroughly trained opponents while himself in an ill-prepared condition, overweight, and in poor temper both mental and physical. On the occasion of his only defeat, by Nicholls, it is stated on good authority that Cribb came to the contest in a state of inebriation, which may well be true, for his easy-going and generous nature led him into companionable indulgence, and this failing, so fatal to any sportsman, but to a pugilist above all, was one which I was at pains to correct. Even then, his habitual resistance to a proper course of exercise, diet, and practice came near to being his downfall, as in his matches against Pigg and Gregson, in both of which he was entirely exhausted, and triumphed only through that indomitable refusal to surrender which endeared him to the public at large even more than did that pugilistic genius which (I believe) was born in him to a greater degree than in any professional fighter before or since.

   His condition in his first encounter with Molineaux, for which I was not responsible (being occupied by military duties as aide to Lord Huntly) was far from satisfactory. He was too heavy and sluggish against a most dangerous opponent whom he had manifestly undervalued, whose one shortcoming was want of experience, and whose strength and skill on the occasion were hardly, if at all, inferior to his own. It was evident that only by subjecting himself to the most rigorous preparation could the Champion hope to withstand his redoubtable challenger when their struggle was resumed in circumstances which must necessarily be more favourable to the American by virtue of his youth, anticipated improvement in skill, a less inhospitable climate, and, perhaps more than all the rest, the confidence accruing from his admirable showing on their first encounter.

   I therefore began by removing Cribb from London, where the crowded confinement of the city and its unwholesome air had combined with his slothful and irregular mode of living and the influence of boon companions, to render him corpulent, big-bellied, full of gross humours, and short-breathed. When he arrived at my seat near Stonehaven, Kincardineshire, he weighed full sixteen stone and could walk ten miles only with difficulty. I prescribed a diet of beef, mutton, strong beer, stale bread, and Glauber salts, with a strict prohibition of butter, cheese, eggs, and fish, and subjected him to a course of physic, consisting of three doses, but did not yet commence his sweats. For recreation he walked about as he pleased, and spent many hours strolling the woods and plantations with a fowling piece; the reports of his gun resounded every where through the groves and hollows of that delightful place, to the great terror of the magpies and wood pigeons.

   After amusing himself in this way for about a fortnight, in which he became accustomed to his diet, the absence of domestic comforts, and the discipline of regular hours, he commenced his regular walking exercise, which at first was about ten or twelve miles a day, increasing to eighteen or twenty. At first he was strongly disinclined to march such distances, so I took to filling my pockets with pebbles, and when he proved laggard I would pelt his shins severely, which stimulated him to pursue me, vowing revenge, but never able to overtake me. Twice a day, morning and evening, he ran quarter of a mile at the top of his speed, and in consequence of these exercises and the physic his weight was reduced, after five weeks, to fourteen stone and nine pounds. This being still too heavy by a stone and more, I commenced his sweats, walking him under heavy loads of clothing and putting him to lie between feather mattresses. In this way, and with such purges and emetics as were necessary, he was further reduced, over four weeks, to thirteen stone and five pounds, which I determined to be his pitch of condition, beyond which he could not go without weakening.

   He was under my care eleven weeks at Ury, from early July until a few days before his second bout with Molineaux in September, with two intervals of a week apiece in which I took him on a course of strong exercise in the Highlands. We walked sixty miles to Mar Lodge, in two days, and I was satisfied that he could have walked as far again without distress. He continued his regular exercises with zest in the splendid surroundings, and I believe his strength and wind were more improved by these Highland journeys than by any other part of his training.

   Besides his regular exercise at Ury he was frequently engaged in other rural pursuits, ploughing, pulling carts, and felling trees, which he greatly enjoyed. Of pugilistic practice he had as much as seemed necessary, which was little enough, for once in condition his speed and science were beyond improvement. His hands were truly remarkable, the knuckles having hardened by long use into a sort of carapace with which he could strike the knotted bark from a mature ash tree, which he did once negligently during one of our walks. I forbade any repetition of this extraordinary feat in case of injury. We sparred with the gloves occasionally, and on visits to Stonehaven he gave lessons to the local youths, with whom he became a firm favourite.

   On this head I feel bound to own that during our near three months together I conceived an increasing affection for him. He bore my tyranny with great good humour, pebbles and all, and his conduct and demeanour were proof that, contrary to mistaken opinion, professional pugilists are, with a few exceptions, among the most gentle, modest, and good-natured of men. It may be that this becoming tolerance springs from the knowledge of their prowess, or, as I have heard it ventured, that vice and ill feeling have been beaten out of them and remain on the ground with their blood. It is a matter for conjecture, but whatever the cause I can assert that in my experience, “the better the miller, the better the man,” and point to Gully, Gregson, Jackson, Mendoza, Jones, Pearce, and many others to establish my case.

   Cribb conducted himself with much propriety in Scotland, and showed his humane and charitable disposition on various occasions. I remember, when walking on Union Street in Aberdeen, he was accosted by an old woman in great distress. Her story affected him, and the emotions of his heart became evident in the muscles of his face. He gave her all the silver he had in his pocket, and was rewarded with: “God bless your honour, y'are surely not an orn'ary mon!” She spoke truer than she knew.

   Sir, I have allowed myself to be carried beyond the scope of your inquiries. It remains for me to say only that when the period of his training was complete, Cribb was, by his own admission, in the best condition of his life, enjoying good spirits, and confident of success. He weighed thirteen stone and six pounds.

   I remain, sir,
Your obedient servant,
Allardice of Ury

   
    I'd ha' given the world and every single thing in it, to be by his side when he met Cribb again. That's the lasting sorrow o' my life, sir, and I know it's a selfish one, but what I told Bob Gregson was gospel true: I'd made Tom Molineaux, so far as a trainer ever can make a fighter (for the man must have it within him), and I wanted to share in his glory. That's only human vanity, course it is – but not vanity alone. Truth was I'd put such heart and soul into training him for Copthorn, so much hard graft and hope, so much of my own self, if you follow me, that 'twas almost as if we'd become one, Tom and I. And I knew, when we was choused out o' the fight by those dastard villains, that we'd come again a second time and take what was rightly ours – and 'twould ha' been my knee he rested on, and my hands to rub his flanks and ease his limbs, and my fingers to staunch and close the cuts and anoint the grazes, and my words in his ear when he'd fibbed the Champion of England into a blind bloody hulk in the third round … but, lo! I was not there, sir, not in his corner, nor within the outer ring, even, but perched on a farm cart where I'd paid a bob for a view, among all the chawbacons who'd never heard o' Pad Jones. That's sinful pride, ain't it, though? But you understand my feelings, I know.

   I'd no one to blame but myself, mind. 'Twas I threw in my hand and left him, at Bedford, I think it was. Bob Gregson has told you how and why. Bill Richmond had sworn that there would be an end to Tom's slack ways, that he would buckle to training and leave off the daffy and doxies and stuffing and riotous living that had so spoiled his condition afore Copthorn – but he did not keep his word, sir. I would have had Tom back at the Nag and Blower, under my eye, training hard, but Bill it was who said we must take to the road with him. I was dead against it, sir, but Bill needed the dibs, and was sure the country air must benefit Tom, and what should hinder my keeping him in trim on tour as easy as in Town?

   
    Fine talk, sir, and all gammon. We had not been on the road a week when the great black simpleton was at his tricks again, lushy drunk and skirt-smit, gorging as he pleased, and a stone heavier. I'll not weary you wi' the tale of it, save to say that it got worse wi' each town we visited: Tom the idol o' the mob, grinning like an actor, swallowing flattery and liquor by the gallon, ogling the drabs, and abed until noon. I reasoned with him, sir, I begged him, but 'twas no go. His reply was ever the same:

   “Ah whupped Cribb once, Ah whup him agin. By'n' by, Ah train down good, like Ah did befo'. Git my weight below fo'teen – but, Pad, ain't no sense to doin' it now. You want me trained off an' weak?”

   “I want ye fit to fight Rimmer,” says I, for that match had been made, “and that you'll not be, the way you go on!”

   “Oh, pore ole Pad!” cries he, grinning and cuffing at me in play. “All a-worrited 'cos Ah's 'joyin' maself! Why, Rimmer ain't but a Johnny Raw! Ah trim him up wi' one hand – an' then we get ready for Massa Cribb, ho-ho, fee-fie-fo-fum! An' if Ah has me a li'l fun wi' the gals, whut's to matter? Had me plenny 'fore Copthorn, din't Ah – an' Ah was in's goodish trim as Cribb, weren't Ah?”

   “Aye – and lost, blast your black ignorance!” cries I. “If ye'd ha' heeded me ye'd ha' been a stone lighter and a foot faster, and had him beat in twenty minutes! And been Champion this moment – wi' Cribb beggin' for the return!” But 'twas like arguing wi' a kid, sir, a great heedless babby.

   Only once I thought to win him to a better course, and that was after Jem Belcher's funeral. Poor Jem had been as good as the best, but the loss of his peeper put paid to that, and he'd been only the ghost of his self since Cribb beat him the second time. They reckon his health was broke by the month he spent in limbo at Horsemonger Lane after that mill, which the beaks held to be a breach o' the peace, and clapped him up. Consequently he grew morose, and business at his crib in Frith Street fell away, folk being disinclined to take their wets from a blue-devilled landlord. They say he died of an ulcer on the liver, but I reckon 'twas an ulcer o' the heart. He was only thirty years old.

   We were bound to leave off our tour and come to Town to see him laid away, for all the Fancy turned out, pugs and amateurs. We three rode with Gregson and Ikey Bittoon in the second coach – four coaches there were, one of 'em glass, a mute wi' a plume o' black feathers before the hearse, and such a crush at Mary-le-Bone we could not have come to the grave if Big Bob and Bittoon had not cleared a path, Ikey heaving the files aside crying “Make vay, you heathens!” and blubbing like a skirt. He was not alone, sir; many a pug piped his eye to see such a Champion as Jem filled in at last. He was Jack Slack's grandson, sir, did you know?
     *

   Tom was quite knocked over, and wept floods, not that he'd known Jem long, but the occasion was such as he was not accustomed to, and it being so solemn put him in awe. “Po' feller, po' ole feller!” he kept saying, and asked me how Jem had come to hop the twig so young. I told him it came of not keeping himself in trim, what with daffy and late hours and not minding exercise and diet, and Tom's eyes fair started from his head.

   “Pad,” says he, “ 'tis a warnin',” and vowed to live clean henceforth, which he did for the rest o' that Sunday, and went to evening service at St Martin's, too. We were to go down to the country again on the Tuesday, and on the Monday night what does he do but get raging lushy and picked a fight wi' Jack Power for calling him a chimbley-sweep, and they hammered each other half round Leicester Square before Jack cried enough, and then my bold Tom goes off to the theatre wi' four bits o' Haymarket ware on his arms, that damned Janey Perkins foremost, and came home in a hurdle half-naked, laughing and bragging how he'd pestered all four, and Janey twice.

   I as near threw in my hand then and there, but was prevailed on by Richmond to stay wi' him, and so we set off on our travels again, with Tom promising reformation, and swearing I was the only trainer for him. And I'd ha' stood by him, sir, if only Richmond had backed me, but I soon saw his interest was in the takings from Tom's sparring and wrestling shows, while his man went to the devil. “All in good time, Pad,” he would say to my protests. “Once he's done Rimmer we'll have the gelt to tide us over, and ye can set to work in earnest. Let him be just now, can't ye? Naggin' can't but distemper him.'

   What haunted Bill, you see, was the fear that if Tom was irked he might cast off and find another backer. So he indulged Tom, who became more wayward and insolent by the day. D'ye know, sir, I sometimes believed he was dicked in the nob, the way he went on, as though he were trying to ruin his self? And his moods, sir! Why, at Salisbury, where he was sparring wi' all comers for a shilling a time, a blacksmith who was the local terror challenged him to a reg'lar mill for a hundred guineas, which would ha' been the easiest of pickings – and what d'ye suppose Tom did? Locked his self in his room, sir, and would not come out, not for anything! And that against a man he could ha' eaten for supper!

   But his drinking and dallying were too much, and at last I could brook no more of it. I had lost count o' the times I'd vowed to quit unless he came to heel, and each time he had played the simple darkie, ever so sorry and please to forgive him, and had wheedled and grinned me into staying, which God knows I wanted to do. But at Bedford, when he rolled in shot at dawn and spewing, wi' a hussy on his arm, and I pitched into him – well, sir, he was too sour and ugly to wheedle, but damned my eyes and told me I might stay or go to Hell as I pleased. Richmond said no word … so I went.

   Gregson's told you how I thought twice about taking Rimmer in hand, but he ne'er guessed why I accepted. If the boy had had a pauper's chance against Tom, I'd not ha' touched him – what, go to work to smash what I'd been at such pains to build? Never at any price. But I figured I might bring him on sufficient to give Tom a run for his money (for he had the makings of a good heavy man, did young Rimmer) and scare him into sense, maybe. A foolish notion, you may say, but the truth was I wanted Tom to beat Cribb and take that title as I wanted salvation, whether I was in his corner or not. That was why I trained Rimmer.

   Well, you know what came of it. Tom was fat, and Tom was sluggish wi' good living, and Tom fought at half-pace, and even so Tom made a damned promising chicken look like an old woman, damned if he didn't! In eight rounds he never broke sweat, until the lad stung him, and then tore the heart out of him with such speed and vicious science – and he terrified that assembly, sir, and for all I know he terrified Cribb, too.

   I was blowed if I knew what to make of it. It crossed my mind (as it had crossed it before) that perhaps he knew his business best, and I knew mine not at all, and he could go his own way and half-ruin his self wi' loose-living – and still fight like a Champion. He believed it, and for all that good sense told me different, I could not deny it, not after Copthorn, nor Moulsey Hurst neither. One thing only I was sure of: that if he trained only so much as to give him the wind and legs for twenty rounds, then the Cribb that I knew could not stand against him.

   Perhaps Bill Richmond concluded the same, for by all I heard that summer he took no great pains wi' Tom, but was content to have Joe Ward and Abner Gray spar wi' him when they was touring the country, and when they returned to Town 'twas Tom Belcher and Bill Gibbons who saw to his training, such as it was. Cribb was in Barclay's hands in Scotland by then, and you may be sure the rumours flew thick and fast, but 'twas all gas and speculation; never was a mill so talked of, with so little news of the millers. More than once I thought to tool down to the Nag and Blower and offer my service again, but word reached me that I'd have no welcome home from Bill Richmond, so I let it be. But I was sorry, sir, aye, heart-sick sorry, and much regretted my leaving Tom at Bedford, yet consoled myself that I done my duty by him in his beginnings. I could not flatter myself that I had more to teach him, or that my knee would support him better than another when the time came.

   
    I can't think why you should want to examine me viva voce. There's enough spice and colour in my written accounts, surely – you've read my Boxiana? Well, then! Points I may have overlooked? Well, I dare say; one can't set down every little thing. Points, eh? Let's see … oh, Dick Christian's bit of fun about Marriott and the farmer who wouldn't take a cheque – aye, that was a lark … no, I don't believe I ever recorded it. Very good, we'll come to it in due course … I'm your man, sir, fire away.

   Cribb and Molineaux … Molineaux and Cribb … the Black Diamond versus the Black Ajax, for the second time. Gad, that was a mill that set the Fancy back on their heels … oh, better than the first fight, by far – and that had been a historic set-to, if you like. But the second match took our breath away, so sudden, so unexpected, not at all what we had imagined it would be. After the first encounter, no one supposed we should have such a drama again; well, we were out there.

   Even as interest in the first bout surpassed anything that had gone before, so with the second it was agreed that there had never been such excitement in the memory of man. Ossa was heaped on Pelion; the country was sated with boxing-mania, and it was the event of that year o' grace 1811! Aye, the year the Regency began – and who cared for that when the Championship of England was at stake, with black hands clutching at Britannia's crown? That was the summer when Wellington thrashed the French at Fuentes d'Onoro, and Soult was given his medicine at Albuhera, but neither action could compare with the Battle of Thistleton Gap! The massacre of the Mamelukes was small beer to Barclay's mysterious doings in the Highlands, and Cribb's correspondence with the Edinburgh Evening Star over the latter's protest at the sums being wagered on the fight (“Blush, oh Britain!”) quite knocked Bolivar and his Dagoes into the shade. The conquest of Java wasn't in it with a squib on the Moor's improving science, I can tell you.

   
    I'm sure the wagers far exceeded the betting on Copthorn, and there were some dooced queer ones, like the London baker who backed Cribb with every blessed thing he owned – blunt, personal property, even the lease of his house, seventeen hundred quid's worth – or the two Corinthians whose stake was a new suit of duds, with linen, gloves, walking-stick, and a guinea in the pocket, for the winner.

   Well, you may judge the frenzy from the to-do there was over the scene of the bout. You know how down the beaks were on mills, with bailiffs hounding 'em from one county to the next, fighters arrested, and all that rot – not for the Cribb–Molineaux return, though. Why, the corporations of our northern towns were fairly bidding for the bout to take place within their bounds, and half the sporting gentry in the shires were offering their private land! The patrons were leery, though, and fixed on Crown Point in Leicestershire, with the ring itself close by at Thistleton Gap, where three counties meet, Leicestershire, Rutland, and Lincolnshire, just to be safe. They needn't have fretted – every magistrate in Rutland was at the ringside, and such a turn-out of the Quality as never was seen: Young Q, Yarmouth, Pomfret, Baynton, Craven, Mellish, God knows who else, and every leading professional in the game, all come, horse, foot, and carriage for the battle of the century, a hundred miles from Town, and no railways in those days!

   There wasn't a bed to be had in the three counties the night before; every one had been bespoke days ahead, and the hostelers of Leicester and Oakham and Stamford and Grantham rejoiced. The roads were black with people, thousands on thousands, and every kind of conveyance, on the morning of the fight, and in the press to get to the field no end of trees were broken down and hedges uprooted. It was stiffish country, much of it plough, but the weather was fine and warm which raised the hopes of those with their money on the Moor, who became an object of even greater fear and jealousy to the friends of the Champion.

   Dick Christian and I were early on hand, Dick giving me a lift on his mare, and arrived in time for the altercation about where the ring should be. Molineaux's last two fights, with Cribb and Rimmer, had both been interrupted by the crowd breaking the outer ring, so this time there was to be a stage, twenty-five foot, which should serve to keep the mob at bay and give them a better view. They'd picked on a fine piece of stubble, but the farmer wanted fifty quid for it, and wasn't about to accept a cheque. “Oi doan't know 'bout they fancy papers,” says he. “Fifty in me 'and, or foight summers else.”

   “'Pon my word!” cries the commissary-general. “Ain't my sign manual good enough?”

   “Good enough for 'ee, milord,” says Turvey, “but not for me. Oi doan't know 'ee, do Oi?”

   They swore the cash wasn't to be had, in flimsies, it must be a signature to pay.

   “Awright,” says the stout yeoman, “show me a name as Oi knows,” and old George Marriott was found, who knew him, and that was fine.

   “Set to, and may the best man win!” cries Turvey, flourishing the cheque. “An' here's my paper as says the nigger'll draw first blood!”

   So they set up the stage, with an inner ring to enclose the handlers and Swells (and your humble obedient of the Press) with another beyond for the vinegars. The assembly was now thousands strong, so the first ranks lay down, the next knelt, and the rest stood. Beyond them again were the vehicles of every description, and the horsemen, some astride and others, like Dick Christian, standing on their saddles like so many circus acrobats. I never saw a finer turn-out of the Fancy, from the peer of the realm on the box of his four-in-hand to the rustic in his clouted shoes, the Corinthian with his caped coat and eye-glass and the peasant chewing on his straw, the dandy cavalry officer on his bang-up bit of blood and Old Crocky smiling and nodding among the legs as they bawled their prices – that was sporting England, then, and where has it gone today?

   A few minutes after noon there was such a roar went up: “Cribb! Cribb! God bless you, Tom! Huzza for Bristol!” and hats were flying and the whole vast arena rose like a wave as the Champion hove in view and jumped to the stage. He bowed to the spectators and bound his blue ribbons round the palings of the ring, and as Dick says “He was in beautiful condition, fine as a star, just like snow aside a black man.” On his heels came Molineaux, vaulting the rails with great spirit, waving and smiling, and getting not a bad greeting, though not so loud as Cribb's. They had weighed before, Cribb at thirteen six, the black at thirteen two, and you should have heard the gasps when the announcement was made, for each was lighter by a stone than in their previous mill.

   I was hard beneath the stage, and had the best opportunity for viewing the men and their attendants: big John Gully shedding his coat and talking to Cribb, Joe Ward arranging his bottles – he had been on Molineaux's tour in the spring, but was now returned to his true allegiance; Bill Richmond, frowning and snapping at Gibbons, who bore the bottle for the Moor. “Ah, Pad Jones, where art thou, trainer par excellence and second without peer? Africa has disdained thine aid, or so 'tis said by the Knowing Ones at the Fives Court and the sibyls of Randall's Hole-in-the-Wall and Bob's Chophouse.”

   
    That tidbit is taken from my notes made by the ringside; fine prose, don't ye know, for those fair readers who are wont to hide loose sheets from Life in London inside Paley's Lectures. Where's my old note-book? Ah, here it is, my little reader with impressions from that memorable day. Let's see … “Cribb in prime shape … trim as a lightweight … Barclay withdrawn, thoughtful … has reduction in weight impaired Cribb's stamina? … Molineaux peels well … lighter than expected … rather good-looking for a man of colour … body of a black Hercules … Cribb composed, but M. appears disturbed, walks stage with hasty steps … anxiety of multitude beyond description … Barclay calls up to the stage, Cribb nods … M. shuffles in a little dance, limbering his arms … Richmond and Gully bring their men to the mark … the umpires confer … the white hand and the black clasp in respectful salute … silence, forty thousand eyes gaze on the mighty twain … they see only each other …”

   
    At eighteen minutes after twelve they set to; betting three to one on Cribb, and six to four in his favour for the first knock-down blow.

   ROUND 1. Sparring for about a minute, both men wary, when Cribb made play right and left. The right told slightly on the body of Molineaux, who returned lightly on the head. A rally now ensued, but they exchanged their blows at a distance not to do very great execution. Molineaux received a dexterous blow in the throat, which sent him down, but not considered clean.

   ROUND 2. The claret was perceived to issue first from the mouth of Cribb, Molineaux planting a flush left on setting to. A most terrible rally now ensued by mutual consent, the Champion planted a severe body hit with his right, which Molineaux returned on the head with his left flush. They both fought at half-arm's length, and about six good hits were exchanged with great force, Cribb fibbing at the body, Molineaux punishing his opponent's nob. They closed, and after a severe trial of strength Molineaux threw the Champion heavily. Odds five to two, then six to four on Cribb.

   ROUND 3. On setting to it was seen that in the last rally Cribb's right eye was nearly closed, and now another equally sanguinary and ferocious followed, after sparring for wind, in which essential Molineaux was evidently deficient. Cribb put in a dreadful “doubler” on the body of his opponent who, although hit away, kept his legs and renewed the attack with such ferocity that the backers of the odds looked blue. The science of both men was extraordinary, that of Molineaux being quite equal to that of the Champion; the speed with which they moved and struck was astonishing, the blows and stops almost too rapid for the eye to follow. There was a marked difference in their method of fighting: Cribb hit right and left at the body, while the Moor aimed at the nob alone, and with much judgment planted several dexterous flush hits, that impaired the eyesight of Cribb, and his mouth bled considerably. This rally lasted a minute and a half, milling beyond anything seen in memory, until they closed again, when Molineaux again threw Cribb with astonishing force. The superiority of the Moor's strength was evinced by his grasping the body of Cribb with one hand, and supporting himself by the other resting on the stage, and in this situation threw Cribb completely over upon the stage, by the force of a cross-buttock. To those not flash, the mere appearance of things was in favour of the Moor, odds fell again, but Cribb's tried game still kept him the favourite. Captain Barclay, who had left his carriage after the second round to advise Cribb, now spoke to him again.

   ROUND 4. Molineaux's wind could not be depended upon, but the head of Cribb was terrific. Although he was bleeding from every wound, he smiled with confidence, and rallied in the first style of manliness, hitting right and left at the body and head, but Molineaux fought at the head only. He was so successful with the left hand that he planted many flush hits. By this means, both Cribb's eyes were now damaged, the right completely closed and the left nearly so. His face was dreadfully disfigured, and he bled profusely, but Molineaux evidently was in great distress, his chest and sides heaving fearfully. Cribb smiled again at such a favourable omen, and renewed the rally with a heroism perhaps never excelled, and in point of judgment most adroitly timed. Hits in abundance were exchanged with great force and speed, Cribb still fighting at the “mark” and Molineaux at the head. At length Cribb fell, evincing great exhaustion, both eyes now being darkened, which moved his seconds to a terrible expedient. Gully, with a lancet, cut open the great swellings beneath his eyes, the blood issuing forth in floods as a consequence, but with the swellings thus diminished his sight was cleared. Odds seven to four on Cribb.

   ROUND 5. Molineaux commenced a spirited rally, and the execution on both sides was truly dreadful. Molineaux had the best of these terrific exchanges, and Cribb fell from a blow, and in falling received another. This excited some murmurs and applause from the partisans of the contending heroes, but on reference to the umpires was declared “fair”, Cribb's hands being at liberty and not having yet touched the floor. Odds of all kinds offered, Cribb showing signs of weakness, but Molineaux sadly distressed for wind.

   
    ROUND 6. Flash side, amateurs, professionals, and Knowing Ones agreed that this round must settle the contest, the pace and punishment of the previous exchanges being beyond the powers of both men to continue; one or other must gain the advantage. Molineaux, from want of wind, lunged right and left but gained little from it. Cribb avoided his hits neatly, and put in a right of great force and swiftness, but Molineaux stopped it exceedingly well. The science of both men was wonderful in their exhausted state, but now came the blow which it seemed must decide the fight, Cribb feinting and delivering so destructive a hit at the “mark” that it appeared not only to roll the Moor up, but seemed as if it had knocked the wind completely out of him. He, however, returned to begin a rally, seemingly anxious to go in, but still sensible of the ugly consequences. He seemed bewildered as to what manner he should conduct himself, appeared almost frantic, and capered about in an extravagant manner; he hit short and was quite abroad. Cribb followed him round the ring, and after some astonishing execution, floored him by a tremendous hit at full arm's length. Five to one Cribb.

   ROUND 7. Molineaux seemed lost in rage. He ran in, and undoubtedly did some execution, but Cribb stood firm and changing his style, put in several straight hits at the head and throat. Molineaux bored in till he fell.

   ROUND 8. Molineaux, still desperate, rallied, but his distance was ill-judged. Cribb nobbed him in fine style, got his head under his arm, and fibbed him till he fell.

   ROUND 9. The Moor, running in, had his jaw broke from a tremendous left of the Champion, and fell as if dead. He did not come to time by full half a minute, but Cribb, wishing to show his superiority, gave away his chance, dancing a hornpipe about the stage.

   ROUND 10. With great difficulty Molineaux got off his second's knee, only for fresh punishment. The Moor, still game, made a desperate though unsuccessful effort, and fell.

   ROUND 11. Here ended the combat. Cribb gave away another chance in time, but Molineaux's senses were absolutely hit out of him; he was perfectly unable to stand, and a Scotch reel by Gully and Cribb announced the victory, while the very welkin echoed with applause. Molineaux was taken out of the ring senseless and could not articulate; his jaw-bone and two ribs were fractured, while Cribb scarcely received a body blow, though his head was terribly out of shape.

   
    Remarks on the Fight by H. D. MILES alone

   This battle, which lasted only nineteen minutes ten seconds, left no doubt as to the superiority of Cribb. The science of Molineaux was quite equal to that of the Champion, but the condition of Cribb was far better, his temper more under restraint, and although there was no question of Molineaux's courage, which almost amounted to ferocity, Cribb was his superior in steadiness and self-possession.

   During the battle the spectators gave applause to both combatants, and many were surprised that Molineaux should have found himself necessitated to relinquish the palm in so short a time, when he so obstinately contested with the same opponent thrice the duration so very recently. It is to be considered, that in the first combat Cribb was full of flesh, and by no means in prime condition; and again, that in this [second] battle, although Molineaux had acquired an increased degree of science, he had by his own conduct impaired his stamina.

   Although it has been acknowledged that applause was mutually given, and that Molineaux in every point had fair play shown him, it cannot but be granted that the exulting clamour of congratulation, proceeding from the Champion's friends, when even the slightest advantage seemed to favour him, must have tended to hurt the feelings of the man of colour, and very probably to have cowed him. It should have been considered that Molineaux was a stranger, that he stood indisputably a man of courage; that he came to the contest unprotected and unsupported by friends of note; while his opponent commanded the patronage of the leading men as well as the natural partiality of his countrymen in his favour.

   Much has been said of Molineaux's savage denunciations against Cribb; of his vapouring professions of what he should like to do to him; and these were thought sufficiently disgusting to have excited animosity against him. But granting that Molineaux was brutish enough to make use of many of the barbarous expressions imputed to him, we certainly ought to take into consideration the circumstances under which they were uttered. The black could not but be sensible that Cribb was better supported by his many surrounding friends than himself. He knew and felt that Cribb was under the care of the first trainer of the country, while he was left to the government of Tom Belcher and Richmond, who made him an instrument of getting money, by carrying him round the country to exhibit sparring, and, to keep him in good temper and pliable to their wishes, allowing him to drink stout and ale by gallons. It is said that on the morning of the fight he bolted a boiled fowl, an apple pie, and a tankard of porter for his breakfast.

   When all these circumstances are considered, by an unprejudiced mind, it cannot be denied, that whatever national pride we may justly feel in our Champion's triumph, and admiration of his pluck and manly prowess, we cannot but admit that the man of colour was a formidable antagonist, and one who, but for his own imprudence, might have won fame and fortune in the pugilistic arena.

   
    I know the question in your mind, sir: if I'd stayed wi' Tom at Bedford, and done my best by him, 'spite of his boozing and whoring, and seconded him at Thistleton – would he ha' won? No, he would not. Cribb was the better man, in the end, if not in the beginning, for Tom fought like a god them first three rounds, left hand, left hand, hammering his nob and closing both his peepers; I never seen cleverer milling, and if Gully hadn't lanced his face, Cribb was done for. But he came again, sir, as Cribb always did, and Tom was bellows to mend, and Cribb punished his midriff 'til he caved – and that was clever milling, too, and won the fight.

   
    If Tom had been in condition – ah, if! Sir, you might as well say “If he'd been white” or “If pigs could fly”! No one could put him in condition – as you know from all I've told you. I've blamed Bill Richmond for being soft wi' him, but the God's truth is Bill could not manage him, either; no one could. Not even Barclay. And d'ye know, sir, if Barclay had had charge of him, and forced him wi' a gun at his black poll to train as Cribb did – aye, if Barclay had trained the pair of 'em in harness, and they'd been set to both in prime twig … well, 'twould ha' been the greatest mill of all – and Cribb would ha' won it. He'd ha' fought no better than my Tom, but he'd ha' fought that moment longer. He had that within him that makes a Champion, you see.

   So there it was, and I came away from Thistleton blue-devilled beyond telling. I was so sad, sir, that I went on the mop in Stamford and slept blind bottled in a haystack. Next morning the whole town was agog and cheering, and on a Sunday, too. Boney's gone to roost, thinks I, but what should it be but Cribb and his party driving through in a barouche and four with ribbons flying, barely able to move for the clamour, every window crowded with folk waving, and blow me if the church bells did not ring on past the hour, and the people came out from the services to gaze on the Champion and huzza him with three times three! They toured the villages about, I believe, cheered wherever they went; never was such rejoicing since the Peace.

   I knew one place where there'd be precious little celebration, for I'd learned that Tom was lodged in a ken at Grantham. Pad, I thought, you should go to see him; bygones is bygones, and I was curious, too, to see how he did. Grantham was a tidy step for a man with a head like a hive, but I had a lift on a wagon part of the way, with a party of 'prentices who drank Cribb's health at every milestone, and came to the town towards evening. Here again the streets were thronged with merry-makers, and the boozer where Tom lay likewise. I knew where I was the instant I set foot in the tap and heard a cry of “Burn my britches!”, for sure enough there was stout old Bill Gibbons, who'd held Tom's bottle, repelling boarders at the stair foot, with his bulldogs growling assistance. He was a famous fancier of tykes, and those bulldogs grew more like him by the day, being fat and wheezy and leery-eyed, down to all the tricks.

   “Vhy can't ye let the man be?” Bill was saying, and I saw he was holding the press-gang at bay. “'E don't vant to see ye, nor does Richmond, nor do I! Write votever comes to mind – ye alvays do.”

   “Will he challenge Cribb a third time?” asks one.

   “I'll challenge you, Smart-boots, if ye don't pike!” cries Bill, flourishing. “Vill you brush, or must I draw your corks?” He would not let them by, but I caught his eye, and asked him what news of Tom and Richmond.

   “Come avay from these earvigs,” says Bill, and drew me a little up the stairs. “An' if any loose fish wentures to follow,” he told the scribblers, “Nero an' Nelson 'ere vill see 'im put to bed vith a shovel.” The bulldogs sat like Gog and Magog on the bottom step, ugly as sin, and the press-gang shied off.

   “I'd keep clear, Pad, if I vas you,” says Bill, looking glum. “There's naught to be done vith either of 'em. The black's bad in body an' wuss in sperrit. The sawbones 'as 'ocussed 'im, an' I dare say done 'im more 'arm than vot Cribb done, but 'e's been flappin' 'is trap like a fish-vife, an' Bill's been answerin' back, not as you'd vish to 'ear 'em.”

   He told me that Tom and Richmond had fallen out bitterly, and spent half the night blackguarding each other. “Molineaux begun it, vunce they'd set 'is jaw-bone, cryin' as Bill 'adn't paid proper 'eed to 'is trainin', an' should 'ave kep' 'im up to the collar, like vot Barclay done vith Cribb. ‘If I'd 'ad a breather like Barclay, I'd 'ave fibbed Cribb foolish,’ sez 'e. Vell, Bill 'ad been patient, but he vosn't 'avin' that. ‘Vhy, you could 'ave been Champion, you black blubberhead, but you 'ad to bake yourself with sluts an' flip!’ Vould you believe it, Pad, Molineaux said Bill should 'ave made him train right! 'Ow vos that for himpiddence, eh? An' Bill yelled, couldn't 'e do nothin' for 'is self, no, 'cos 'e vos still a bloody slave, an' 'e'd done vith 'im, an' 'e could go to 'ell in a 'ansom!

   “Arter that, Molineaux said Bill could give 'im 'is money an' go to 'ell 'is self. ‘Vot money?’ cries Richmond. ‘You lost your stake, I lost every meg I 'ad, ve ain't got nuthin’ but browns an' vhistlers, an' ve owes Tom Belcher a 'undred quid trainin' expenses – an' you can pay your whack o' that, an' all, you baked-up barstid!' Then Richmond flung off, an' drunk 'is self castaway, an' ain't stirred out 'is bed since, and Molineaux's mopin' abovestairs, suckin' gruel through a straw. An' I'm a-keepin' the pen-vipers away, more fool me,” says Gibbons.

   I asked, were they scorched altogether, and Gibbons said, all but fifty pounds that Gentleman Jackson had taken up as a subscription for Tom. “But vot vith the sawbones, an' vot Richmond's drinkin', an' the score for their room, an' settlin' of their side-bets, they von't 'ave as much change as'd buy a workus supper in Lent,” says Bill, shaking his wattles. “They owes me vages, four pound ten, but I reckon I shall 'ave to look elsewhere for my inwestment in the Funds.” He was a cheery cove, Gibbons, and a good 'un to stand by Tom and guard his door from the press-gang, who'd have pestered him to death with their questions.

   Another he turned away was a foreign chap, a French refugee, I think, who told us he was a painter, and wished to take a study of Tom's head for a picture he was making of the fight. Jericho, his name was, very polite and graceful, but Gibbons put him off quite humorous.

   “Mister Molineaux ain't in 'is best looks today,” says he. Jericho showed us a sketch he'd made of the mill, with Tom and Cribb squaring up, nothing like the thing, course it wasn't, and to crown all, he'd put trousers on 'em. He had to, he said, 'cos when the painting was shown it would never do for ladies to see 'em in tights. We told him 'twas a bang-up piece of work, and that he'd hit the likenesses to admiration, and he went off well pleased.
     *

   Hearing how he'd fallen out with Richmond, I wondered if I might not do some good by looking in to see Tom. Gibbons was doubtful, but took me up, and as we came to the door we heard a mighty cheer from the street, and shouting and confusion in the tap below. We thought nothing of it, but went in, and there was Tom, lying in an armchair with his ribs strapped and his jaw in a sling and his clock that swole it looked like a dumpling in a clout. The curtains were drawn, and only a solitary glim on the board. “Who dat?” he croaks, and 'twas as if he spoke through a blanket.

   “Vot cheer, Tommy!” cries Gibbons. “'Ere's a old pal come to wisit on you, Pad Jones as ever vos!” He lit another brace of glims, rubbing his fat paws. “All's bowmon, eh, boys?”

   Tom blinked, and glowered at me. “Wha's he want? Din' ask for no vis'tors. Ah's sick! Lemme be!”

   I said I'd come to see how he did, and he gave me his surliest scowl. “How Ah does? How you think Ah does? Ah got a bust jaw an' busted ribs – that's how Ah does! That whut you come to see?” He gagged with the pain of his jaw, and groaned. “Come to see me now Ah's beat – that why you come?”

   “Vhy, Tommy, that ain't civil!” says Gibbons. “Vot, vhen Pad's come to inkvire arter you, friendly-like!”

   “Oh, sho', Pad come now! Din't come befo', when Ah need him! Lef ' me to that scut Richm'nd, as blames me 'cos Ah gits beat!” All in a moment, sir, he began to snuffle and sob like a kid. “Ah cudn't help it, damn him! Done best Ah cud – best Ah knowed how! An' wha' did hedo, bastud Richm'nd wi' his trade'n his eddication, dam' white nigguh! Wha' did Pad do? They was goin' make me champeen – me, the iggerant black nigguh! Why'nt they do it right, they so smart!”

   Sir, what could I say? How could I reproach him with all the times I'd pled and warned him, or tell him 'twas only his self to blame, and him a-laying there broke and crying? I stood mum, while Gibbons tried to soothe him.

   “Now, don't take on so, Tommy boy! Ye'll on'y pain y'rself an' do your peck-box a mischief! Vot's the use o' that, eh? You rest easy, an' if you ain't inclined for conwersation, vhy, Pad von't mind, vill ye, Pad?”

   Tom sniffed, wiping the blubbers from his cheeks, and let out a wail. “Oh, Ah's po'ly sick! Oh, Pad, why'd ye leave me? Nevah did befo'! Why'd ye be-tray me thataway?” He was a hellish sight, sir, ever so miserable, mumbling at me. “Ah cud ha' beat Cribb! You know dat, Pad! Beat him fu'st time, at Copthorn, cud ha' beat him yes'day, if on'y …” From whimpering he fell a-raging again. “An' Ah will! Ah fight him when Ah's rested an' better! Lick him good, an' Ah do it ma own self, 'thout Richm'nd or nobody!”

   It would ha' sickened you to hear him, sir, blaming all but himself, bragging what he knew was a lie, mortified to bits at the truth he could not stomach – that he might ha' been Champion but for his own folly. He lay back in the chair with his eyes closed, breathing heavy but quiet now, and I was uncertain whether to go or bide when I heard a heavy step on the stairs and then on the threshold, and when I turned I saw what all the shouts and cheers had been for belowstairs a moment since, for the man in the doorway was Tom Cribb.

   He gave a nod to Gibbons and me and stepped into the light, and lord! he was a prize study! His phiz was like a ploughed field, all swole and rainbow colours about his eyes, stitches in the great gashes where Gully had lanced his cheeks, his nether lip split in two places, the whole right side of his head flayed red, and the ear twice its size. He was a proper handsome cove as a rule, but that day he was fit to scare crows.

   He came into the room, and Tom gave a croak, staring as at a ghost, and neither said a word. Tom was that startled he made as though to rise, but Cribb stayed him and held out his hand.

   
    “How are ye?” says he, short as ever, and Tom blinked open-mouthed, and took his hand. He was taken flat aback, but after a moment he braced up in his chair, wincing, but his own man again.

   “Tol'able well, thank'ee,” says he, mighty proper. “Kin'ly to set down?”

   Cribb drew up a chair and sat by him, and they took stock of each other in silence. Their figureheads were so put out o' shape 'twas hard to guess what they thought, but Tom had thrown off his vapours altogether, putting on his best airs for the Champion, while Cribb looked damned grim, but unsettled, as though doubtful how to go on, now that he was here. At last he spoke, still short:

   “Well, ye could look wuss, I rackon!”

   Tom sat a spell, considering how to reply. “Them's turr'ble welts 'neath yo' ogles,” says he.

   “Slept wi' four pun' o' prime rump on 'em,” says Cribb. “Us cuts up easier'n you black chaps do, seemin'ly. How's the jaw, then?”

   “Oh, doctor say it be fine … thank'ee.”

   “Do 'e, now? Ha! Half they country sawbones should be mendin' roads! Best let Doctor Craig o' Mount Street see to it, when ye're back in Town. He'll set ye to rights.”

   “'Bliged to ye,” says Tom, and there was silence until Cribb spoke again, sharp as a sojer at drill:

   “Ye won't be relishin' your vittles for a while, I'll lay. Bread an' milk, mostly?”

   “Ah ain't hungry.”

   “Likely not. A bellyful o' my own blood han't given me much appetite, neither. Damme if I ever felt less gut-foundered!”

   They fell silent again, and Gibbons and I looked at each other thinking that this was uncommon talkative for Cribb, when he was sober, leastways, but he was making heavy work of it. Having come to ask after Tom, paying his respects like, he was at a loss what to say for the best, and Tom being on his dignity again, blowed if they didn't 'mind me of two old dowagers gabbing genteel across the tea-cups. Cribb frowned and shifted his stampers, and at last Tom asked if he'd take a dram, but Cribb said, no, he was kindly obliged but his mouth was too raw for spirits. He asked where Richmond was, and at this Tom grunted and glared like a 'vangelist.

   
    “Don' ask me 'bout Richmond! He ain't mindin' me no mo'! Sunna-bitch done lef ' me, on 'count o' … o' yes'day!”

   “Jimminy!” cries Cribb. “Ye don't say! Well, damme if that ain't like a nigger! Turn your back an' he's off, an' granfer's watch wi' him …” He stopped short, confused, and made haste to ask Tom what he would do now.

   “Don't know, yet. See when Ah's mended.”

   “That won't be tomorrow!” snaps Cribb. “No, nor next month, wi' they ribs an' jaw.” He was looking vexed. “An' Richmond's hopped the wag.” I could read his thoughts, sir, plain as print, and twice he made to speak, and twice thought better on't. He glanced at Gibbons and me, and then asked Tom, mighty offhand, if he had lost much on the fight. Tom said pretty cool that there was no trouble thataway. “Gen'man Jackson took up a 'scription fo' me.”

   “Fifty guineas won't go far!” says Cribb, not thinking – and I wondered, sir, how many o' those guineas had been Cribb's. Tom shot him a look, and then asked, with great composure, I thought, if Cribb had backed himself, and how much had he won?

   “Four hundred quid. Cap'n Barclay cleared ten thou'.”

   Tom smiled for the first time. “Guess we in the wrong business. Ought to git ou'sel's a couple o' prime chickens.”

   “Aye, p'raps,” says Cribb, and I saw he had something on the tip of his tongue, and was studying how to put it, but after a moment he rose with it unsaid.

   “Best be away, I rackon,” says he. “Glad to see ye ain't took too much harm.”

   “You likewise.” Tom held out his hand. “Mighty 'bliged to ye fo' stoppin' by.”

   They shook hands, and Cribb hesitated a second, frowning, before he went to the door. He stopped there, chin on chest, and then turned again.

   “When ye're well again, an' so be ye're inclined, give us a look in at my parlour, the Union Arms in Panton Street.” He clapped on his hat, head high, and touched the brim to Tom. “There'll always be a pint an' a chair by the fire for the best bloody miller I ever did see!”

   He gave a quick nod to Gibbons and me and went off downstairs, and we heard them huzzaing him into the street.

   
    Why was there never a third mill? Bless you, because neither of 'em had the stomach for it, that's why! Cribb, remember, had been retired in all but name for two years, taking his ease in comfort until fellows like me and the sporting public bullyragged him back to the ring to thwart the Black Peril; he reckoned he'd done his duty, and saw no sense to being knocked about to prove again what he'd proved twice already. Besides, oxen and wainropes wouldn't have got him back 'neath Barclay's wing a second time; why, he told me he'd sooner fight Molineaux any day than go through another training from our energetic captain. No, London had turned out by tens of thousands to cheer him home from Leicester, given him a dinner to live in song and story, presented him with a silver cup and oceans of eulogy, and honest Tom Cribb was well content to call it a day.

   As for Molineaux, it's my belief he met his fate at Thistleton Gap. Having swaggered into two mills puffed up with conceit, he'd come face to face with the awful truth that he never could beat Cribb. He knew he was as good, as clever and quick and strong and brave, but that Cribb was still too much for him – if only because Cribb would train and he would not. Oh, he put out challenges enough, and pretended the Champion never answered; Cribb, for his part, swore that he had, but had heard no more from the Moor – you've read all about it in the Leicester Mercury, I dare say, and felt none the wiser. The truth was that Molineaux was glad to strut and pose and bask in his glory, but for all his big talk and challenges he was no more eager than Cribb to endure another such hiding as they'd given each other at Copthorn and Thistleton.

   Nor was anyone else. Not a soul, out of all the good millers of the day, was willing to challenge either of 'em! Those two titanic battles had set 'em aloft and apart; it was a case of Cribb first, Molineaux second, and the rest nowhere. That suited White Tom, with his championship laurels safe upon him, and it suited Black Tom, too, for even in defeat his name and fame were a passport to easy pickings, and he could jaunt about the provinces again, raking in the rhino from rustics who were all agog to see the fabled nigger who'd fought the Champion twice. That was nuts in paradise to Molineaux; he could preen and brag to heart's content, indulge his taste in high living and coats of many colours, spar a little here, wrestle a little there, and riot to excess among the fleshpots, vinous and Venus, ha-ha! with no Paddington Jones to hound him – and, better still, no Richmond to share the booty.

   You've heard about the great African Civil War – Richmond v. Molineaux? No? Well, you know they fell out after Thistleton, exchanging dog's abuse and going their separate ways, but that was only the beginning. A few months later, what did Richmond do but have Tom arrested on a ca. sa. – capias ad satisfaciendum, which means, my chums of the wig and gown inform me, a writ whereby a plaintiff has a defendant jugged until he coughs up. It's gone out now, I believe, but in those days it meant that poor Tom found himself admiring the inside of a spunging-house with the prospect of debtor's prison to follow. Heaven knows what the debt was – money owed to Tom Belcher, or some such thing, which Richmond had paid and was dunning Tom for his share – or who settled on the Moor's behalf. Some said Sefton or Alvanley, and others Old Cripplegate (which I can't credit, for that 'un wouldn't have bailed his own mother), but one way or t'other Tom breathed the free air of England again – and wasn't he full of charity, just, towards his old pal Richmond? He soon found that he had other cause for grievance.

   Before the ca. sa. business, Tom had spent some months on his rural exhibitions, but fighting no regular mills, as I said, until a challenge came from one Jack Carter, a promising chicken who, being a Lancastrian, was a protege of Big Bob Gregson's. My guess is that Bob, being fly as they make 'em, and knowing that months of boozing and frolic had played the dooce with Molineaux's condition (such as it ever was), believed that his young giant might make a name for himself by trouncing him –'twas the Rimmer business over again, if you like. However, the match had been put off when Tom went to clink; now that he was out, it could go forward – and who d'you think emerged as the match-maker, eh, and Carter's principal second? Why, none other than Tom's erstwhile guide, philosopher, and friend, and now sworn enemy: Bill Richmond! And when the battle is joined, who seconds Molineaux? Who but the cove who cheated him out of victory against Cribb at Copthorn – honest Joe Ward!

   Do you begin to have an inkling, my dear sir, that the allegiances and alliances of the prize ring are somewhat more confused than the intricacies of the Spanish Succession, and that its rivalries and vendettas cast the petty intrigues of the Borgias quite into the shade? Observe how A sponsors B against C, to whom A was lately grappled by hoops of steel, while C is supported by D, who previously engineered C's downfall. Incredible, you say? By no means, say I, nothing out o' the way, as the old lady said when she stepped unexpected into the ditch.

   Well, the mill took place near Banbury, at a spot convenient to four counties in case the beaks intruded. A distinguished company of noblemen, amateurs, and pugs assembled, in expectation of a famous set-to, for 'twas Molineaux's first combat since his defeat by Cribb, and the Fancy was a-buzz with the news that Richmond was backing Carter out of spite against his old pupil, and that Tom had vowed to pay him out by licking Carter to nothing.

   Alas, for our hopes! That mill, my friend, became a byword as the worst in living memory, a ludicrous pantomime unworthy of the word “fight”, and beneath anything since Falstaff took the field at Shrewsbury. Why, 'twas so disgraceful that some were sure it must be a cross, but Captain Barclay swore it couldn't be, because Gregson would never be party to anything smoky, and besides, if Carter had wanted to sell the fight he'd have found a less foolish and obvious way to do it, and his behaviour was not a whit worse than Molineaux's anyway. Thus Barclay, and I incline to agree with him, but I ain't sure. However, you must judge for yourself. I'll tell you what happened, and if you think I'm pitching a Banbury story – well, ask Barclay or Ward and they'll vouch for it.

   It was a rum go from the first, for when the umpire announced that the winner should have a hundred guineas, Carter demanded to know what the loser was to have! Richmond gnashed his teeth and rolled up his eyes in despair at such folly, but Gregson was fairly stunned, and cried out: “Nay, Jack, never talk o' losing, boy! Tha moost win, the chance is a' in thy favour!” Molineaux, sitting on Ward's knee fat as Beelzebub, left off scowling at Richmond to shout with laughter.

   Then they set to, if that's the word, for I'll swear there have been bloodier quadrilles at Almack's than that first round. For two minutes they pranced round each other without touching, and then Carter, nervous as a kitten, gently stroked Molineaux on the chin, and the Moor tapped him back with the utmost gentility. This exchange rendered both men cautious, not wishing to undergo such punishment, but presently they closed, and Molineaux fell down, showing signs of distress and alarm.

   Coming to scratch again, they began to whale into each other delicately, but Tom accidentally stinging the other, Carter became excited and thrashed away in earnest. Tom, grunting like a Berkshire hog, and debilitated no doubt by his months of guzzling and amorous exertions, retreated ponderously, but what dumfounded the Fancy was that he seemed to be in an extremity of terror, shying off whenever Carter bore in, capering wildly, hitting without regard to distance, and bellowing whenever Carter got home. Every round, almost, ended with his going down, often for no apparent reason, and once he fairly bolted from Ward's knee and scrambled out of the ring, crying “Help! Help!” Barclay it was who persuaded him back, and the farce continued. We couldn't credit the evidence of our eyes.

   You think I'm bamming? As God's my witness, it got worse, for as Carter, seeing his man so abject, grew in confidence, so Tom descended to the depths of poltroonery. Once he dropped to one knee, seized the ropes in both hands, and bawled: “Foul! Oh, he done hit me when Ah's down!” when Carter fibbed him. They explained (what he knew perfectly well) that you can't be down until both knees and one hand are on the ground; he stood rolling his eyes and whimpering, and two minutes later he was racing round the ring howling that Carter had bit him in the neck! Ward looked, and swore there were no teeth-marks, and in the next round Tom began howling that Carter had bit him again! He fairly ran from the man, crying “Murder! Murder!” and cowered in a corner of the ring, wailing “Oh dear, oh dear, 'tis cruel, cruel!”

   There was amazement and disgust all round. “This is the man who stood an hour against Cribb?” says Barclay to me. “I'll not believe it!” No more could I; Joe Ward had to hold him in the ring by main force between rounds, coaxing and pleading and threatening and even pouring rum into him, but all to no avail. Courage aside, Tom was dead beat by now, labouring like a whale and not an ounce of wind left in him; for twenty-five rounds of milling (if you can call it milling when a man flops down and lies there cringing) he'd been a pitiful parody of a fighter, and when Ward pushed him to scratch for the twenty-sixth it was odds on he'd collapse whether Carter hit him or not.

   And at that moment, so help me, Carter fainted! He did, sir, 'tis no word of a lie, swooning on Richmond's knee like a bride with the vapours! It seemed impossible, for he was a big, tough, active heavyweight, and such punishment as he'd taken from Trembling Tom wouldn't have hurt an infant. Richmond was in a fine frenzy, working at him while Gibbons plied the bottle, and Gregson, seeing victory snatched from his grasp, was near to tears, crying: “Jack, Jack, what's thee aboot, man? Git oop, git oop, lad! By God, if tha willna git oop for me, git oop for Lancashire!” He might as well have sung psalms to a dead horse. Carter lay like Ophelia through the call of “Time!”, and Tom, altogether played out and wheezing “Oh dear, oh dear!” was declared the winner.

   What an uproar there was! “Universal dissatisfaction”, my colleague of The Times called it, and you may say he was right. They were waving hats and canes, shouting “Cross!” and “Sold!” and pelting the recumbent gladiator with coppers, while Gregson pleaded for the mill to continue, for Carter had opened his eyes and whispered “Stop a bit, stop a bit!” which gave hopes of revival. These were dashed when a little chap with a doctor's case scuttled through the ropes, whipped out a lancet and cup, and in a twinkling of an eye had bled Carter as neat as you please. That settled it, there was no continuing with the man's vein opened, the shouts of execration and disappointment redoubled, and the sporting peer who'd let Carter change in his chariot, flung out his clobber in disgust, crying: “Carter, you louse, take your miserable weeds and be damned to you!” They never discovered who the medicine-monger was; Gregson swore he was none of his.

   Tom was paid his prize to an accompaniment of hissing and shouts of “Shame!” Ward bustled him away to a chaise, and that was the last view I ever had of the Milling Moor who had shone so briefly like a comet in the sporting sky, slumped with his ugly black face bowed and the fat heavy on his arms and body. Barclay nudged me and says: “Barely a mark on him, for all Carter's heroics, do you see?” It was so; even in his poor condition, terrified and shirking, he had gone twenty-five rounds with a mighty handy heavy man and still contrived to slip and stop most of the blows rained on him – and hardly struck back at all.

   Well, as a fight it had been a disgrace, but it was also a mystery, and the Fancy couldn't fathom it. What the devil had been the matter with Molineaux? That was the great question – not whether Carter had sold the fight or not. It was past belief, and no accounting for it. How, it was asked, could the once brave and splendid competitor of the Champion have so degenerated? How, I was asked, “did the Hero become a cur”? What could have wrought the change in the Black Ajax, the all-but-conqueror of Cribb whose “dauntless courage had matched his wondrous skill”?

   The popular view was that dissipation had so destroyed his powers that he knew he was no match for Carter, and was terrified in consequence. “Niggers have no bottom”, “Scratch a black and you'll find a coward”, that sort of talk. Joe Ward had the answer to that, though: “Tom were no coward. Cowards don't take what he took from Cribb. 'Sides, rum an' rogerin' may ruin a man's constitootion, but they never hurt his game that I heard on. No match for Carter? Bli'me, baked and boozed and breathless as he was, he could ha' done Carter wi' one hand, if so minded!” Then why, Joe, was he not so minded? Joe don't know; it beat him.

   Barclay, who knew more of fighters and their condition than anyone, wouldn't credit that any amount of debauch could have turned a brave man into a poltroon, but there were those who wondered if Tom hadn't been mad all along, and been suffering from a fit. Others wagged their fat heads over the Unpredictability of Savage Natures, the Primitive Emotions of the Negro Race, and so forth. One chap said you never knew with niggers, look at cannibals, what?, but another reminded him, solemn as you like, that 'twas Carter who was supposed to have bit Molineaux, not t'other way round.

   What do I think? Only this, that if he was queer in the attic, or a coward at bottom, it was uncommon odd that a year after the Carter mill Tom Molineaux should have fought one of the bravest battles of his life. His junketing had taken him by then to Scotland, you see, and there he met and beat Fuller, the Norfolk printer (another pupil of Richmond's, nota bene!). No, I wasn't there, but Joe Ward, who was, told me he'd never seen the like, for Tom, untrained, overblown, and in the poorest trim, had shown masterly science and style, and was game as a terrier, the very image of what he'd been against Cribb.

   How, then, do I explain his shocking display against Carter? An “off day”? No, that won't do. Oh, we know that every fighter has 'em, but they don't run blubbing round the ring squealing “Help, murder!”, do they? Well, I can't account for it – but I'll tell you Pad Jones's opinion, when I put the matter to him. He didn't see the fight, but he knew Tom better, perhaps, than any man in England, and it was his belief that Tom was playing the fool!

   “And letting folk think he was the poorest kind of craven?” says I. “Come, Pad, what man in his right mind would do such a thing?”

   “Tom would,” says Pad.

   “Never! What, for twenty-six rounds, while the whole Fancy shouted its disgust and contempt of him? Why in God's name should he do such a thing?”

   “Mebbe to show his disgust and contempt o' them,” says Pad.

   “Oh, come, that's doing it too rich altogether! What cause had he to harbour any such feelings? No, no, Pad, that won't do!”

   You've met Jones – well, you know his trick of talking sideways, with that little smile, and all of a sudden he'll level those grey eyes at you, straight and steady? So he did now.

   “He did not like us, Mr Egan. He did not believe we treated him fair. Nor did we, sir. We robbed him o' the Championship of England, and we abused and insulted and made mock of him when he was doing his best and showing us milling as good as any. Oh, I know – none better! – what an ugly customer he could be, with his bragging and bounce and nigger airs, and the offence he gave with his insolence and carrying on and all o' that. He was a great ignorant babby, and a brute, if you like, and the Lord knows I had my bellyful of him and don't excuse his faults – but he was a stranger in a strange land, and the Fancy at his fights was never what you'd call even-handed, were they? Natural enough … but we could ha' been kinder.”

   Well, some of this I'd thought myself, as you'll know from my Boxiana, where I opine that Tom had to contend with a prejudiced multitude, whose hostility was as great a hazard to him as his opponent's prowess, that he knew his unpopularity, and that it could not help but depress him. “Still,” I told Pad, “if he felt himself badly used, I can't for the life of me see what good it did him to play the frightened lunatic in the mill against Carter! You say he was showing his contempt of the onlookers? Well, then, he failed, for they didn't know it!”

   “Tom did, though,” says Pad.

   “And much good it can have done him! Why, all he did was make a fool of himself – aye, and of the fight game!”

   Pad gave his little smile, looking sideways. “Ain't that just what I've been saying, Mr Egan?” says he.

   So there you have the philosophy of Paddington Jones, my dear sir, and you must make of it what you will. I've told you all I can of Molineaux, for as I said, I never saw him again after Banbury, and heard only snatches from time to time, few of them pleasant. Exhibitions, sparring matches in the provinces, a mill in some godforsaken spot now and then, a brawl or two, but always, alas, a downward course. My stars, what a waste that was! What folly! There never was a pugilist with greater gifts, or one who squandered them so foolishly. He could have risen to the heights … why, for a moment he did. But there were two fighters he never could beat. One was Tom Cribb, and t'other was Tom Molineaux.

   
    I ain't proud o' what I did to Tom after the fight at Thistleton Gap. I mean leaving him, and the ca. sa., and having him spunged up, and making the Carter match, and all o' that. But I ain't wearing mourning for it, neither, and I guess I'd do it again, given the time over. I was crazy mad, and hated him something vicious for what he'd done. Not for the money we owed Tom Belcher, that was nothing, just an excuse to do him spite. No, I hated him for the pain and disappointment, for all the hopes he'd spoiled, for the way he'd had the prize in his grasp and threw it away. He could ha' been the Champion, the black Champion of England! He threw it clear away.

   I used to dream 'bout that Championship, long ago, when I was a young miller, and thought myself a prime chicken. But I soon saw 'twould never be, for me, and time passed – and then came Tom, and when Buck Flashman and Pad Jones showed me what was in him, oh, ten times what there ever was in me, or any other fighter I ever saw, black or white … then I dreamed again, and knew such a burning ambition as I'd never felt for myself – to see him cock o' the Fancy, Champion of England, and pay back all those years and sneers and see their pride humbled and their insults thrown back in their teeth, and a black man, not a half-human like me, but a real black man take their precious jewel away from them! Their Championship, their game that they set such store by! Mister, I could ha' died happy then, knowing they'd had to eat the crow I'd etten all my life, and bowed and smiled and looked real civil while I et it, damn them all!

   Guess you think the Championship of England ain't worth that much hate? Mister, you don't know the English. Guess you think I must be dicked in the nob to feel the bitterness I feel? Mister, you ain't a nigger … and you never been a slave.

   Tom could ha' done it. If he'd had half my will, half o' the fire that was in my guts, sure, he could ha' done it! But he did not. Well, you know why, by now, and what's the use to talk o' that? Maybe you think I was wrong to feel such spite at him. See here, mister, if he'd done his best, if he'd worked, if he'd trained, if he'd tried a lick, godammit! – d'ye think I'd ha' blamed him for getting beat by that son-of-a-bitch Cribb? No, sir! I'd ha' given him the shirt off o' my back! I'd ha' stood by him, and loved him like a son! But when he got beat as should never ha' got beat, but for his own jackass cussedness – and then turns and blames me … well, then, I'd ha' seen Tom Molineaux in Hell! I get the shakes and the fury just to think on it, even now.

   I made the Carter match to pay him out, sure. I hoped Carter'd whip him, maybe learn him sense – maybe even hoped Tom might still come again 'gainst Cribb, I don't know. Well, I was paid out myself for my spite, worse'n I could have 'magined. I hoped to see him beat, but I took no pleasure to see him shamed – to see a black man shamed. That was the awfullest thing, to see him blubber and whine and run white-livered from a man that wasn't fit to tie his laces. Pad Jones figures he did it a-purpose. I don't see that, but I don't know, and I don't dam' well care. I was sickened, and cursed the day I ever saw him, wanted to forget all 'bout him.

   But 'twas not to be. I was down in Scotland next year; there was some good mills there in '14, and there was a boy, Fred Fuller, had been a pupil of mine, I'd brought him forward at the Fives Court, taken him on tour to Yorkshire, good heavy man – well, he was in Scotland then, and when I heard he had a match, I thought to go to see it. Mister, when I learned his adversary was Tom, I dropped the notion. I had no wish to see him – and yet, all that day of the mill, which was at Paisley, no distance from Glasgow, where I was, I found my thoughts turning to it, I knew not why. The talk was of nothing else; every amateur in Scotland had gone, the Paisley road was a-throng with folk at first light, and they say there was a hundred carriages about the ring. “No, I'll not go!” I said. “Likely 'twill be another such disgrace as his fight with Carter.” So I stayed in the town, and thought: “Damnation, I wish I was there!”

   That night I heard the sheriff had stopped the mill in the fourth round. Hoping to learn more, I hung on a group of swells in a sporting ken on the High Street, and their talk was all of the science on both sides, and how Tom had fibbed well at the head with his left, until Fuller had planted him a desperate ribber, at which Joe Ward, who was seconding Fuller, had called out in fun that if he hit so hard the fight would be over too soon. “Then the damned sheriff and his damned constables broke the ring!” says the swell. “So the mill was o'er sooner than Ward thought, and a damned shame!”

   “How did Molineaux shape?” asks one.

   “Oh, quite famously, but too stout by stones, and short o' puff !”

   “But not of conceit!” cries another. “Why, the black villain swaggers up to the sheriff, bold as brass, and told him if he had known they were to be interrupted, he'd have finished off Fuller in quick time! Well, the mill's to go forward on Tuesday, so we shall see if he makes good his boast!”

   Mister, I could ha' laughed aloud. There was no good reason why I should 'bate my enmity to Tom one bit – but when I heard that, I could just see him, full o' bounce and sass, fronting that sheriff, and crying something like: “Why, m'lawd, ifn yo' lawdship had jes' told me you was a-comin', Ah'd ha' had this white pug laid out all cold! Say, m'lawd, cain't we have jes' one mo' round? Ah's five to four fav'rite – you cud git yo'self some o' that Molineaux money, why don't ye?” Aye, something like that. I'd heard it before.

   I was there on Tuesday, and I'm right glad I was. Oh, Tom was in worse shape, even, than against Carter, and Fuller was no milling fool. I thought to speak to him 'forehand, but kept back after all, for when I saw Tom I still had no mind to be noticed by him, as would have happened if I'd spoke to Fuller.

   So I just watched, and wished Pad Jones could ha' been at my side. Tom was full o' flesh and gasping to be heard in London, he was ever so slow on his pins, and when he struck I knew his power was gone, his guard was clumsy and he took hits that he'd ha' stopped or slipped with his eyes shut three years back. But, mister, one thing had not gone, and that was his spirit. Anyone thought Tom Molineaux lacked game and bottom was proved wrong that day; he was too weak to put Fuller down, and Fuller, hard and fast and clever as he was, with a grave-digger right, could not knock Tom off his legs. There never was a set-to like it, for it lasted above an hour with but one half-minute's rest in all that time! It's the truth – they fought but two rounds, the first of twenty-eight minutes, the second of forty, such a thing as was never known in a prize-fight, and the two men hammer and tongs all through.

   It was a cruel, bloody affair, for Fuller had a gift for the heavy nobbing return, and Tom played at the head as always. Oh, if Pad had only been there! For just now and then, and only for a moment, that big black hulk with his belly flopping o'er his britches, bleeding like a slaughtered ox and winded fit to die – just now and then, he'd lift on to his toes, and that left hand would go like a bolt o' lightning, smack-smack-smack and Fuller's head rocking on his shoulders! He was a game chicken, too, with his nose busted and one eye closed, and back he'd come for more. They rallied, retreated, closed, fought at half-arm and distance, and every second I thought Tom must go down dead beat, but still he milled away, until Fuller levelled him with a right upper-cut that should ha' killed him, but there he was again, at the call o' “Time!”, laughing out of a phiz that was dripping claret, telling Fuller his time was come.

   That was the first round, and in the second – forty minutes, mind! – Fuller was bellows to mend and failing. Tom was done, but the slower pace was nuts to him, and the science that was still in him began to show as he shifted his body but not his weary feet, ducking and slipping like Jackson on the handkerchief, until Fuller was at a standstill.

   Then Tom went for him. God knows, mister, where he found the strength, but he milled that man to death, left hand going like a repeater, hitting him away every time, 'til he had him cornered and ripe for the down-cut that would ha' finished him – and damme if that snake Joe Ward, stooped by the post, didn't clip Fuller's ankle and down he went. It saved Fuller, no error 'bout that, and Tom's second, an Irish galoot, yells “Foul!” I reckon Ward, who was up to every dodge, figured the Scotch people wouldn't know that one, when a second pulls down his man to save him from being laid away for keeps. But the umpire did, and gave the fight to Tom on a foul.

   I didn't go to him. After all there was between us, I thought best not. I heard one man say it was a real “Molineaux mill”, on account of ending in dispute and ill-will, but another said that for his money the Scotch people had been lucky to see such a prime specimen of English prize-fighting. He was right there, and I left the ground with a heavy heart, to think o' that mighty miller that I'd helped to make, me and Pad, that should ha' been Champion, but gone to ruin now.

   For he had fallen in with Abner Gray, that Tom Belcher and I had employed to spar wi' Tom years before, after Pad quit us. He was a no-account person, but convenient at that time, and lately had been around the provinces with exhibitions and piddly little matches at fairs, third-run things where they put in old beat pugs wi' a bellyful o' beer to get hammered by the local chawbacons. Abner was a scut and a leech, and Tom must ha' been a godsend to him, with his name and fame still sticking to him along wi' three extra stones o' fat, but I was sick to think o' him in such company. I heard of him now and then, in Scotland and the north country, but nothing of consequence, and I guessed he had given up the game.

   About a year after the Fuller mill I was down to Scotland again, on behalf of George Cooper, who conducted a boxing school in Edinburgh. You mayn't know of him, but he was a pupil of Pad Jones's, and I'd had a hand in bringing him on a couple of years before when he'd been a novice. It was after I'd taken leave of Tom, and you might say 'twas “off wi' the old love, on wi' the new”, but that's the way o' the Fancy: one chicken goes to roost, so you find another. From the first Cooper had been as pretty a natural miller as ever you saw, another Mendoza for footwork, five foot ten, twelve stone, clever as a monkey, and fibbed hard two-handed; only one thing lacked, and that was strength o' body. He had no constitution. 'Twas the damnedest shame, but no amount o' work could better it; as Barclay used to say, he was one o' those who “trained off” 'stead of “on”. But he was so quick and full o' style that we must give him a run, for as Pad said: “He hits like a hammer, and is too fast to be hit his self.” So it proved in mills with Harry Lancaster and Bill Jay, but George went down to Tom Oliver, boxing him blind for six rounds and growing careless, when Tom nailed him. Now George was in Edinburgh, as I said, and when he wrote asking me to hold the ring in a match his gentry pupils were making for him, off I went north, for old times' sake. It was older times than I'd bargained for; his opponent was Tom Molineaux.

   There was no backing down, even had I wished – and tell you the truth, mister, I did not know whether I wished or not. I'd thought nothing but ill o' Tom until his fight wi' Fuller, but that day, when he'd showed so game, and just now and then like his old self, I'd felt my feelings change somehow. I could never put from my mind all the misery and pain he'd caused me, but it was not in me to bear grudge, neither, not now, when 'twas all by and done with. I can't put words to it, 'xactly, but I guess if you've been concerned in some one, and tried to make him into something, then even if evil comes 'twixt you … well, hang it, you don't forget the good times, and could wish the bad had never been, and even if you can't forgive in your heart, why, the grudges don't seem worth having. Not to show, leastways.

   The mill was at some little place in Lanarkshire, March 10, 1815 – I recall the date 'cos it was the day we heard Bonaparte had 'scaped from Elba and was back in France, you know, 'fore Waterloo. There wasn't a drag or a prad to be had in Edinburgh at breakfast, and thousands had been on the road to the fight 'fore daybreak – say, and other thousands had gotten the wrong office and arrived some place else! But it might ha' been Moulsey or Tothill Fields, so great was the crowd and the carriages, and as I made the ring, I thought, yes sir, they still come to see the Black Ajax.

   It took me flat aback, tho', when I laid eyes on Tom, coming to the field wi' Joe Ward at his elbow. He was twice the size of a year ago, the fat hanging on him in dewlaps, his phiz all broke and scarred, and white sprinkled in his hair like powder. I was talking to George Cooper by the ring when the roar went up, and I looked round, and thought hardly to recognise Tom, he was so beat up, and old somehow.

   He looked across the ring and saw me, and said something to Ward, and then sat himself down wi' his back to the post as though to rest. Back of Ward there was a couple o' flash coves who'd come wi' them, and two or three mollishers all decked and painted, laughing and preening, and I thought, brother, you sure been training the way you know best. Abner Gray was there, and handed down Tom a bottle looked like stout, and Tom drained it right off. He must ha' seen me watching, for he looked 'round at the doxies and then at the bottle, and then grinned at me with a little nod. 'Twas so unlooked for I didn't know what to think. Oh, confound it all, said I, and went over to him.

   
    “Hollo, Bill,” says he, squinting up.

   “Hollo, Tom,” says I, and he reached up a hand and I took it.

   “Din't know you was a commissary-gen'ral,” says he, and I told him George Cooper had asked me to hold the ring. “You ain't in his corner, then?” says Tom, and I said no. I told him I'd seen him fight Fuller last year, and that he showed pretty well.

   “Well 'nuff to win, no thanks to this sunnabitch,” says he, pointing to Ward. “Say, Joe, if Cooper ribs me good, mebbe you'll pull me down, hey? Ye saw that, Bill, the trick he served me? Weren't that the damnedest thing?”

   “I was Fuller's man that day,” says Joe, sour as usual. “I'll do as much for you, aye, or for any man as is on my knee.”

   ‘Speshly if he's Tom Cribb,” says Tom, winking at me. “Say, Bill, you're commissary – you mebbe take a good look at Cooper's hands, see he hasn't got no bullets in 'em!”

   “Why, ye sooty villain!” cries Ward. “Have I not told thee once, an’ a thousand times, 'twas Buck Flashman's ploy, not mine!”

   “Sho' 'nuff, Joe,” says Tom, “sho' 'nuff.” He was not smiling, mister, nor angry neither, but sighed weary-like and shook his head. I asked him what he'd done this year past, and had he settled in Scotland.

   “Guess not. Me'n Abner's goin' over to Ireland pretty soon, do a little sparrin' an' ex'bitions,” says he. “Give lessons, mebbe, teach 'em a bitty Cum'erland style rasslin' an' that.”

   “What d'you know 'bout Cumberland rasslin'?”

   “More'n the Paddies, Ah guess. Easier'n millin', that's fo' sho'.” He gave another sigh and put up a hand 'gainst the sun. “Tirin' work, Bill, tirin' work. Don' know why I made this match, even. They say Cooper's a prime chicken, fibs real hard.”

   “Hundred quid a side, that's why ye made it!” says Joe. “Here's the scales, so shift your black arse!”

   They weighed, Cooper at twelve four and Tom at seventeen, which I reckon would ha' been more, but the umpire slid the gauge along the bar when no one was looking, for decency's sake. Seventeen stone, mister, and him but five foot nine erect!

   The umpire read the articles, Cooper skipping a little, Tom standing slumped wi' his belly glistening like a whale's back, and every now and then he would give me a shot of his eye sidelong, as though reflecting on something. He muttered once to Ward, who nodded, and when the reading was done he says to me:

   “Say, Bill – care to gi' me yo' knee?”

   I couldn't see what he meant. “Joe Ward's your second.”

   “Joe don' mind holdin' the bottle. Ah'd take it kin'ly if you'd pick me up, be ma senior counsel.”

   “But I'm commissary!”

   “You done that, staked it out an' all. Anybody can mind the ring.” He gave me a wink and that great darkie grin. “You don' mind? Kind o' like to have you in ma corner, bein' ma las' mill, likely.”

   “Your last mill? Why, how you talk!” Truth to tell, mister, 'twas so unexpected, after all of everything, I knew not what to say. Not a word 'bout our differences, or ca. sa., and he was asking me to pick him up. “What d'ye mean, your last mill – why, you'll have mills a–plenty in Ireland!”

   “Not reg'lar mills, not thisaway,” says he, nodding 'round at the great throng beyond the ropes, thousands on 'em lying and kneeling and standing. “This Cooper's a top-notcher, ain't he, an' Ah don't reckon to find many such in Ireland –'sides, Abner's no hand at all at match-makin'.” He laughed, that big melon-splitter of a laugh. “An' Ah ain't all that in-clined to matches wi' bustlin' young chickens these days.” He tapped me on the shoulder, that old coaxing way. “What say, Bill? Gimme a knee?”

   Mister, I felt … I don't know what I felt. “Damn you, Tom Molineaux! Damn you to Hell!” says I, and he stood there grinning all over that ugly scarred phiz. “Damn you! I'll give you my knee!”

   “You ain't so green, Bill Richmond!” cries he. “'Bout time you's on the winnin' side! Ain't had that many chickens to run, lately, hey? Git back to Town, presn'ly, git roun' the Fives Court, hear the boys askin' ‘Where you been, Bill?’ ‘Why, Ah's been up nawth, pickin’ up Tom Molineaux!' ‘Lan' sakes!’ says the boys, ‘you in the swim again, Bill, jes' when we's reckonin’ you done up an' gone to roost.”' He was laughing at me, damn him, drawing me to his corner. “Like ole times, hey, Billy boy?”

   I dare not answer him, mister, but went to Cooper and the umpires, who gave their consent soon enough, but puzzled I could see. Tom was at his bottle again, wi' the mollishers tittering 'round him. I hustled 'em away and gave him my knee in the corner; 'twas like holding up an elephant.

   “Cooper's got no body, they sayin',” says he, resting back on me. “Cain't take middlin'. Ah guess Ah give him the one-two an' away, likely. Hey, Bill? Git him on the mark, fold him up, hey?”

   “Never you mind his goddam middle! You're too dam' fat for one-two and away! Who the hell you think you are – Mendoza? You play at his head wi' your left, nob him senseless!” I knew Cooper was too fast by yards, and Tom must fight at distance or be dead of exhaustion. “Let him come to you, give him the left! Go for his brows, mind! Don't chase him, he's too nimble!”

   “Oh, Bill, he ain't but a novice! Ah licked Fuller, din' Ah, an' you cain't tell me this Cooper'd be any bait fo' him!”

   “Forget 'bout Fuller – this fellow's fast and he's clever and he ain't no novice! How d'ye feel, Tom? Legs easy? Then don't tire 'em – stay back, let him come in, then left-left-left!”

   “Sho' 'nuff, Mass' Richmond! Like you say, mass'! Ah trim him up jes' how you tell me!” I could feel him laughing. “Say, an' when Ah comes back f'm the Wild Goose Nation, how 'bout we challenge Tom Cribb again? Lissen, Ah cud lick him right here an' now! Think Ah cudn't?”

   “Tom, I'm giving you my knee,” says I, “but don't dare talk to me 'bout Cribb, not now, not never!”

   “Tell ye why Ah cud lick him –'cos he'll be fatter'n Ah am this minute, beatin' his belly in Panton Street, wi' ale by the gallon!” He gave another great sigh. “Say, this is real comf 'table, ain't it, tho'? You got a fatter knee'n Pad Jones, ye know that?” He was silent a moment, watching the umpires making the scratch, and the timekeepers setting their repeaters. “Wisht ole Pad was here, too,” he said.

   “Come to the mark!” was the cry, and he heaved up off my knee, putting a hand down to clap my shoulder.

   “Go on, Tom,” says I. “Left hand, mind.”

   
    ROUND 1. Silence prevailed, and the Caledonians appeared anxiously interested to witness the opening attack. Considerable sparring took place, both being aware of the milling talents possessed by the other. Molineaux commenced offensive operations right and left, and Cooper, in return, put in a sharp bodier, but received a hit which sent him under the ropes. Six to four Molineaux.

   ROUND 2. Milling without ceremony, and both the combatants on their mettle. Molineaux planted a sharp nobbler, but received two tremendous rib-roasters that made him wince and gasp for breath. Some blows were exchanged; in closing, both went down.

   ROUND 3. Molineaux, with the most determined spirit, kept fighting at his opponent's head, while Cooper directed most of his blows at the body. Some heavy hits, and in a desperate rally against the ropes the claret was first observed on Cooper. However, the round ended to his advantage, for he hit the man of colour through the ropes. Seven to four Cooper.

   ROUND 4. Molineaux appeared at the scratch rather distressed. Cooper, full of gaiety, took the lead and floored Molineaux in grand style. Two to one Cooper.

   ROUND 5. The superiority of Cooper was conspicuous. He stopped the fury of the Black with skill, nobbed him at will, and again hit the man of colour down. Any odds Cooper.

   ROUND 6. Molineaux was growing weak. Cooper, having the best of him, eventually put in a tremendous facer, which floored the Black like a shot.

   ROUNDS 7 to 9. In all these rounds the best of the fighting was decidedly on the part of Cooper. Molineaux was hit down every round.

   ROUND 10. The Black, still determined, rallied Cooper against the ropes, and some hard fighting followed, but Cooper planted so desperate a blow on his opponent's body that he went down quite rolled up, his head falling against the post.

   ROUND 11. Molineaux, despite his defects and falling off, astonished the ring from the gallant manner he fought this round. Some terrible exchanges of blows were witnessed, when the Black again rallied Cooper to the ropes. In closing, Molineaux was severely fibbed, but broke cleverly, and felled Cooper by a heavy blow upon his face. From great exertion, however, Molineaux fell exhausted. This rather reduced the odds.

   ROUND 12. Cooper appeared at the scratch eager to finish the Black, whom he nobbed repeatedly, and completely hit off his legs. The man of colour was sick, and brandy was given him to recruit his declining spirits. Any odds, but no takers.

   ROUND 13. Molineaux was sent down as soon as he toed the scratch.

   ROUND 14. The Black could scarcely leave the knee of his second, and upon meeting his man he was again floored. The battle was thus at an end, twenty minutes only having elapsed.

   From the superior style of Cooper, he rose high in the opinion of the Scotch fancy, and entered the ring in good condition. Molineaux trusted principally to his weight and length, neglecting any preparatory care of his health, so that the right-handed blows of Cooper proved irresistible. The tourney was well conducted, and afforded a high treat to the northern admirers of boxing.

   From Scotland Molineaux went on a sparring tour into Ireland, travelling over the northern parts of the country, teaching the stick-fighting natives the use of their fists; an accomplishment which might save many a jury the trouble of a trial ending in a verdict of manslaughter or even of murder. But the sun of his prosperity was set. Intemperance, and its sure follower, disease, brought down the once-formidable gladiator to a mere anatomy. Molineaux was illiterate and ostentatious, but good-tempered, liberal, and generous to a fault. Fond of gay life, fine clothes, and amorous in the extreme, he deluded himself that his strength of constitution was proof against excesses. Alas, poor Molineaux! Peace be to his manes! He was a brave but reckless and inconsiderate man, on whose integrity and straightforwardness none who knew him ever cast a slur; nevertheless he was the worst of fools, inasmuch as he sacrificed fame, fortune, and life …

   
    
     * Jack Slack, a Norwich butcher, became Champion of England in 1750 when he beat the famous Jack Broughton, codifier of boxing's first laws, inventor of the boxing-glove, and in later years a Yeoman of the Guard. Slack was the central link in a dynasty of great fighters; grandfather to Jem Belcher, he was himself grandson of the “Father of Boxing”, James Figg, first Champion of England (1719–34) and the subject of one of Hogarth's finest portraits.

    
     * The temptation to identify “Jericho” with Theodore Gericault (1791–1824) is at first overwhelming. The great French painter did indeed make an etching, Boxeurs, in which the fighters are undoubtedly Cribb and Molineaux, and while it is somewhat romantic, and depicts the combatants in trousers, it is plainly the work of an artist who has studied prize-fighting at close quarters, and the head of Cribb appears to have been drawn from life. On the other hand, there is no evidence that Gericault visited England before 1820, when the controversy over his famous painting, The Raft of the Medusa, drove him across the Channel. In 1811 he was a young artist studying in France under Guerin, and with the countries at war a clandestine journey to a boxing bout in Leicestershire, while not impossible, would have been a hazardous matter, even for one who was a sports enthusiast. The mystery of “Jericho” remains.

   

  

 
  

  

  

   

   
    
    EPILOGUE
   

   Tom Molineaux died on August 4, 1818, aged probably thirty-four, in the bandroom of the 77th (East Middlesex) Regiment, at Galway, where he had been befriended by two black soldiers. His claims to fame are his two fights with Cribb, the most celebrated bouts in the early history of the ring, and the fact that he was the first and, for all we know, the best in a long succession of great black heavyweights. Sporting comparisons are more odious than most, for every generation loves to believe that its champions are superior to all who have gone before; in sports where achievement is measurable, the records of times and distances appear to justify them, although one can never tell how athletes of old would have performed given modern equipment and modern marks to aim at. Boxing has no times or distances on which to base comparison, and its rules and conditions have changed greatly, but anyone who studies the history of the prize ring over its two and a half centuries must surely doubt whether any modern champion, unskilled in wrestling, used to three-minute rounds, unaccustomed to being hit repeatedly by bare fists calloused to a degree unknown today, and, most vital of all, depending on heavily-padded gloves to protect his hands, could endure for long the savage exchanges of the golden age of bareknuckle fighting. But talk of “the greatest” is always futile. Molineaux has his place in social as well as in sporting history, and he did his profession and his people good service.

   Bill Richmond moved from the Horse and Dolphin to rooms in Whitcomb Street, Haymarket, which were “highly patronised by the nobility”, including his friend Byron. A popular and respected figure, noted for his pleasant manners and excellent conversation, he remained a sought-after instructor, second, and master of ceremonies, was a first-class cricketer, and still a formidable boxer well into his later years; at the age of fifty-three he beat Jack Carter, Molineaux's old antagonist, in three rounds. In 1821 Richmond was one of Gentleman Jackson's security “heavies” at the Coronation of George IV; they also included Cribb, Carter, and the then Champion, Tom Spring, all dressed as royal pages. Richmond died on December 28, 1829. He was sixty-five.

   Paddington Jones's long and active career began in 1786 when, at the age of twenty, he beat one Jack Holmes for a stake of half a crown. He became champion at what would now be called welter-weight, but frequently fought the heaviest men of the day. Jones, who was credited with having fought more bouts and seconded more boxers than anyone before him, died at his birthplace in Paddington in 1833, aged sixty-seven.

   Tom Cribb, the most famous of bare-knuckle boxers, never fought again after his contests with Molineaux, although he continued to be recognised as Champion until his formal retirement in 1822 in favour of Spring; he had held the title for fourteen years. By all accounts a superb boxer and a genial and kindly if uncommunicative man, it was Cribb's extraordinary courage and refusal to admit defeat that endeared him not only to the Fancy but to a far wider public; he may fairly be called the first superstar in the history of sport. In 1814 he was the main attraction at an exhibition given before crowned heads, including the Tsar of Russia, and other allied leaders visiting London to celebrate the peace, “and the veteran Blucher eyed him with more than common attention”. His later life was marred by business setbacks and domestic troubles, and he died after a long illness at the home of his son in Woolwich, on May 11, 1848, at the age of sixty-seven. An imposing monument in the form of a stone lion was erected over his grave in Woolwich Churchyard.

   
    
   

  

 
  

  

  

   

   
    
    GLOSSARY
   

   
    
     	
      
       above par
      
      
     	tolerably drunk
    

    
     	
      
       ale-draper
      
      
     	publican
    

    
     	
      
       all's bowmon
      
      
     	all's well
    

    
     	
      
       angelic
      
      
     	single young woman
    

    
     	
      
       apartments to let
      
      
     	empty-headed
    

    
     	
      
       area-sneak
      
      
     	burglar through a house's area
    

    
     	
      
       baked
      
      
     	exhausted
    

    
     	
      
       ball of fire
      
      
     	glass of brandy
    

    
     	
      
       ballum-rankum
      
      
     	dance by naked prostitutes
    

    
     	
      
       bamming
      
      
     	being funny, humbugging
    

    
     	
      
       Banbury tale
      
      
     	silly, roundabout story; hence, a lie
    

    
     	
      
       bang-up
      
      
     	most stylish, a la mode
    

    
     	
      
       barker
      
      
     	pistol
    

    
     	
      
       bartholomew baby
      
      
     	a doll, gaudy person; hence, a clown
    

    
     	
      
       beak
      
      
     	magistrate
    

    
     	
      
       belch
      
      
     	beer, porter, etc.
    

    
     	
      
       Black Beetles
      
      
     	lower orders
    

    
     	
      
       blackleg
      
      
     	sporting gambler or sharper
    

    
     	
      
       blate
      
      
     	frightened
    

    
     	
      
       blue tape
      
      
     	gin
    

    
     	
      
       blunt
      
      
     	money
    

    
     	
      
       bottom
      
      
     	pluck, grit
    

    
     	
      
       boxing a charlie
      
      
     	trapping a watchman in his box
    

    
     	
      
       breathing
      
      
     	exercising
    

    
     	
      
       breech
      
      
     	backside
    

    
     	
      
       bridle cull
      
      
     	highwayman
    

    
     	
      
       browns and whistlers
      
      
     	counterfeit coppers
    

    
     	
      
       brush
      
      
     	go away quickly
    

    
     	
      
       bub
      
      
     	beer
    

    
     	
      
       burned to the socket
      
      
     	dying, done for; hence, penniless
    

    
     	
      
       burrick
      
      
     	prostitute
    

    
     	
      
       bushed
      
      
     	poor, without resources
    

    
     	
      
      
       buz-gloak
      
      
     	pickpocket
    

    
     	
      
       buzz
      
      
     	talk, rumour
    

    
     	
      
       case
      
      
     	suit of clothes
    

    
     	
      
       castaway
      
      
     	drunk
    

    
     	
      
       casualty
      
      
     	a nonentity
    

    
     	
      
       cattle
      
      
     	horses
    

    
     	
      
       charlies
      
      
     	watchmen
    

    
     	
      
       cheese it
      
      
     	stop it, desist
    

    
     	
      
       chipper
      
      
     	lively girl
    

    
     	
      
       chived
      
      
     	lit. cut, hence gone away
    

    
     	
      
       chouse
      
      
     	cheat
    

    
     	
      
       circumvendibus
      
      
     	roundabout way
    

    
     	
      
       claret
      
      
     	blood
    

    
     	
      
       clock
      
      
     	face
    

    
     	
      
       clunch
      
      
     	a lout, a lumpish fellow
    

    
     	
      
       conk
      
      
     	nose
    

    
     	
      
       cool Nantz
      
      
     	brandy
    

    
     	
      
       crack the whid
      
      
     	to talk sociably, to joke
    

    
     	
      
       crapped
      
      
     	hanged
    

    
     	
      
       crib
      
      
     	a house
    

    
     	
      
       cross
      
      
     	a “fixed” fight
    

    
     	
      
       cry rope
      
      
     	to warn, hence inform
    

    
     	
      
       cut
      
      
     	drunk
    

    
     	
      
       cut his pigtail
      
      
     	resign commission
    

    
     	
      
       Cyprian
      
      
     	a harlot
    

    
     	
      
       daddle
      
      
     	hand
    

    
     	
      
       daffy
      
      
     	gin
    

    
     	
      
       darbies
      
      
     	fetters
    

    
     	
      
       delope
      
      
     	to fire wide deliberately
    

    
     	
      
       dial
      
      
     	face
    

    
     	
      
       Diamond Squad
      
      
     	fashionable society
    

    
     	
      
       dibs
      
      
     	money
    

    
     	
      
       dice
      
      
     	teeth
    

    
     	
      
       dicky
      
      
     	paltry, inferior
    

    
     	
      
       dicked in the nob
      
      
     	mad, silly
    

    
     	
      
       dive
      
      
     	to go slumming, hence a low establishment
    

    
     	
      
       dorse (doss)
      
      
     	to sleep
    

    
     	
      
       doxy
      
      
     	loose woman
    

    
     	
      
       dozzened
      
      
     	stupefied
    

    
     	
      
      
       dub your mummer
      
      
     	shut your mouth
    

    
     	
      
       duds
      
      
     	clothes
    

    
     	
      
       dummy-hunters
      
      
     	pickpockets (of wallets)
    

    
     	
      
       earwig
      
      
     	eavesdropper, hence to listen
    

    
     	
      
       edge
      
      
     	encourage (cf egg on)
    

    
     	
      
       eye-water
      
      
     	gin
    

    
     	
      
       facer
      
      
     	a blow in the face
    

    
     	
      
       fadge
      
      
     	be suitable (Won't fadge = won't do)
    

    
     	
      
       famble (fam)
      
      
     	hand
    

    
     	
      
       family
      
      
     	underworld
    

    
     	
      
       Fancy
      
      
     	boxing, sporting fraternity
    

    
     	
      
       fib
      
      
     	to box, to punch
    

    
     	
      
       file
      
      
     	a person
    

    
     	
      
       fives
      
      
     	fists
    

    
     	
      
       flash
      
      
     	loosely, relating to the underworld, but also disreputable, showy; thieves' language
    

    
     	
      
       flash the hash
      
      
     	to vomit
    

    
     	
      
       flimsy
      
      
     	a bank-note, money
    

    
     	
      
       fly
      
      
     	cunning, aware
    

    
     	
      
       fly-flapped
      
      
     	whipped at the cart-tail
    

    
     	
      
       foxed
      
      
     	drunk
    

    
     	
      
       fussock
      
      
     	lazy fat woman
    

    
     	
      
       futter
      
      
     	to copulate
    

    
     	
      
       galoot
      
      
     	a soldier
    

    
     	
      
       gams
      
      
     	legs
    

    
     	
      
       gelt
      
      
     	money
    

    
     	
      
       gig
      
      
     	fun
    

    
     	
      
       gill
      
      
     	a fellow
    

    
     	
      
       gloak
      
      
     	synonymous with gill
    

    
     	
      
       go-alonger
      
      
     	simpleton
    

    
     	
      
       gone to roost
      
      
     	dead, done for
    

    
     	
      
       Grand Strut
      
      
     	Rotten Row, Hyde Park
    

    
     	
      
       gun
      
      
     	to examine (took a gun = took a look)
    

    
     	
      
       gut-foundered
      
      
     	hungry
    

    
     	
      
       Haymarket ware
      
      
     	a prostitute
    

    
     	
      
       heavy wet
      
      
     	porter (drink)
    

    
     	
      
       high ropes
      
      
     	angry, excited
    

    
     	
      
       hocus
      
      
     	to drug, hence to deceive
    

    
     	
      
       Holy Land
      
      
     	back slums of St Giles'
    

    
     	
      
      
       hop the twig
      
      
     	to die, to go away
    

    
     	
      
       hop the wag
      
      
     	to play truant
    

    
     	
      
       hopper-dockers
      
      
     	shoes
    

    
     	
      
       hot house
      
      
     	brothel
    

    
     	
      
       ivories
      
      
     	teeth
    

    
     	
      
       jigger
      
      
     	door
    

    
     	
      
       jobbernowl
      
      
     	a fool
    

    
     	
      
       juggs
      
      
     	breasts
    

    
     	
      
       ken
      
      
     	a house, place of resort
    

    
     	
      
       knee
      
      
     	a second (boxing)
    

    
     	
      
       lawful blanket
      
      
     	wife
    

    
     	
      
       leery
      
      
     	wary, cunning
    

    
     	
      
       leg-men (legs)
      
      
     	bookmakers' touts
    

    
     	
      
       lickerish
      
      
     	lecherous
    

    
     	
      
       lillywhite
      
      
     	a Negro
    

    
     	
      
       limbo
      
      
     	prison
    

    
     	
      
       lush
      
      
     	strong drink
    

    
     	
      
       lushy
      
      
     	drunk
    

    
     	
      
       mag (meg)
      
      
     	a ha'penny
    

    
     	
      
       mauleys
      
      
     	boxing-gloves
    

    
     	
      
       mellow drain
      
      
     	sociable drinking
    

    
     	
      
       mill
      
      
     	(n. and v.) fight, to box
    

    
     	
      
       mint sauce
      
      
     	money
    

    
     	
      
       mollisher (moll)
      
      
     	a prostitute
    

    
     	
      
       monkey
      
      
     	£500
    

    
     	
      
       mop, on the
      
      
     	on a drinking spree
    

    
     	
      
       mot
      
      
     	a low woman
    

    
     	
      
       mufflers
      
      
     	boxing-gloves
    

    
     	
      
       muslin
      
      
     	girl
    

    
     	
      
       mutton-monger
      
      
     	a ladies' man, a rake
    

    
     	
      
       muzzler
      
      
     	upper-cut (boxing)
    

    
     	
      
       nap (nab)
      
      
     	catch, arrest
    

    
     	
      
       nix
      
      
     	nothing, hence an emphatic negative
    

    
     	
      
       not a feather to fly with
      
      
     	penniless
    

    
     	
      
       nuller
      
      
     	a boxer
    

    
     	
      
       nun
      
      
     	a harlot
    

    
     	
      
       nuts (nutty)
      
      
     	something delightful, sweet
    

    
     	
      
       nymph of the pavey
      
      
     	a prostitute
    

    
     	
      
       office
      
      
     	private information of prize-fight venue
    

    
     	
      
      
       ogles
      
      
     	eyes
    

    
     	
      
       Oliver
      
      
     	the moon (depending on whether the moon is shining or set, Oliver is said to be in, or out of, town)
    

    
     	
      
       out-and-outer
      
      
     	splendid fellow
    

    
     	
      
       Paddington frisk
      
      
     	a hanging
    

    
     	
      
       pads
      
      
     	street robbers
    

    
     	
      
       pattering the flash
      
      
     	speaking thieves' cant
    

    
     	
      
       panny
      
      
     	small house (family panny, underworld resort)
    

    
     	
      
       peck
      
      
     	food (peck alley, throat, peck-box, mouth)
    

    
     	
      
       peepers
      
      
     	eyes
    

    
     	
      
       pewter
      
      
     	money
    

    
     	
      
       phiz (phizzog)
      
      
     	face
    

    
     	
      
       pick up
      
      
     	to act as second (boxing)
    

    
     	
      
       pike
      
      
     	run away
    

    
     	
      
       pilot
      
      
     	a watchman
    

    
     	
      
       pimple
      
      
     	the head
    

    
     	
      
       pippen
      
      
     	a good fellow
    

    
     	
      
       Point Nonplus, off
      
      
     	without money or credit
    

    
     	
      
       poulticed
      
      
     	mortgaged
    

    
     	
      
       prad
      
      
     	horse (pradster, horseman)
    

    
     	
      
       prig
      
      
     	to steal, a thief. Also prigger
    

    
     	
      
       put to bed with a shovel
      
      
     	buried
    

    
     	
      
       racket
      
      
     	a fraudulent or criminal operation
    

    
     	
      
       rapper
      
      
     	false witness
    

    
     	
      
       rattler
      
      
     	coach
    

    
     	
      
       reader
      
      
     	notebook
    

    
     	
      
       red tape
      
      
     	brandy, spirits (cf. blue tape)
    

    
     	
      
       rhino
      
      
     	money
    

    
     	
      
       roll of soft
      
      
     	sheaf of bank-notes
    

    
     	
      
       ruby
      
      
     	blood
    

    
     	
      
       rum
      
      
     	queer, but also excellent
    

    
     	
      
       sarsy
      
      
     	(sassy, saucy) impudent
    

    
     	
      
       scorched
      
      
     	short of money
    

    
     	
      
       screwed
      
      
     	burgled
    

    
     	
      
       shap
      
      
     	hat
    

    
     	
      
       sharp
      
      
     	a sword
    

    
     	
      
       shiner
      
      
     	black eye
    

    
     	
      
       shiver
      
      
     	to shake the fist
    

    
     	
      
      
       shoot the cat
      
      
     	vomit
    

    
     	
      
       shot in the neck
      
      
     	drunk
    

    
     	
      
       shove in the mouth
      
      
     	glass of gin
    

    
     	
      
       skirt
      
      
     	female
    

    
     	
      
       slum
      
      
     	nonsense, foolish talk
    

    
     	
      
       smoky
      
      
     	suspicious, underhand
    

    
     	
      
       snitch
      
      
     	betray
    

    
     	
      
       snyder
      
      
     	a tailor
    

    
     	
      
       sow's baby
      
      
     	sixpence
    

    
     	
      
       spangle
      
      
     	a seven-shilling coin
    

    
     	
      
       Spike Hotel
      
      
     	prison
    

    
     	
      
       spunging house
      
      
     	preliminary prison for debtors
    

    
     	
      
       stampers
      
      
     	feet
    

    
     	
      
       stash it
      
      
     	desist (“stow it”)
    

    
     	
      
       Steel, the
      
      
     	Coldbaths Field Prison (“the Bastille”)
    

    
     	
      
       strap
      
      
     	to copulate
    

    
     	
      
       Tick River
      
      
     	(up or in) deep in debt
    

    
     	
      
       tiger
      
      
     	groom
    

    
     	
      
       titter
      
      
     	young woman
    

    
     	
      
       toco
      
      
     	punishment
    

    
     	
      
       togs
      
      
     	(toggery) clothing
    

    
     	
      
       town tabby
      
      
     	Society matron, dowager
    

    
     	
      
       trap
      
      
     	mouth
    

    
     	
      
       tulip
      
      
     	a showy person, would-be “Swell”
    

    
     	
      
       vis-a-vis
      
      
     	carriage with facing seats
    

    
     	
      
       vinegar
      
      
     	guard at a prize-fight (also whip)
    

    
     	
      
       wet
      
      
     	drink
    

    
     	
      
       Wild Goose Nation
      
      
     	Ireland
    

    
     	
      
       winder
      
      
     	a body blow
    

    
     	
      
       winker
      
      
     	bright-eyed girl
    

    
     	
      
       wistycastor
      
      
     	a powerful blow at boxing
    

    
     	
      
       whiz
      
      
     	talk (n.)
    

    
     	
      

      
Some of these expressions have other meanings also. The definitions listed here are those applying to the text.
    

   

  

 
  

  

  

   

   
    About the Author
   

   GEORGE MACDONALD FRASER, who has an established reputation worldwide as a humorist and a scholar of the Victorian era, now shows himself to be equally at home in the Regency period with Black Ajax. Like Mr American and The Pyrates, Black Ajax stands outside any series – although Captain Buckley “Mad Buck” Flashman, father of the notorious cad and scoundrel Harry Flashman, does play a large role. The eleventh and latest volume of the Flashman Papers is Flashman and the Tiger, which sees Flashman pitted against one of the greatest villains of the day, and observing, with his usual jaundiced eye, two of its most famous heroes. Thousands of readers around the world have also been delighted by the three volumes of stories about Private McAuslan, thoughtfully described as “the biggest walking disaster to hit the British Army since Ancient Pistol”.

   George MacDonald Fraser served both in the Border Regiment in Burma during the war – his autobiography Quartered Safe Out Here became a bestseller – and in the Gordon Highlanders. He has worked on newspapers in Britain and Canada, and was deputy editor of the Glasgow Herald. In addition to his novels he has written numerous films, most notably The Three Musketeers, The Four Musketeers and the James Bond film, Octopussy.
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    Further praise for Black Ajax
   

   
    “George MacDonald Fraser is not simply an excellent historical novelist, he is one of the best British writers currently at work.”

    Mail on Sunday

   

   
    “MacDonald Fraser is a wonderful storyteller and has brought to a fine art the device of mixing fact with fiction. Black Ajax is another splendid feather in the already bristling bonnet of MacDonald Fraser.”

    Spectator

   

   
    “A historical romp told with the wealth of period feel and details that only MacDonald Fraser can muster. For escapism back to an age, Black Ajax is hard to beat.”

    The Times

   

   
    “Full of amusement, [Black Ajax] is a work of quite admirable craftsmanship … a marvellously gripping read.”

    Scotsman

   

   
    ‘Like everything Fraser writes, Black Ajax is addictively readable.’

    Independent

   

   
    ‘Black Ajax is firmly based on real historical events, brilliantly recreated in fictional form by MacDonald Fraser.’

    Sunday Express
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   The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead or localities is entirely coincidental.
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