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but she is out of the crucible, and the time of 
her translation has come 

Her husband sits in tears by the bed on which 
she is lying, pale and wasted, yet beautiful to him 
as an angel. He is holding one of her small 
hands witli a tightening gras]>. Ah, has she not 
been growing dearer to him, and more essential 
to his life day by day! 

"Oh, Ena! stay with me a little longer. 
What shall I do without you ?" 

A shade of tender concern falls over her tran
quil face. Her soul had gone upward, but the 

words of her husband draw her back to earth 
again. 

' ' God knows best. Oh! be patient and self-
denying, and He will be more to you than all He 
now removes." 

She rises and leans toward him, as a mother 
leans, yearningly, toward a child who has for 
years absorbed her tenderest care—as a mother 
or guardian spirit, not as a wife. On his fore
head she lays a kiss. It is her last. Her work 
is done. The fetter is loosened, and Psyche has 
found her wings! 

THE ADVENTURES OF P H I L I P . 
BY W. M. TIIACKEEAY. 

CH^\PTEE XIII. 

LOVE 3IE LOVE MY DOG. 

WHILE the battle is raging, the old folks 
and ladies peep over the battlements to 

watch the turns of the combat and the behavior 
of the knights. To princesses in old days, whose 
lovely hands were to be bestowed upon the con
queror, it must have been a matter of no small 
interest to know whether the slim yonng cham
pion with the lovely eyes on the milk-white steed 
should vanquish, or the dumpy, elderly, square-
shouldered, squinting, carroty whiskerando of a 
warrior who was laying abont him so savagely; 
and so in this battle, on the issue of which de
pended the keeping or losing of poor Philip's 
inheritance, there were several non-combatants 
deeply interested. Or su])pose we withdraw the 
chivalrous simile (as, in fact, the conduct and 
views of certain parties engaged in the matter 
were any thing but what we call chivalrous), and 
imagine a wilv old monkev w)io engages a cat to 
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take certain chestnuts out of the fire, and pussy 
putting her paw through the bars, seizing the 
nut and then dropping it ? Jacko is disap
pointed and angry, shows his sharp teeth, and 
bites if he dares. When the attorney went down 
to do battle for Philip's patrimony, some of those 
who wanted it were spectators of the fight, and 
lurking up a tree hard by. When Mr. Bond 
came forward to try and seize Phil's chestnuts, 
there was a wily old monkey who thrust the cat's 
paw out, and proposed to gobble up the smoking 
prize. 

If you have ever been at the "Admiral Byng," 
you know, my dear Madam, that the parlor 
where the club meets is just behind Mrs. Oves's 
bar, so that by lifting up the sash of the window 
which communicates between the two apartments 
that good-natured woman may put her face into 
the club-room, and actually be one of the socie
ty. Sometimes, for company, old Mr. Eidley 
goes and sits with Mrs. 0. in her bar, and reads 
the paper there. l ie is slow at his reading. 
The long words puzzle the worthy gentleman. 
As he has plenty of time to spare, he does not 
grudge it to the study of his paper. 

On the day when Mr. Bond went to persuade 
ilrs. Brandon in Thornhaugh Street to claim 
Dr. Pirmin for her husband, and to disinherit 
poor Pliilip, a little gentleman wrapped most 
solemnly and mysteriously in a great cloak ap
peared at the bar of the " Admiral Byng," and 
said, in an aristocratic manner, "You have a 
parlor; show me to it." And being introduced 
to the parlor (where there are fine pictures of 
Oves, Mrs. 0., and Spotty-nose, their favorite 
defunct bull-dog), sat down and called for a glass 
of sherry and a newspaper. 

The civil andintelligent pot-boy of the "Byng" 
took the party T/ie Adi-crtiser o(yesterday (whic'i 
lo-day's paper was in 'and), and when tlie gen
tleman began to swear over the old pa]wr, Fred
erick gave it as his opinion to his mistress that 
the new-comer was a harbitrary gent—as, in
deed, he was, with the omission, perhaps, of a 
single letter; a man who bullied every body 
who would submit to be bullied. In fact, it 
Avas our friend Talbot Twysden, Esq., Commis
sioner of the Powder and Pomatum Office; and 
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I leave those who know him to say whether he is 
arbitrary or not. 

To him presently came that bland old gentle
man, Mr. Bond, who also asked for a parlor and 
some sherry-and-water ; and this is how Philip I 
and his veracious and astute biographer came to 
know for a certainty that dear uncle Talbot was 
the person who wished to—to have Philip's 
chestnuts. 

Mr. Bond and Mr. Twysden had been scarce-1 
ly a minute together when such a storm of im-
j)recations came clattering through the glass-
window which communicates with Mrs. Oves's 
bar, that I dare say they made the jugs and tum
blers clatter on tlie shelves, and Mr. Ridley, a 
very modest-spoken man, reading his paper, lay ' 
it down with a scared face, and say, ' ' Well, I 
never!" Nor did he often, I dare say. 

This volley was fired by Talbot Twysden, in 
consequence of his rage at the news which Mr. 
Bond brought him. 

" Well, Mr. Bond ; well, Mr. Bond! What 
does she say ?" he asked of his emissary. 

' ' She will have nothing to do with the busi-
ness, Mr. Twysden. We can't touch i t ; and I 
don't see how we can move her. She denies the 
marriage as much as Firmin does: says she knew 
it was a mere sham when the ceremony was per
formed." 

"Sir, you didn't bribe her enough," shrieked 
Mr. Twysden. "You have bungled this busi
ness ; by George you have. Sir!" 

"Go and do it yourself, Sir, if you are not 
ashamed to appear in it," says the lawyer. 
"You don't suppose I did it because I liked it; 
or want to take that poor young fellow's inherit
ance from him, as yovi do?" 

" I wish justice and the law. Sir. If I were 
wrongfully detaining his property I would give 
it up. I would be the first to give it up. I de
sire justice and law, and employ you because you 
are a law agent. Arc you not ?" 

" And I have been on your errand, and shall 
send in my bill in due time; and there will be 
an end of my connection with you as your law 
agent, Mr. Twysden!" cried the old lawyer. 

"You know, Sir, how badly Firmin acted to 
mo in the last matter." 

"Eaith, Sir, if you ask my opinion as a law 
agent, I don't think there was much to choose 
between you. How much is the sherry-and-wa
ter?—keep the change. Sorry I'd no better 
news to bring you, Mr. T., and as you are dis
satisfied, again recommend you to employ an
other law agent." 

"My good Sir, I—" 
"My good Sir, I have had other dealings with 

your family, and am no more going to put up 
witli your highti-tightiness than I would with 
Lord Eing^Tood's, when I was one of his law 
agents. I am not going to tell Mr. Philip Fir
min tliat his uncle and aunt propose to ease him 
of his property; but if any body else does—that 
good little Mrs. Brandon, or that old goose Mr. 
Whatdyecallum, her father—I don't suppose ho 
T.ill be over well pleased. I am speaking as a 

gentleman now, not as a law agent. You and 
your nephew had each a half share of Mr. Philip 
Firmin's grandfather's property, and you wanted 
it all, that's the truth, and set a law agent to get 
it for you, and swore at him because he could 
not get it from its right owner. And so. Sir, I 
wish you a good-morning, and recommend you 
to take your papers to some other agent, Mr. 
Twysden." And with this, exit Mr. Bond. 
And now I ask you if that secret could be kept 
which was known through a trembling glass-door 
to Mrs. Oves of the "Admiral Byng," and to 
Mr. Ridley the father of J . J., and the obse
quious husband of Mrs. Ridley? On that very 
afternoon, at tea-time, Mrs. Ridley was made 
acquainted by her husband (in his noble and 
circumlocutory manner) with the conversation 
which ho had overheard. It was agreed that 
an embassy should be sent to J. J. on the busi
ness, and his advice taken regarding it; and J. 
J.'s opinion was that the conversation certainly 
should bo rejiorted to Mr. Philip Firmin, who 
might afterward act upon it as he should think 
best. 

What? His own annt, cousins, and uncle 
agreed in a scheme to overthrow Ids legitimacy, 
and deprive him of his grandfather's inheritance? 
It seemed impossible. Big with the tremendous 
news, Philip came to his adviser, Mr. Pendennis, 
of the Temple, and told him what had occurred on 
the part of father, uncle, and Little Sister. Her 
abnegation had been so noble that you may be 
sure Philip appreciated i t ; and a tie of friend
ship was formed between the young man and the 
little lady even more close and tender than that 
wliich had bound them previously. But the 
Twysdens, his kinsfolk, to employ a lawyer in 
order to rob him of his inheritance I—Oh, it was 
dastardly 1 Philip bawled and stamped, and 
thumped his sense of the wrong in his usuiil en
ergetic manner. As for his cousin Ringwood 
Twysden, Phil had often entertained a strong 
desire to ^vring his neck and pitch him down 
stairs. As for uncle Talbot: that he is an old 
pump, that he is a pomi)ous old humbug, and 
the queerest old sycophant, I grant you; but I 
couldn't have believed him guilty of tliis. And 
as for the girls—oh, Sirs. Pendennis, you who 
are good, you who are kind, although you hate 
them, I know you do—you can't say, you won't 
say, that they were in the conspiracy ? 

" But suppose Twysden w-as asking only for 
•what he conceives to be his rights ?" asked Mr. 
Pendennis. " Had your father been married to 
Mrs. Brandon, you would not have been Dr. 
F'irmin's legitimate son. Had you not been his 
legitimate son, you had no right to a half share 
of your grandfather's property. Uncle Talbot 

[ acts only the part of honor and justice in the 
tr.ansaction. He is Brutus, and he orders you 
off to death with a bleeding heart." 

! "And he orders his family out of the way,'' 
roars Phil, "so that they mayn't be pained by 
seeing the execution! I see it all now. I wish 
somebody would send a knife through me at 
once, and put an end to me. I see it all now. 
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Do you know tliat for the last week I have l)cen 
to Beaumish Street, and found nohody ? Agnes 
had the bronchitis, and her mother was attend
ing to Iter; Bhtnclie eanie for a minute or twc), 
and was as cool—as cool as I have seen Lady 
Iceberg be cool to her. Then tliey must go 
away for change of air. They have been gone 
these three days: wliile niiclo Talbot and that 
viper of a Ringwood have been closeted with 

their nice new friend, 5Ir. JIunt. 0 eonf ! 
I Ijeg your pardon, Ma'am : but I know yon al
ways allow for the energy of my language." 

" I should like to see that J/ittle Sister, Mr. 
Krni in . She has not been selfish, or had any 
scheme but for your good," remarks my wife. 

" A little angel who drops her h's—a little 
heart, so good and tender that 1 melt as I think 
of i t ," says Thilip, drawing his big hand over 
his eyes. " W h a t have men done to get the 
love of some women ? W e don't earn i t ; we 
don't deserve it, perhaps. We don't return it. 
Tiiey bestow it on us. I have given nothing 
back for all this love and kindness, but I look a 
little like my father of old days, for whom—for 
whom she had an attachment. And see now 
how slic would die to serve mo,' Yon ai'e won
derful, v.'omen ai'c! your fidelities and your fick
lenesses alike marvelous. Wha t can any wo
man have found to adore in the doctor? Do 
you think my father coitld ever have-been ador
able, Mrs. Pendennis ? And yet I have heard 
my pom- motliei' say she was obliged to marry 
iiim. She knew it wri.s a bad match, but she 
couldn't resist it. In what WMS my father so ir-
rcsistiide'? l i e is not to mi/ taste. Between 
ourseh'cs, I think ho is a—well , never mind 
what. ' ' 

" I think we had best not mind w h a t ? " says 
my wife, witii a smile. 

" Quite right—quite r ight ; only I blnrt out 
every thing that is on my mind. Can't keep it 
iu !" cries Phi l , gnawing his mustaches. " I f 
my fortune depended on my silence I should be 
a beggar, that's the fact. And, yott see, if you 
had such a father as mine, you }'Oin-self would 
find it rather diffi(atlt to hold your tongue about 
him. But now, tell me : this orilering away of 
the girls and aunt 'i'wysden, while the little at
tack n])on my property is being carried on—isn't 
it queer?" 

' •Tl ie question is at an end,'" said Mr. Pen-
deuuis. " You are restored to yoin* alavls n-r/i-
livs and ancestral honors. Noiv tlutt uncle Twys-
deji can't get the ]jroperty without you, have 
courage, my- boy—lie niLiy take it, along- w-ith 
the encumbrance." 

I'oor Phil had not known—but some of tis, 
who are pretty cloar-sighted when our nol)le 
selves are not concented, had perceived that 
Philij/s dear aunt w-as playing fast and loose 
"•itli the lad, and when his back w-as tin-ned was 
encouraging a richer suitor for her daughter. 

Hand on heart J can say of my- wife that she 
meddles w-ith her neighbors as little as any per
son 1 ever knev,-; but w-lien treacheries in love 
:;ft'air^ ;;re in question she fires up at once, and 

would persecute to death almost the heartless 
male or female criminal who would break love's 
sacred laivs. The idea of a man or woman tri-
fiing with that holy comjjact awakens in her a 
flame of indignation. In curtain confidences 
(of which let me not vulgarize the arcana) she 
had given me her mind about some of Miss 
Twysdon's behavior with that odious blackamoor, 
as she chose to call Captain Woolcomb, wdio, I 
own, had u very slight tinge of comjilexion; and 
when, quoting the words of Hamlet regarding 
his father and mother, I asked, "Cou ld she on 
this fair mountain leave to feed, and batten on 
this Moor?" Mrs. Pendennis cried out that this 
matter was all too serious for jest, and wondered 

, how her husband could nuike word-plays about 
it. Perhaps she has jiot the exquisite sense of 
humor possessed by some folks ; or is it that she 
has more reverence ? In her creed, if not in her 
chnreli, marriage is a sacrament ; and the fond 
believer never speaks of it without awe. 

' Now, as she exjjects both parties to the mar-
j riage engagement to keep that comj^act holy, 
she no more understands trifling with it than 
she could comprehend laughing and joking in a 
church. She luis no patience with flirtations, as 
they are called. " D o n ' t tell me. Sir ," says the 
enthusiast; " a light word between a man and a 
married ^voman ought not to be permitted." 
And this is why she is harder on the w-oman 
than the man in cases w-lierc such dismal matters 
happen to fall under discussion. A look, a word 
from a woman, she says, will check a libertine 
thought or word in a m a n ; and these cases 
might be stopped at once if the woman but 
showed the slightest resolution. She is thus 

I more angry—(I am only mentioning the pecu
liarities, not defending the ethics of this individ-

I nal moralist)—she is, I say, more angrily dis-
' posed toward the w-oman than the man in such 
delicate cases; and, I am afraid, considers that 
women are for the most part only victims because 
they choose to bo so. 

Now we had happened during this season to 
be at several entertainments, routs, and so forth, 
where poor Phi l , owing to his unhappy Bohe
mian preferences and love of tobacco, etc.. 

; was not present—and where wo saw Miss Agnes 
Twysden carrying on such a game with the tawny 

: Woolcomb as set Mrs. Laura in a tremor of in
dignation. W h a t thouglt Agnes's blue-eyed 
mamma sat near her blue-eyed daughter, and 
kept her keen clear orbs perfectly wide open and 
cognizant of all that ]ia]ipened ? So much the 
worse for her, the worse for both. I t w-as a 
shame and a sin that a Christian English mother 
should sufier her daughter to deal liglitly with 
the most Iioly, the most aw-ful of human con
tracts ; should be preparing her child who knows 
for what after misery of mind and soul. Three 
months ago you saw how she encouraged poor 
Philip, and now see her with this mulatto ! 

I " I s he not a man, and a brother, my d e a r ? " 
'i perlia])S at this Mr. Pendennis interposes. 

" Oh, fi>r shame. Pen I no levity on this—no 
sneers and laughter on this the most sacred sub-
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ject of all." And here, I dare sav, the ^Yomall 
falls to caressing her own children, and hugging 
them to her heart as her manner was when moved. 
Que voulez voiis f There are some women in the 
world to whom love and truth are all in all here 
below. Other ladies there are who see the ben
efit of a good jointure, a town and country house, 
and so forth, and who are not so very particular 
as to the character, intellect, or complexion of 
gentlemen who are in a position to offer their 
dear girls these benefits. In fine, I say that, re
garding this blue-eyed mother and daughter, 
Mrs. Laura Pendennis was in such a state of 
mind that she was ready to tear theirblue eyes out. 

Nay, it was with no little difficulty that Mrs. 
Laura could be induced to hold her tongue upon 
the matter, and not give Philip her opinion. 
"What?" she would ask, " the poor young man 
is to be deceived and cajoled; to be taken or left 
as it suits these people; to be made miserable for 
life certainly if she marries him; and his fiiends 
are not to dare to warn him ? The cowards ! 
The cowardice of you men, Pen, upon matters 
of opinion, of you masters and lords of creation, 
is really despicable, Sir! You dare not have 
opinions, or holding them you dare not declare 
them, and act by them. You compromise witlt 
crime every day, because you tliink it would be 
officious to declare yourself and interfere. You 
are not afraid of outraging morals, but of inflict
ing enmd upon society, and losing your popular
ity. You are as cynical as—as, what was the 
name of the horrid, old man Who lived in the tub 
—Demosthenes ?—well, Diogenes, then, and the 
name does not matter a pin. Sir. You are as 
cynical, only you wear fine ruftlcd shirts and 
wristbands, and you carry your lantern dark. 
It is not right to ' ]mt your oar in,' as you say in 
•vour jargon (and even vour slang is a sort of 
cowardice. Sir, for you are afraid to speak the 
feelings of your heart)—it is not right to meddle 
and speak the truth, not right to rescue a ])Oor 
soul who is drowning—of course not. What 
call have you fine gentlemen of the world to put 
your oar in ? Let him perish! AVhat did he in 
that galley? That is the language of the world, 
baby darling. And, my poor, poor child, when 
vou are sinking, nobody is to stretch out a hand 
to save you !" As for that wife of mine, when 
she sets'forth the maternal plea, and appeals to 
the exuberant school of philosophers, I know 
there is no reasoning with her. I retire to niy 
Iiooks, and leave her to kiss out the rest of the 
argument over the children. 

Philip did not know the extent of the obliga
tion which he owed to his little friend and guard
ian, Caroline; but he was aware that he had no 
better friend than herself in the world; and, I 
dare say, returned to her, as the wont is in sucli 
bargains between man and woman—woman and 
man, at least—a sixpence for that pure gold 
treasure, her sovereign affection. I suppose 
Caroline thought her saerifieo g.ave her a little 
authority to counsel Philip; for elie it was who, 
I believe, first bid him to inquire whether tliat 
engagement which he had virtually contracted 

with his cousin was likely to lead to good, and 
was to be binding upon him but not on her? 
She brought Ridley to add his doubts to her re
monstrances. She showed Philip that not only 
his uncle's conduct, but his cousin's, was inter
ested, and set him to inquire into it further. 

That peculiar form of bronchitis under which 
poor dear Agnes was suffering was relieved by 
absence from London. The smoke, the crowd
ed parties and asseml>lies, the late hours, and, 
perhaps, the gloom of tlie house in Bcaunash 
Street, distressed the poor dear chiM; and her 
cough was very much soothed by that fine, cut
ting east wind, which blows so liberally along 
the Brigliton cliffs, and which is so good for 
couglis, as we all know. But there was one 
fault in Brigliton which could not be helped in 
her bad case: it is too near London. The air, 
that chartered libertine, can blow down from 
London quite easily ; or people can come from 
London to Brighton, bringing, I dare say, the 
insidious London fog along with them. At any 
rate, Agnes, if she wished for quiet, poor thing, 
might have gone farther and fared better. Why, 
if you owe a tailor a bill, ho can run down and 
present it in a few hours. Vulgar, inconvenient 
acquaintances thrust themselves upon you at 

!y moment and corner. Was ever such a 
toliubohu of people as there assembles ? You 
can't be tranquil, if you will. Organs pipe and 
scream without cease at your windows. Your 
name is put down in tiic papers when you ar
rive ; and every body meets every body ever so 
many times a day. 

On finding that his uncle had set lawyers to 
work, with the charitable purpose of ascertain
ing wliether Pliiliji's property was legitimately 
his own, Philip was a good deal disturbed in 
mind. He could not apjireciate that high sense 
of moriil obligation by which Mr. Twysden was 
actuated. At least, he tliought that these in
quiries should not have been secretly set afoot; 
and as he himself was jierfectly oi)en—a great 
deal too open, perhaps^in his words and his ac
tions, he was hard with those who attempted to 
hoodwink or deceive him. 

It could not be; ah! no, it never could be, 
that Agnes the pure and gentle was privy to this 
conspiracy. But then, how very—very often of 
late she had been from home; how very, very 
cold aunt Twysden's shoulder had somehow be
come ! Once, when he reached the door, a fish
monger's boy was leaving a fine salmon at the 
kitchen—a salmon and a tub of ice. Once, 
twice, at five o'clock, when he called, a smell of 
cooking pervaded the hall—that hall which cu
linary odors very seldom visited. Some of those 
noble Twyjdon dinners were on the tapis, and 
Philip was not asked. Not to be asked was no 
great deprivation; but who were the guests ? To 
be sure, these were trifles light as air; but Phil
ip smelled mischief in the steam of those Twys
den dinners. He chewed that salmon with a 
bitter sauce as lie saw it sink down the area 
steps (and disappear witli its attendant lobster) 
in the dark kitchen regions. 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



PHILIP. 237 

Yes; eyes were somehow averted tliat used 
to look into his very frankly; a glove somehow 
had grown over a. little hand whieh once used to 
lie very comfortably in his broad palm. Was 
any body else going to seize it, and was it going 
to paddle in that blackamoor's unblessed fingers ? 
Ah, fiends and tortures! a gentleman may cease 
to love, but does he like a woman to cease to love 
him ? People carry on ever so long for fear of 
that declaration that all is over. No confession 
is more dismal to make. The sun of love has 
set. We sit in the dark. I mean you, dear 
Madam, and Corydon, or I and Amaryllis; un
comfortably, with nothing more to say to one 
another; with the night-dew falling, and a risk 
of catching cold, drearily contemplating the fad
ing west, with "the cold remains of lustre gone, 
of fire long passed away." Sink, fire of love! 
Rise, gentle moon, and mists of chilly evening ! 
And, my good Madam Amaryllis, let us go home 
to some tea and a fire. 

So Philip determined to go and seek his cous
in. Arrived at his hotel (and if it were the * * 
I can't conceive Philip in much better quarters), 
he had the opportunity of inspecting those de
lightful newspaper arrivals, a perusal of which 
has so often edified us at Brighton. Mr. and 
Mrs. Penfold, he was informed, continued their 
residence, Jfo. 96 Horizontal Place; and it was 
with those guardians he knew his Agnes was 
staying. He speeds to Horizontal Place. Miss 
Twysden is out. He heaves a sigh, and leaves 
a card. Has it ever happened to you to leave a 
card at that house—that house which was once 
THE house—almost your own; whore you were 
ever welcome; wliere tlie kindest hand was ready 
to grasp yours, the brightest eye to greet you? 
And now your friendship has dwindled away to 
a little bit of pasteboard, shed once a year, and 
poor dear Mrs. Jones (it is with J. you have 
quarreled) still calls on the ladies of your family 
and slips her husband's ticket upon tlie hall ta
ble. Oh life and time, that it should have come 
to this! Oh gracious powers! Do you recall 
the time when Arabella Briggs w;is Arabella 
Thompson! You call and talk fiuhises to 
her (at first she is rather nervous, and has the 
children in); you talk rain and fine weather ; 
the last novel; the next party; Tliompson in 
tlie City? Yes, Mr. Thompson is in the City, 
lie's pretty well, thank you. Ah! Daggers, 
rojjes, and poisons, has it come to this? Y'ou 
are talking about the weather, and another man's 
health, and another man's (diildren, of which she 
is motlier, to hei'f Time was the weather was 
all a burning sunshine, in which you and she 
basked ; or if clouds gathered, and a storm fell, 
such a glorious rainbow haloed round you, such 
delicious tears fell and refreshed you, that the 
siorm was more ravishing than the calm. And 
now another man's children are sitting on her 
knee—their mother's knee; and once a year Mr. 
and Mrs. John Thompson request the honor of 
Mr. Brown's company at dinner; and once a 
year you read in the T/inrs, " I n Nursery Street, 
the wife of J. Thompson, Esq., of a Son." To 

come to the once-beloved one's door, and find the 
knocker tied up with a white kid glove, is hu
miliating—say what you will, it is humiliating. 

Philip leaves his card, and walks on to the 
Cliff, and of course, in three minutes, meets 
Clinker. Indeed, who ever went to Brighton 
for half an hour without meeting Clinker ? 

' ' Father pretty well ? His old patient, Lady 
Geminy, is down here with the children—what 
a number of them there are, to be sure! Come 
to make any stay ? See your cousin, Miss Twys
den, is here with the Penfolds. Little party at 
the Grigsons' last night; she looked uncommon
ly well; danced ever so many times with the 
Black Prince, Woolcomb of the Greens. Sup
pose I may congratulate you. Six thousand five 
hundred a year now, and thirteen thousand when 
his grandmother dies; but those negresses live 
forever. I suppose the thing is settled. I saw 
them on the pier just now, and Mrs. Penfold 
was reading a book in the arbor. Book of ser
mons it was—pious woman, Mrs. Penfold. I 
dare say they are on the pier still." Striding 
with hurried steps Philip Firmin makes for the 
pier. The breathless Clinker can not keep along
side of his face. I should like to have seen it 
when Clinker said that " the thing" was settled 
between Miss Twysdeu and the cavalry gentle
man. 

There were a few nursery governesses, maids, 
and children paddling about at the end of the 
pier; and there was a fat woman reading a book 
in one of the arbors—but no Agnes, no Wool-
comb. Where can they he? Can they be 
weighing each other? or buying those mad pel)-
bles, which people are known to purchase? or 
having their silhouettes done in black? Ha! 
ha! Woolcomb would hardly have his face 
done in black. The idea would provoke odious 
comparisons. I see Philip is in a dreadfully 
bad sarcastic humor. 

Up there comes from one of those trap-doors 
which lead down from the pier head to the green 
sea-waves ever restlessly jumping below — up 
there comes a little Skye-terrier dog with a red 
collar, who, as soon as she sees Philip, sings, 
squeaks, whines, runs,_ jumps, ̂ wm/is up on him, 
if I may use the expression, kisses his hands, and 
with eyes, tongue, paws, and tail shows him a 
thousand marks of welcome and affection. What, 
Brownie, Brownie! Philip is glad to see the 
dog, an old friend who has many a time licked 
his hand and bounced upon his knee. 

The greeting over, Brownie, wagging her tail 
with prodigious activity, trots before Philip— 
trots down an opening, down the steps under 
which the waves shimmer greenly, and into quite 
a quiet remote corner just over the water, wdience 
you may command a most beautiful view of the 
sea, the shore, the Marine Parade, and the Al
bion Hotel, and where, were I five-and-fwenty 
say, with nothing else to do, I would gladly pass 
a quarter of an hour talking about Glaueus or 
the Wonders of the Deep with the object of my 
affections. 

Hero, among the labyrinth of piles. Brownie 
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HAND A:SD GLOVE. 

goes flouncing along till she comes to a young 
couple who are looking at tlie view j ust described. 
In order to view it better, the young man has 
laid his hand—a pretty little hand, most deli
cately gloved—on the lady's hand; and Brownie 
comes up and nuzzles against her, and whines 
and tallcs as much as to say, "Here's somebody," 
and the lady says, "Down, Brownie, miss!" 

" I t ' s no good, Agnes, that dog," says the 
gentleman (he has very curly, not to say woolly 

hair, under his natty little hat). " I'll give you 
a pug with a nose you can hang your hat on. I 
do Icnow of one now. My man Rummins knows 
of one. Do you like pugs ?" 

" I adore tiiem," says the lady. 
" I ' l l give you one, if I have to pay fifty pounds 

for it. And they fetch a good figm'e, the real 
pugs do, I can tell you. Once in London there 
was an exhibition of 'em, and—" 

"Brownie, Brownie, down!" cries Agnes. 
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The dog was jumping at a gentleman, a tall 
gentleman with red mustaches and beard, who 
advances through the checkered shade, tinder 
the ponderous beams, over the translucent sea. 

"Pray don't mind, Brownie won't hurt me," 
says a perfectly well-known voice, the sound of 
which sends all tlic colors shuddering out of Miss 
Agnes's pink cheeks. 

"You see I gave my cousin this dog, Captain 
Woolcomb," says the gentleman; "and the little 
slut remembers me. Perhaps Miss Twysden pre
fers the pug better." 

"Si r !" 
" I f it has a nose you can hang your hat on, 

it must be a very pretty dog, and 1 suppose you 
intend to hang your hat on it a good deal." 

"Oh, Pbili]);""' says the lady; but an attack 
of that dreadful coughing stojis further utterance. 

ORAPTEB XIV. 

CONTAINS TWO OF PHILIp 'S MISIIArS. 

You know th.at, in some parts of India, in-
ftnticide is the common custom. It is part of 
tlie religion of the land, as, in other districts, 
widow-))urning used to be. I can't imagine that 
ladies like to destroy eillier themselves or their 
children, though they submit with bravery, and 
even cheerfulness, to the decrees of that religion 
which orders them to make away with their own 
or their young ones' lives. Now, sup])Ose you 
and I, as Euro])eans, happened to drive up 
where a young creatin'e was just about to roast 
herself, under the advice of her family and the 
highest dignitaries of her church; what could 
we do? Rescue her? No such thing. We 
know better tlian to interfere with her, and the 
laws and usages of her country. Wo turn away 
with a sigh from the mournful scene; we pull 
out our pocket-handkerchiefs, tell coachman to 
drive on, and leave her to her sad fate. 

Now about poor Agnes Twysden : how, in the 
name of goodness, can we help her ? You see 
she is a well brought up and religious young 

woman of the Brahminical sect. If she is to be 
sacrificed, that old Brahmin her father, that 
good and devout mother, that most special Brah
min her brother, and that admirable girl her 
strait-laced sister, all insist upon her undergo
ing the ceremony, and deck her with flowers ere 
they lead her to that dismal altar flame. Sup
pose, I say, she has made up her mind to throw 
over poor Philip, and take on with some one 
else ? What sentiment ought our virtuous bo
soms to entertain toward her? Anger? I have 
just been holding a conversation with a young 
fellow in rags and without shoes, whose bed is 
commonly a dry arch, who has been repeatedly 
in prison, whose father and mother were thieves, 
and whose grandfathers were thieves; are w'e to 
be angry with him for following the paternal 
profession? With one eye brimming with ])ity, 
the other steadily keeping watch over the fam
ily spoons, I listen to his artless tale. I have 
no anger against that child; nor toward thee, 
Agnes, daughter of Talbot the Brahmin. 

For though duty is duty, when it comes to the 
pinch it is often hard to do. Though dear papa 
and mamma say that here is a gentleman with 
ever so many thousands a year, an undoubted 
part in So-and-So-shire, and whole islands in 
the western main, who is wildly in love with 
your fair skin and blue eyes, and is ready; to 
fling all his treasure at yoiu- feet; yet, after all. 
when you consider that ho is very ignorant, 
though very cunning; very stingy, though very 
rich; vei'y ill-tempcrcd, probably, if faces and 
eyes and mouths can tell truth: and as for Philip 
Firmin—though actually his legitimacy is dubi
ous, as we have lately heard, in which ease his 
maternal fortune is ours—and as for his paternal 
inheritance, wo don't know whether the doctor is 
worth thirty thousand pounds or a shilling; yet, 
after all—as for Philip—he is a man; he is a 
gentleman; he has brains in his head, and a 
great honest heart of which be has oftered to 
give the best feelings to his cousin; I say, when 
a poor girl has to be oft' with that old love, that 
honest and fair love, and be on w îth the new 
one, the dark one, I feel for her; and though 
the Brahmins are, as we know, the most genteel 
sect in Ilindostan, I rather wish the poor child 
could have belonged to some lower and less 
rigid sect. Poor Agnes! to think that he has 
sat for hours, wdth mamma and Blanche or the 
governess, of course, in the room (for, you know, 
when she and Philip were quite wee wee things 
dear mamma had little amiable plans in view); 
has sat for hours by Miss Twysden's side pour
ing out his heart to her, has had, mayhap, little 
precious moments of confidential talk — little 
hasty whispers in corridors, on stairs, behind 
window-curtains, and — and so forth in fact. 
She must remember all this past; and can't, 
without some pang, listen on the same sofa, be
hind the same window-curtains, to her dark 
suitor pouring out his artless tales of barracks, 
boxing, horse-flesh, and the tender passion. He 
is dull, he is mean, ho is ill-tempered, he is 
ignorant, and the other was ; but she will 
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do her duty: oh yes! she will do her duty! 
Poor Agnes! Oest afendre le cceur. I declare 
I quite feel for her. 

When Philip's temper was roused, I have 
been compelled, as his biographer, to own how 
very rude and disagreeable he could be; and 
you must acknowledge that a young man has 
some reason to be displeased, when he finds the 
girl of his heart hand in hand with another 
young gentleman in an occult and shady recess 
of the wood-work of Brighton Pier. The green 
waves are softly murmuring.- so is the officer of 
the Life-Guards Green. The waves are kissing 
the beach. Ah, agonizing thought! I will not 
pursue the simile, which may be but a jealous 
man's mad fantasy. Of this I am sure, no peb
ble on that beach is cooler than polished Agnes. 
But, then, Philip drunk with jealousy is not a 
reasonable being like Philip sober. " H e had a 
dreadful temper," Philip's dear aunt said of liim 
afterward—"I trembled for my dear, gentle 
child, united forever to a man of that violence. 
Never, in my secret mind, could I think that 
their union could bo a happy one. Besides, you 
know, the nearness of their relationship. My 
scruples on that score, dear Mrs. Candor, never, 
never could be got quite over." And these 
scruples came to weigh whole tons when Man
grove Hall, the house in Berkeley Square, and 
Mr. Woolcomb's West India island were put into 
the scale along with them. 

Of course there was no good in remaining 
among those damp, reeking timbers now that 
the pretty little tete-a-tete was over. Little 
Brownie hung fondling and whining round Phil
ip's ankles, as the party ascended to the upper 
air. "My child, how pale you look!" cries 
Mrs. Penfold, putting down her volume. Out 
of the captain's opal eyeballs shot lurid flames, 
and hot blood burned behind his yellow cheeks. 
In a quarrel, Mr. Philip Firmin could be par
ticularly cool and self-possessed. When Miss 
Agnes rather piteously introduced him to Mrs. 
Penfold, he made a bow as polite and gracious 
as any performed by his royal father. "My 
little dog knew me," he said, caressing the ani
mal. " She is a faithful little thing, and she 
led me down to my cousin; and—Captain Wool-
comb, I think, is your name, Sir!" 

As Philip curls bis mustache and smiles bland
ly, Captain Woolcomb pulls his and scowls fierce
ly. "Yes, Sir," he mutters, " my name is Wool-
comb." Another bow and a touch of the hat 
from Mr. Firmin. A touch ?•—a gracious wave 
of the hat; acknowledged by no means so grace
fully by Captain Woolcomb. 

To these remarks Mrs. Penfold says, " O h ! " 
In fact, " Oh!" is about the best thing that could 
be said under the circumstances. 

"My cousin, MissTwysden, looks so pale be
cause she was out very late dancing last night. 
I hear it was a very pretty ball. But ought she 
to keep such late hours, Mrs. Penfold, with her 
delicate health ? Indeed, you ought not, Ag
nes ! Ought she to keep late hours. Brownie ? 
There—don't, you little foolish thing! I gave 

my cousin the dog: and she's very fond of me 
—the dog is—still. You were saying. Captain 
Woolcomb, when I came up, that you would 
give Miss Twysden a dog on whose nose yon 
could hang your I beg pardon ?" 

Mr. Woolcomb, as Philip made this second 
allusion to the peculiar nasal formation of the 
pug, ground his little white teeth together, and 
let slip a most improper monosyllable. More 
acute bronchial suft'ering was manifested on the 
part of Miss Twysden. Mrs. Penfold said, "The 
day is clouding over. I think, Agnes, I will 
have my chair and go home." 

' ' May I be allowed to walk with you as far 
as your house?" says Philip, twiddling a little 
locket which he wore at his watch-chain. It 
was a little gold locket, with a little pale hair 
inside. AVhose hair could it have been that was 
so pale and fine ? As for the pretty, hieroglyph-
ical A. T. at the back, those letters might indi
cate Alfred Tennyson, or Anthony Trollope, who 
might have given a lock of thei?- golden hair .to 
Philip, for I know he is an admirer of their 
works. 

Agnes looked guiltily at the little locket. 
Captain Woolcomb pulled his mustache so, that 
you would have thought he would have pulled 
it off; and his opal eyes glared with fearful con
fusion and wrath. 

"Will you please to fall back and let me 
speak to you, Agnes? Pardon me, Captain 
Woolcomb, I have a private message for my 
cousin; and I came from London expressly to 
deliver it." 

' ' If Miss Twysden desires me to withdraw, I 
fall back in one moment," says the captain, 
clenching the little lemon-colored gloves. 

' ' My cousin and I have lived together all our 
lives, and I bring her a family message. Have 
you any particular claim to hear it, Captain 
AVoolcomb ?" 

' ' Not if Jliss Twysden don't want me to hear 
it D the little brute." 

" Don't kick poor little harmless Brownie! 
He sha'n't kick you, shall he, Brownie?" 

" I f the brute comes between my shins, I'll 
kick her!" shrieks the captain. "Hang her, 
I'll throw her into the sea!" 

"Whatever you do to my dog I swear I will 
do to you!" whispers Philip to the captain. 

"Where are you staying?" shrieks the cap
tain. " Hang 3'ou, you shall hear from me." 

"Quiet—Bedford Hotel. Easy, or I shall 
think you want the ladies to overhear." 

"Your conduct is horrible. Sir," says Agnes, 
rapidly, in the French language. " Mr. does 
not comprehend it." 

" — it! If you have any secrets to talk, 
I'll withdraw fast enough, Miss Agnes," says 
Othello. 

"Oh, Grenville! can I have any secrets from 
you ? Mr. Firmin is my first-cousin. We have 
lived together ajl our lives. Philip, I—I don't 
know whether mamma announced to you—my 
—my engagement with Captain Grenville Wool
comb." The agitation has brought on another 
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seyere bronchial attack. Poor little Agnes! 
What it is to have a delicate throat! 

The pier tosses up to the skies, as though it 
had left its moorings—the houses on the cliff 
dance and reel, as though an earthquake was 
driving them—the sea walks up into the lodging-
houses—and Philip's legs are failing from under 
him: it is only for a moment. When you have 
a large, tough double tooth out, doesn't the chair 
go up to the ceiling, and your head come off too? 
But in the next instant there is a grave gentle
man before you making you a bow, and conceal
ing something in his right sleeve. The crash is 
over. You are a man again. Philip clutches 
hold of the chain pier for a minute: it does not 
sink under him. Tlie houses, after reeling for 
a second or two, reassume the perpendicular and 
bulge their bow-windows toward the main. He 
can see the people looking from the windows, the 
cirriages passing, Professor Spurrier riding on 
the clift' with eighteen young ladies, his pupils. 
In long after-da}S he remembers those absurd 
little incidents with a curious tenacity. 

"This news," Philip says, "was not—not 
altogether unexpected. I congratulate my cous
in, I am sure. Captain Woolcomb, had I known 
this for certain, I am sure I should not have in
terrupted you. You were going, perhaps, to ask 
me to your hospitable house, Mrs. Penfold?" 

" Was she though ?" cries the captain. 
' ' I have asked a friend to dine with me at the 

Bedford, and shall go to town, I hope, in the 
morning. Can I take any thing for you, Agnes? 
Good-by:" and he kisses his hand in quite a 
dajagc manner, as Mrs. Penfold's chair turns 
eastward and he goes to the west. Silently the 
tall Agnes sweeps along, a fair hand laid upon 
her friend's chair. 

It's over ! it's over! She has done it. He 
was bound, and kept his honor, but she did not: 
it was she who forsook him. And I fear very 
much Mr. Philip's heart leaps with pleasure and 
an immense sensation of relief at thinking he 
is free. He meets half a dozen acquaintances 
on the cliff. lie laughs, jokes, shakes hands, 
invites two or three to dinner in the gayest man
ner. He sits down on that green, not very far 
from his inn, and is laughing to himself, when 
he suddenly feels something nestling at his knee 
—rubbing, and nestling, and whining plaintive
ly. " What, is that you ?" It is little Brownie, 
•wlio has followed him. Poor little rogue ! 

Then Philip bent down his head over the dog, 
and as it jumped on him, with little bleats, and 
whines, and innocent caresses, he broke out into 
a sob, and a great refreshing rain of tears fell 
from his eyes. Such a little illness ! Such a 
mild fever! Such a speedy cure! Some peo
ple have the conij)laint so mildly that they are 
scarcely ever kept to their beds. Some bear its 
scars forever. 

Philip sate resolutely at the hotel all night, 
having given special orders to the porter to say 
that he was at home, in case any gentleman 
should call. He had a faint hope, he afterward 
owricd, that some friend of Captain Woolcomb 

might wait on him on that officer's part. He 
had a faint hope that a letter might come ex
plaining that treason—as people will have a 
sick, gnawing, yearning, foolish desire for let
ters—letters which contain nothing, which nev
er did contain any thing—letters which, never
theless, you— You know, in fiict, about those 
letters, and there is no earthly use in asking to 
read Philip's. Have we not all read those love-
letters which, after love-quarrels, come into court 
sometimes ? We have all read them ; and how-
many have written them ? Nine o'clock. Ten 
o'clock. Eleven o'clock. No challenge from the 
captain; no explanation from Agnes. Philip 
declares he slept perfectly well. But poor lit
tle Brownie the dog made a piteous howling all 
night in the stables. She was not a well-bred 
dog. You could not have hung the least hat on 
her nose. 

We compared anon our dear Agnes to a Brah
min lady, meekly offering herself up to sacrifice 
according to the practice used in her highly re
spectable caste. Did we speak in anger or in 
sorrow ?—surely in terms of respectful grief and 
sympathy. And if we ])ity her, ought we not 
likewise to pity her higlily respectable parents ? 
When the notorious Brutus ordered his sons to 
execution, you can't supjjose he was such a brute 
as to be pleased ? All three parties suffered by the 
transaction: the sons, probably, even more than 
their austere father; but it stands to reason that 
the whole trio were very melancholy. At least, 
were I a poet or musical composer depicting that 
business, I certainly should make them so. The 
sons, piping in a very minor key indeed; the fa
ther's manly basso, accompanied by deep wind-
instruments, and interrupted by appropriate sobs. 
Though prettv', fair Agnes is being led to execu
tion, I don't suppose she likes it, or that her pa
rents are happy, who are compelled to order the 
tragedy. 

That the rich young proprietor of Mangrove 
Hall should be fond of her was merely a coinci
dence, Mrs. Twysden afterward always averred. 
Not for mere wealth—ah, no! not for mines of 
gold—would they sacrifice their darling child! 
But when that sad Pirmin affair happened, yoir 
see it also happened that Captain Woolcomb was 
much struck by dear Agnes, whom he met everv-
where. Her scajjc-grace of a cousin would go 
nowhere. lie preferred his bachelor associates, 
and horrible smoking and drinking habits, to the 
amusements and jileasures of more refined socie
ty. He neglected Agnes. There is not tlie 
slightest doubt he neglected and mortified her, 
and his willful and frequent absence showed 
how little he cared for her. Would you blame 
the dear girl for coldness to a man who himself 
showed such indifference to her ? " No, my good 
Mrs. Candor. Had Mr. Firmin been ten times 
as rich as Mr. Woolcomb, I should have coun
seled my child to refuse him. / take the re
sponsibility of the measure entirely on myself— 
I, and her father, and her brother." So Mrs. 
Twysden afterward spoke, in circles whei'C an 
absurd and odious rumor ran, that the Twys-
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dens had forced their daugliter to jilt young Mr. 
Firinin in order to marry a wealthy quadroon. 
People will talk, you know, de me, de te. If 
Woolcomb's dinners liad not gone oil so after 
his marriage, I have little doubt the scandal 
would have died away, and he and his wife 
might have been pretty generally respected and 
visited. 

Nor must you suppose, as we have said, that 
dear Agnes gave up her first love without a pang. 
That bronchitis showed how acutely the poor 
thing felt her position. It broke out very soon 
after Mr. Woolcomb's attentions became a little 
particular; and she actually left London in con
sequence. It is true that he could follow her 
without difficulty, but so, for the matter of that, 
could Philip, as we have soon, when he came 
down and behaved so rudely to Captain Wool-
comb. And before Philip came poor Agnes 
could plead, "My father pressed me sair," as in 
the case of the notorious Mrs. Robin Gray. 

Father and mother both pressed her sair. 
Mrs. Tvvysden, I think I have mentioned, wrote 
an admirable letter, and was aware of her ac
complishment. She used to write reams of gos
sip regularly every week to dear uncle Ringwood 
when he was in the country; and when her 
daughter Blanche married, she is said to have 
written several of her new son's sermons. As a 
Christian mother, was slie not to give her daugh
ter her advice at this momentous period of her 
life? That advice went against poor Philip's 
chances with his cousin, who was kept acquaint
ed with all the circumstances of the controversy 
of which we have just seen the issue. I do not 
mean to say that Mrs. Twysden gave an impar
tial statement of the case. What parties in a 
lawsuit do speak impartially on their own side 
or their adversaries' ? Mrs. Twysden's view, as 
I have learned subsequently, and as imparted to 
her daughter, was this: Tli.at most unprincipled 
man, Dr. Firmin, who had already attempted, 
and unjustly, to deprive the Twysdens of a part 
of their property, had commenced in quite early 
life his career of outrage and wickedness against 
the Ringwood family. He had led dear Lord ' 
Ringwood's son, poor dear Lord Cinqbars, into i 
a career of vice and extravagance which caused 
the premature death of that unfortunate young 
nobleman. Mr. Firmin had then made a mar
riage, in spite of the tears and entreaties of Mrs. 
Twysden, with her late unhappy sister, whose 
whole life had been made wretched by the doc
tor's conduct. But the climax of outrage and 
wickedness was, that when ho—he, a low, pen
niless adventurer—married Colonel Ringwood's 
daughter he was married already, as could be 
sworn by the repentant clergyman who had been 
forced, by threats of punishment which Dr. Fir
min held over him, to perform the rite! "The 
mind"—Mrs. Talbot Twysden's fine mind — 
"shuddered at the thought of such wickedness." 
But most of all (for to think ill of any one whom 
she had once loved gave her pain) there was rea
son to believe that the unhappy Philip Firmin 
was his father's accomplice, and tliat he knew of 

his own illegitimacy, which he was determined to 
set aside by any fraud or artijice—(she trem
bled, she wept to have to say this : 0 Heaven! 
that there should be such perversity in thy creat
ures !) And so little store did Philip set by his 
motjier's honor, that he actually visited the aban
doned woman who acquiesced in her own infamy, 
and had brought such unspeakable disgrace on 
the Ringwood family! The thought of this 
crime had caused Mrs. Twysden and her dear 
husband nights of sleepless anguish—had made 
them years and years older—had stricken their 
hearts with a grief which must endure to the end 
of their days. With people so unscrupulous, so 
grasping, so artful as Dr. Firmin and (must she 
say?) his son, they were bound to be on their 
guard; and though they had avoided Philip, she 
had deemed it right, on the rare occasions when 
she and the young man whom she must now call 
her illegitimate nephew met, to behave as though 
she knew nothing of this most dreadful contro
versy. 

"And now, dearest child" Surely the 
moral is obvious ? The dearest child " must see 
at once that any foolish plans which were formed 
in childish days and unAcx former delusions must 
be cast aside forever as impossible, as unworthy 
of a Twysden—of a Ringwood. Be not con
cerned for the young man himself," wrote Mrs. 
Twysden—"I blush that he should bear that 
dear father's name who was slain in honor on 
Busaco's glorious field. P. F. has associates 
among whom he has ever been much more at 
home than in our refined circle, and habits 
which will cause him to forget you only too easi
ly. And if near you is one whoso ardor shows 
itself in his every word and action, whose wealth 
and ])roperty may raise you to a place worthy of 
my child, need I say, a mother's, a father's 
blessing go with you." This letter was brought 
to Miss 'Twysden, at Brighton, by a special mes
senger ; and the superscription annotmced that 
it was "honored by Captain Grenville Wool-
comb. " 

Now when Miss Agnes has liad a letter to 
this effect (I may at some time tell you how I 
came to be acquainted with its contents) ; when 
she remembers all the abuse her brother lavishes 
against Philip, as, Heaven bless some of them: 
dear relatives can best do ; when she thinks how 
cold ho has of late been—how he loill come 
smelling of cigars—how he won't conform to the 
usages du monde, and has neglected all the de
cencies of society—how she often can't under-

i stand his strange rhapsodies about poetry, paint
ing, and the like, nor how he can live with sucli 
associates as those who seem to delight him— 
and now how he is showing himself actually un
principled and abetting his horrid father; when 
we consider mither pressing sair, and all these 
points in mitlier's fevor, I don't think we can 

1 order Agnes to instant execution for the resolu
tion to which she is coming. She will give him 

I up—she w-ill give him up. Good-by, Philip. 
i Good-by the jiast. Be forgotten, be forgotten. 
I fond words spoken in not unwilling ears! Be 
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still and breathe not, eager lips, that have trem
bled so near to one another! Unlock, hands, 
and part forever, that seemed to be formed for 
life's lon^ journey ! Ah, to ]iart forever is hard; 
but harder and more humiliating still to part 
without regret! 

Tha t pajui and mamma had influenced Miss 
Tffvsden in her behavior my wife and I could 
easily imagine, when Philip, in his wrath and 
grief, came to us and poured out the feelings of 
his heart. J l y wife is a repository of men's se
crets, an untiring consoler and comforter; and 
she knows many a sad story \\hich wc are not at 
liberty to tell, like this one of which this person, 
Mr. Firmin, has given us possession. 

" F a t h e r and mother's orders," shoitts Phil ip, 
" I dare say, Mrs. Pendennis ; but the wish was 
father to the thought of parting, and it was for 
the blackamoor's parks and acres that the girl 
jilted me. Look here. 1 told yoit just now 
that I slept perfectly well on that infernal night 
after I had said farewell to her. Well, 1 didn't. 
I t was a lie. I walked ever so many times the 
whole length of the clift', from Hove to Rotting-
dcan almost, and then went to bed afterward, 
and slept a little out of sheer fatigne. And as 
I was passing by Horizontal Terrace—I hap
pened to ])ass by there two or three times in 
the moonlight, like a great jackass—you know 
those verses of mine which I have hummed here 
sometimes ?" (hummed 1 he used to roar them!) 
" ' When the locks of burnished gold, lady, shall 
to silver t u rn ! ' Kever mind the rest. You 
kno^v the verses about fidelity and old age ? She 
was singing them on that night, to that negro. 
And I heard tlui beggar's voice say, ' B r a v o ! ' 
through the open windows." 

" A h , I'iiiliji! it was cruel," says my wife, 
heartily pitying our friend's anguish and mis
fortune. " I t w.as cruel indeed. I am sure we 
can feel for you. But think what certain mis
ery^ a marriage with such a person wotild have 
been ! ' jhink of your warm licart given away 
forever to that heartless creature." 

" L a u r a , Laui'a, have you not often warned 
me not to speak ill of peoi)le ?" says Laura 's hus
band. 

" I can't help it soinetimes," cries Laura, in a 
transport. " I try and do my best not to speak 
ill of my neighbors; but the woiddliness of those 
people shocks me so that I can't bear to be near 
them. They are so utterly tied and bound l)y 
conventionalities, so perfectly convinced of their 
own excessive high-breeding, that they seem to 
mo more odious and more vulgar than quite low 
people; and I am sure Mr. Philip's friend, the 
Little Sister, is infinitely more ladylike than his 
dreary aunt or cither of his supercilious cousins! 
Upon my wr)rd, when this lady did speak her 
mind, there M'as no mistaking lier njcaning." 

I believe J lr . pirmin took a considerable num
ber of people into his eonfideiice regarding this 
love affair. He is one of those individuals who 
can't keep their secrets ; and when hurt he roars 
so loudly tli;it all his friends can he.ar. I t has 
been remarked that the sorrows of such persons 

do not endure very long ; nor surely was there 
any great need in this instance that Philip's 
heart should wear a lengthened mourning. Ere 
long he smoked his pipes, he played his billiards, 
he shouted his songs; he rode in the Park for 
the pleasure of severely cutting his aunt and 
cousins when their open carriage passed, or of 
riding down Captain Wooleomb or his cousin 
Ringwood, should either of those worthies come 
in his way. 

One day, when the old Lord Ringwood came 
to town for his accustomed spring visit, Phil ip 
condescended to wait upon him, and was an
nounced to his lordship just as Talbot Twysden 
and Ringwood his son were taking leave of their 
noble kinsman. Philip looked at them with a 
flashing eye and a distended nostril, according to 
his swaggering wont. I dare say they on their 
part bore a very mean and hang-dog apjJearance; 
for my lord laughed at their discomfiture, and 
seemed immensely amused as they shmk out of 
the d(jor when Phil ip came hectoring in. 

" So, Sir, there has been a family row. Heard 
all about i t : at least their side. Your father 
did me the favor to marry my niece, having an
other wife already ?" 

" Having no other wife already. Sir—though 
mv dear relations were anxious to show that he 

1 ha'd." 
I " W a n t e d your money; thirty thousand pound 
is not a trifle. Ten tliousand apiece for those 
children. And no more need of any' coitfounde<l 
pinching and scraping, as they have to do at 
Beaunasli Street. Affair off between you and 
Agnes? Absurd affair. So much the better. ' ' 

" Y e s , Sir, so much the better." 
" H a v e ten thousand ajjioce. Would havi' 

twenty thousand if they got yoitrs. Quite iiat-
ttral to want i t . " 

" Quite ." 
"Wooleomb a sort of negro, I understand. 

Fine jiroperty here, besides the West India rub
bish. Violent man—so peo]ile tell me. Luckily 
Agnes seems a cool, easy-going woman, and 
must put up with the rougli as well as the smooth 
in marrying a proi)erty like that. Very lucky 
for you that that woman persists there was no 
marriage with your fiither. Twysden says the 
doctor bribed her. Take it he's not got much 
money to bribe, unless you gave some of yours." 

" I dott't bribe people to bear false witness, 
my lord—and if—" 

" I Jon ' t be in a huff; I didn't say so. Twys
den says so—perhaps thinks so. When people 
are at law they believe any thing of one an
other." 

" I don't know what other people may do. 
Sir. If I had another man's money, I shordd 
not be easy until I had paid him back. Had 
my share of my grandfather's pro]ierty not been 
lawfidly mine—and for a few hours I thought it 
was not—please God, I would have given it up 
to its rightfid owners—at least my father would." 

" Why, hang it all, man, you don't mean to 
say your father has not settled with you?" 

Pliilip blushed a little. He had been rather 
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sarpriseil that there had been no settlement be
tween him and his father. 

" I am only of age a few months, Sir. 1 am 
not under any apprehension. I get my divi
dends regularly enough. One of my grandfa
ther's trustees, General Baynes, is in India. 
He is to return almost immediately, or we 
should have sent a power of attorney out to him. 
There's no hurry about the business." 

Philip's maternal grandfather, and Lord Ring-
wood's brother, the late Colonel Phi l ip Ring-
wood, had died possessed of but trifling property 
of his own; but his wife had brought liim a for
tune of sixty thousand pounds, which was settled 
on their children, and in the names of trustees— 
Mr. Briggs, a lawyer, and Colonel Baynes, an 
East India officer, and friend of Mrs. Philip 
Ringwood's family. Colonel Baynes had been 
in England some eight years befoi'e; and Phil ip 
remembered a kind old gentleman coming to see 
him at school, and leaving tokens of his bounty 
behind. The other trustee, Mr. Briggs, a law
yer of considerable county reputation, was dead 
long since, having left his affairs in an involved 
condition. Dur ing the trustee's absence and the 
son's minority Philip's father received the divi
dends on his son's property, and liberally spent 
them on the boy. Indeed, I believe that for 
some little time at college, and dufing his first 
journeys abroad, Mr. Phil ip spent rather more 
than the income of his maternal inheritance, be
ing freely supplied by his father, who told him 
not to stint himself. He was a sumptuous man. 
Dr. Eirmin—open-handed—subscribing to many 
charities—a lover of solemn good cheer. The 
doctor's dinners and the doctor's equipages were 
models in their way; and I remember the sin
cere respect with which my uncle the major (the 
family guide in such matters) used to sjjcak of 
Dr . Firmin's taste. " N o duchess in London, 
Si r ," he would say, ' ' drove better horses than 
Mrs. F i rmin. Sir George Warrender, Sir, could 
not give a better dinner. Sir, than that to which 
we sat down yesterday." And for the exercise 
of these civic virtues the doctor had the hearty 
respect of the good major. 

" D o n ' t tell me, S i r , "on the other hand, Lord 
Ringwood would say; " I dined with the follow 
once—a swaggering fellow, Sir ; but a servile 
fellow. T h e way he bowed and fJatterod was 
perfectly absurd. Those fellows think we like 
it—and we may. Even at my age, I like flat
tery—any quanti ty of i t ; and not what you call 
delicate, but strong. Sir. I like a man to kneel 
down and kiss my shoe-strings. I have my own 
opinion of him afterward, but that is what I 
like—^what all men l ike; and that is what Fir
min gave in quantities. But you could see that 
his house was monstrously expensive. His din
ner was excellent, and you saw it was good every 
day—not like your dinners, my good Mar ia ; not 
like your wines, Twysden, which, hang it, I can't 
swallow, unless I send 'em in myself. Even at 
my own house, I don't give that kind of wine on 
common occasions which Firmin used to give. 
I drink the best myself, of course, and give it to 

some who know; but I don't give it to common 
fellows, who come to hunting dinners, or to girls 
and boys who are dancing at my balls." 

" Y e s ; Mr. Firmin's dinners were very hand
some—and a pretty end came of the handsome 
dinners!" sighed Mrs. Twysden. 

" T h a t ' s not the question; I am only speak
ing al)Out the fellow's meat and drink, and they 
were both good. And it's my opinion that fol
low will have a good dinner wherever he goes." 

I had the fortune to be present at one of these 
feasts, which Lord Ringwood attended, and at 
which I mot Philip's trustee. General Baynes, 
who had just arrived from India. I remember 
now the smallest details of the little dinner—the 
brightness of tlie old plate, on which the doctor 
prided himself, and the quiet comfort, not to say 
splendor, of the entertainment. The general 
seemed to take a great liking to Philip, whose 
grandfather had been his special friend and com
rade in arms. He thought he saw something 
of Philip Ringwood in Philip Firmin 's face. 

" A h , indeed!" growls Lord Ringwood. 
" Y o u ain't a bit like h im," says the down

right general. " N e v e r saw a handsomer or 
more open-looking fellow than Phil ip Ringwood." 

" O h ! I dare say I looked pretty open myself 
forty years ago," said my lord; " now I 'm shut, 
I suppose. I don't see the least likeness in this 
young man to my brother." 

" T h a t is some sherry as old as the century, ' ' 
whispers the host ; " it is the same the Prince 
Regent liked so at the Mansion House dinner, 
five-and-twenty years ago." 

" Never knew any thing about wine ; was a l 
ways tippling liqueurs and punch. What do you 
give for this sherry, doctor ?" 

The doctor sighed, and looked up to the chan
delier. " D r i n k it while it lasts, my good lord; 
but don't ask me the price. The fact is, I don't 
like to say what I gave for i t ." 

' ' You need not stint yourself in the price of 
sherry, doctor," cries the general, gayly; ' ' you 
have but one son, and he has a fortune of his 
own, as I happen to know. You haven't dipped 
it, master Ph i l i p? " 

" I fear, Sir, I may have exceeded my income 
sometimes, in the last three years ; but my fa
ther has helped m e . " 

" Exceeded nine hundred a year ! Upon my 
word! When I was a sub, my friends gave me 
fifty pounds a year, and I never was a shilling 
in debt! W h a t are men coming to n o w ? " 

" I f doctors drink Prince Regent's sherry at 
ten guineas a dozen, what can you expect of 
their sons. General Baynes ?" grumbles my lord. 

' ' My father gives you his best, my lord," says 
Phil ip, gayly; " if you know of any better, Ise 
will get it for you. St non his utere mecum! 
Please to pass me that decanter. P e n ! " 

I thought the old lord did not seem ill pleased 
at the young man's freedom; and now, as I re
call it, think I can remember that a peculiar 
silence and anxiety seemed to weigh upon our 
host—upon him whose face was commonly so 
anxious and sad. 
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The famous sherry, which had made many voy
ages to Indian climes before it acquired its exqui
site flavor, had traveled some three or four times 
rotmd the doctor's polished table, when Brice, 
his man, entered with a letter on his silver tray. 
Perhajjs Philip's eyes and mine exchanged glances 
in wliich ever so small a scintilla of mischief j 
might sparkle. The doctor often had letters 
when he was entertaining Ids friends; and his 
patients had a knack of falling ill at awkward 
times. ' 

" Gracious Heavens!" cries the doctor, when 
he read the dispatch—it was a telegrapliic mes
sage. " The poor Grand D u k e ! " 

" W h a t Grand Duke?"asks the surly lord of 
Riugwood. 

" M y earliest patron and friend—the Grand 
Duke of Gruningen! Seized this morning at 
eleven at PotzendorffI Has sent for nio. I 
promised to go to him if ever he had need of me. 
I must go! I can save the night-train yet. 
General ! our visit to the city must be deferred 
till my return. Get a portmanteau, Br ice ; and 
call a cab at once. Philip will entertain my 
friends for the evening. My dear lord, you 
won't mind an old doctor leaving you to attend 
an old patient ? I will write from Grilningon. 
I shall be there on Pr;ilay morning. Farewell, 
gentlemen! Brice, another bottle of that sherry! 
I pray, don't let any body st i r! God bless you, 
Philii), my boy!" And with this the doctor 
wont up, took his son by the hand, and laid the 
otlier very kindly on the young man's shoulder. 
Then he made a bow round the table to his 
guests—one of his graceful bows, for which he 
was famous. I can see the sad smile on his 
face now, and the light from the chandelier over 
the dining-table glancing from Ids shining fore
head, and easting deep shadows on to his cheek 
from his heavy brows. 

The departure was a little abrupt, and of 
course cast somewhat of a gloom tipon the com-
])any. 

" My carriage ain't ordered till ten—must go 
on sitting here, I su])pose. Confoimded life 
doctors' must be ! Called uv) any iiour in the 
n ight ! Get their fees! Must £0 !" growled 
the great num of the party. 

"Peo])le are glad enough to have them "when 
they are ill, my lord. I think I have heard tliat 
once, when you were at Pyde " 

Tlie great man started back as if a little shock 
of colli water had fallen on him ; and then looked 
at I'hili]) with not unfriendly glances. ' ' T r e a t 
ed for gout—so he did. ^''ery well, too!" said 
my lord; and whispered, not inaudibly, " C o o l 
hand, that boy!" And tlien his lordship fell to 
talk with General Baynes about his campaign
ing, and his early acquaintance with his own 
brother, Pliilip's grandfather. 

The general did not care to brag about Ins 
own feats of arms, but was loud in praises of his 
old comrade. Philip was jileased to hear his 
grandsive so well spoken of The general had 
known Dr. Pirmin's father also, who likewise 
had been a colonel in the famous old Peninsidar 

army. " A Tar tar that follow was, and no mis
t a k e ! " said the good officer. ' ' Your father has 
a strong look of him ; and you have a glance of 
him at times. But you remind me of Philip 
Riugwood not a l i t t le; and you could not be
long to a better man . " 

" H a ! " says my lord. There had been diflfcr-
ences between him and his brother. He may 
have been thinking of days when they were 
friends. Lord Eingwood now graciously asked 
if General Baynes was staying in London ? Bu t 
the general had only come to do this piece of 
business, which must now be delayed. He was 
too poor to live in London. H e must look out 
for a country place, where he and his six chil
dren could live eheajily. " T h r e e boys at school, 
and one at college, Mr. Philip—you know what 
that must cost ; though, thank my stars, my 
college boy does not spend nine hundred a year. 
Nine hundred! Where should we be if he did ?" 
In fact, the days of nabobs are long over, and 
the general had come back to his native country 
with only very small means for the support of a 
great family. 

When my lord's carriage came he departed, 
and the other guests presently took their leave. 
The general, who was a bachelor for the nonce, 
remained a while, and we three prattled over che
roots in Philip's smoking-room. I t was a night 
like a hundred I have spent there, and yet how 
well I remember i t ! W e talked about Philip 's 
future prospects, and he communicated his in
tentions to us in his lordly way. As for prac
ticing at the b a r : " N o , S i r ! " he said, in reply 
to General Baynes's queries, he should not make 
much hand of t h a t : shouldn't if he were ever so 
poor. He had his own money, and liis father's, 
and he condescended to say that IK might, per
haps, try for Par l iament should an eligible op
portunity offer. " H e r e ' s a fellow born with a 
silver spoon in his mouth , " says the general, as 
we walked away together. " A fortune to begin 
wi th ; a fortune to inherit. My fortune was two 
thousand pounds and the price of my two first 
commissions; and when I die my children will 
not be quite so well off as their father w as when 
he began !" 

Having ])arted with the old officer at his mod
est slee])tng quarters near his club, I walked to 
my own home, little thinking that yonder cigar, 
oif which I had shaken some of the ashes in Phil
ip's smoking-room, was to be the last tobacco I 
ever should smoke there. The pipe was smoked 
out. The wine was drunk. When that door 
closed on me, it closed for the last time—at least 
was never more to admit me as Philip's, as Dr . 
Pirmin's , guest and friend. I pass the place 
often now. My youth comes back to me as I 
gaze at those blank, shining windo\vs. I see 
myself a boy, and Philip a child; and his fair 
mother ; and his father, the hospitable, the mel
ancholy, the magnificent. I wish I could have 
helijcd him. I wish somehow he had borrowed 
money. He never did. Ho gave me his often. 
I have never seen him since that niL;ht wljcn his 
own door closed ujjon him. 
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O n t h e s e c o n d d a y af te r t h e doc to r ' s d e p a r t u r e , I 

a s I w a s a t b r e a k f a s t -with m y f a m i l y , I r e c e i v e d 

t h e f o l l o w i n g l e t t e r : I 

M Y DEAR PENDENNIS,—Could I have seen yon in pri
vate on Tuesday niglit, I miglit have •warned you of the 
calamity which was hanging uver my liouse. liut to wiiat I 
good end ? That you should know a few weeks, hour^, be- | 
fore what all the world will l ing with to-morrow ? Neither I 
you nor I, nor one whom we both love, would hav;i bt?en 
the happier for knowing my misfortunes a few hours soon
er. In four-and-twenty hours every club in London will 
be busy with talk of the departure of the celebrated Dr. 
Firmin—the wealthy Dr. F i rmin; a few montlis more and 
(I have strict and confidential reii>'oa to belicvt) hei-edita-
rj ' rank would have been mine; but Sir G-eorge Firmin 
would have been an insolvent man, and his son Sir rh i l ip 
a beggar. Perhaps the thought of this honor has been une 
of the reasons which has determined me on expatriating 
myself sooner than I othenvise needed to liave done. 

George Firmin, the honored, the wealthy physician, and 
his son n beggar ? I see you are startled at the news! Von 
wonder how, with a great practice, and no great ostensible 
expenses, such ruin should iiave come upon me—upon bim. 
[t has seemed as if for years past Fate has been determ
ined to make war upon George Brand F'irmin; and who 
can battle against Fa te? A man universally admitted to 
be of good judgment, I have embarked in mercantile gpec-
ulationa the most promising. li;very thing upon which I 
laid my hand has crumbled to ru in ; but I can say with 
the Koman bard, ' ' Impavidum fcrient ruinm.'''' And, al
most penniless, almost aged, an exile driven from my coun
try, I seek another where 1 do not despair—/ evan have a 
Jinn belief that I shall be enabled to repair my shattered 
fortunes! My race has never been deficient in courage, 
and Philip and Pkiliji's father must use all tiieirs, so aii 
to bo enabled to face the dark times which menace them. 
Si celeres quatit pennas Fortuna^ we must resign wliat 
she gave us, and bear our calamity with unshaken hearts! 

Tliere is a man, I own to you, whom I can not, I must 
not face. General Baynes has just come from India, witli 
but veiy small savings, I fear; and these are Jeopnrdized 
by his imprudence and my most cruel and unexpected 
misfortune. I need not tell you that vty ail v;on\i\ have 
Leen my boy'.s. My will, made long since, will be tbimd in 
the tortoise-shell secretaire standing in my consulting-
room under the picture of Abraham offering up Isaac. In 
it you will see that every thing, except annuities to old 
and deserving servants and a legacy to one excelleut and 
faithful woman whom I own I Iiave wrunged—my all, which 
once was considerable, is left to rmj hoij. 

I am now worth less tlian nothing, and have compro
mised Philip's property along with my own. As a man of 
business, General Bayne,^, Colonel Ilingwood's old compan
ion in aiTUS, was culpably cureless, and I—alas! that I 
must own it—deceived him. Being the only surviving 
trustee (Mrs. Philip Ringwood's other trustee was an un
principled attorney who hai" been long dead). General B. 
signed a paper authorizing, as he imagined, my bankers. 
to receive Philip's dividends, but, in fact, giving me the 
power to dispose of the capital sum. On my honor, as e, 
man, as a gentleman, as a father, Pendennis, I liopcd to 
replace it I I took i t ; I embarked it in speculations in 
wliieh it sank down with ten times the amount of niy own 
private property. Half-year after half-year, with straiten
ed means and with the g/'catcst di^euUy to nijjSi'lf my 
jioor boy has had his dividend ; and he at least has never 
known what was want or anxiety imtil now. W a n t ? 
Anxiety ? Pray Heaven he never may suffer the sleepless 
anguish, the racking care which has pursued me! *•• Vont 
cquitcm sedet atra, cura^" our favorite poet says. Ah! 
how truly, too, does he remark, '•'• Patrice qi/is exul Me quo-
'jue fi'ijit f" Think yon where I go grief and remor-^e will 
not follow me ? T)iey will never leave me until I shall re
turn to tliis country—for that I shaU return, my heart t-jlls 
me—until I can reimburse General Baynes, who stands in-
ttebted to Philip throitgh his incautiousness and my over
powering necessity; and my heart — an e n i n g but fund 
father's heart—tells me that my boy will not eventually 
lose a penny by my misfortune, 

I own, between ourselves, that this illness of the Grand 
Duke of Gruningen VALS a pretext which I put forwiird. 

You will hear of me ere long from the place whither for 
some time past I liave determined on bending my steps, 
I placed £100 on Saturday, to Philip's credit, at his bank
er's, I take little more than that sum with me; depressed, 
yQt/iiU of ho2)e: having done wrong, yel; didennined to 
retrieve it, and vowing that ere I die my poor boy shall not 
have to blush at bearing the. name of 

GEORGE BE-VNI> F I E M I N . 

Good-by, dear I*hilip! Your old friend will tell you of 
my misfortunes. When I write again, it will be to tell you 
where to address me; and wherever I am, or wiiatever 
misfortunes oppress me, think of me always as your fond 

F A I I I E E , 

I h a d s c a r c e r e a d t h i s a w f u l l e t t e r w h e n P h i l 

i p F i r m i n h i m s e l f c a m e i n t o om* b r e a k f a s t - r o o m , 

l o o k i n g v e r y m u c h d i s t u r b e d . 

POOR cmps. 
L L hands, ahoy ! " 

I t ivas my middle ivatch below. For 

a weary week and more we had been beating 

against the baffling sou'west winds of tlie Cape ; 

but with the morning of this day came a fair 

northerly wind, and we were making the most 

of it. Contrary to the usual custom of compli

ment to these rough latitudes, we had not sent 

down our ligliter spars from aloft; and so with 

the iirst breath of the favorable breeze were fly

ing before it under a cloud of royals and stun'-

sails. E u t as the day grew the wind freshened: 

one by one the royals were furled and stun'sails 

sent in, though our Captain, whose hardihood in 

carrying sail had become proverbial, manfully 

held on every thing to the last, so that when 

our watch left the deck the shi]) was staggeiing 

' under top-gallaut sails, top-sails, and courses. 

Soon after going below we heard the other watch 

setting jibs and stay-sails, by which we inferred 

that the wind was hauling on the quarter. But 

I was drowsy; the creaking of the jib-sheet 

block overhead was soon merged in the chirping 

' of robins round the door-way at h o m e ; in the 

rattling cordage I heard but the stir of autumn 

leaves, and the groanings of the strained masts 

\ were to my retrospective fancy but the swaying 

of nut-laden trees in the merry woods which we 
i boys were wont to rifle. Thus wrapped in dreams 
I of the past I lost all consciousness of the present 

\ until recalled to a ship's life and duty by the 

hoarse cry at the forecastle hatchway, " All 

hands to shorten s.ail, .ahoy!" 

j W e were not long in getting on deck, as a 

sailor's toilet is soon made. He has no dainty 

collar to adjust, no wonderful cravat to t i e ; nor 

is he very ])artieular as to cleansing his teeth or 

running the point of a marline-spike round the 

rims of his finger-nails, when thus hurriedly 

called. A growl, a shake, and he is dressed. 

Confusion enough was visible and andi'ole on 

i deck when we got there. I t was " c l e w u p ! ' 

and " c l e w down!" " l e t go hall iards!" here, 

and " start aw.ay sheets!" there. And well they 

might be starting sheets, for the wind, fair when 

our watch went below at eight bells, had now 

hauled to the wcstw.ard and was blowing a whole 

' gale. The watch on deck had furled the top-
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