
P H I L I P . cso 
Xî Jir bis own oily, wliofc tiic tomyile stcod, 
l l r v.iiscr] to Christ a simple churrh of :^toiic, 
Au'l niii:(l his people faithfully, until 
Lon:;-iiairofl and hoary, as a ora^ that look^; 
Si.'auaril. with matted lichens bleached Iiy time, 
lio >at in ITall l)e]iolding, with dim eyes 
And memory full of t^raves, tlie world's third bloom ; 
Grand-children of the men he knew in youth ; 

And dy)nĵ % pilUnv-propped within bis chair. 
The watchers saw- a ^leani upon his face 
As from an opened heaven. And so they laid 
Within the church of stone, witli many a tear, 
The i)ody of the earliest Christian Kin;^ 
That Enpjland knew; there 'neath the lioor bo sleeps. 
AVith lord and priest aronnd, till throuj^h the air 
The angel of the resurrection tlies. 

T H E A D V E N T U E E S OF P H I L I P . 
BY ^Y. M. T H A C K E R A Y . 

ancestors' age rolled downward to our contempo
raries and children. Did we ever imagine tliat 
a period would arrive wdien our young men 
would ])art their hair down the middle, and 
wear a piece of tape for a neckcloth ? As soon 
sliould we have thought of their dyeing their 
liodies with woad, and arraying themselves like 
ancient Britons. So the ages have their dress 
and undress ; and the gentlemen and ladies of 
Victoria's t ime arc satisfied with their manner 
of ra iment ; as no douht in Boadicea's court 
they looked charming tattooed and jiainted blue. 

The times of which we write, the times of 
Louis Philippe the king, are so altered from the 
jircsent, that when I 'hilip Fii-rain went to Par is 
it was absolutely a cheap place to live i n ; and 
ho has often bragged in subsequent days of hav
ing lived well during a month for five jiounds, 
and bought a neat waistcoat with a iiart of the 
money. * 'A capital bedroom, mi premier^ for a 
franc a day, Sir," he would call all persons to 
remark, ' ' a bedroom as good as yours, my lord, 
at Menrice's. Very good tea or coffee break
fast, twenty francs a month, with lots of bread 
and butter. Tiventy fi-ancs a month for wasb.-
ing, and fifty for dinner and pocket-money— 
that's idiout the figure. The dinner, I own, is 
shy, unless I come and dine with my friends; 
and then I make u]) for banyan days." And so 
saying, Philip woidd call out for more truffled 
partridges, or affably filled his goblet with my 
Lord Riugwood's best Sillery. " A t those shops," 
he would observe, " w h e r e I dine, I have beer: 
I can't stand the wine. And you see, I oan't go 
to the cheap English ordinaries, of whitli there 
are many, because English gentlemen's servants 
are there, you know, and it's not ]ilcasant to sit 
witli a fellow ;vlio waits on you tlie day after." 

" Oh 1 the English servants go to the cheap 
ordinaries, do they?" asks my lord, greatly 
amused, " a n d v'oti drink hiire de Mars at the 
shop where j-ou d ine?" 

" A n d dine very badly, too, I can tell you. 
Always come away hungry. Give me some 
Chamjjagne—the dry, if you jileaso. They mix 
very well together—sweet and dry. Did you 
ever dine at Elicoteau's, tilx. Pecke r?" 

" T dine at one of your horrible t^vo-franc 
houses ?" cries j\Ir. Pecker, with a look of terror. 
" D o you know, my lord, tlierc arc actually 
houses wliere people ditie for two francs ?" 

" 'J 'wo francs! Seventeen .sous!" bawls out 
]Mr. Firuiin. " The soup, the beef, the roti, the 

C H A P T E R X I X . 

QU'ON EST BIEX A VIXC.T AKS. 

A P A I R corres]mndent—and I would pareu-
J\_ thetically hint that all correspondents are 
not fair—[loints out the discre])ancy existing be
tween the text and the illustrations of oiu' story ; 
and justly remarks that the story dated more 
than twenty years back, wliile the costtunes of 
the actors of Our little comedy are of the fashion 
of to-day. 

My dear madam, tb.ese iinachronisms must Tie, 
or you would scarcely be aiile to keep any int(;r-
cst for our characters. "What would be a wo
man without a crinoline petticoat, for example? 
an object ridiculous, hateful, I siijipose hardly 
proper. W h a t would you think of a hero who 
wore a large higli black-satin stock cascading o^-er 
a figured silk waistcoat; and a blue dress-coat, 
witli brass buttons, mayhap? If a person so at
tired came up to ask you to dance, could yoit re
frain from laughing? Time was when young 
men so decorated f)und fivor in the eyes of 
damsels wlio liad never beheld hooped jietti-
coats, exee])t in tlieir grandnu)tliers' portraits. 
Persons wlio fiourished in the first ])art of the 
century never tliouglit to see tlie hoops of our 
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salad, the dessert, and the whitey-brown bread 
at discretion. It 's not a good dinner, certainly 
—in fact, it is a dreadful bad one. But to dine 
so would do some fellows a great deal of good." 

" W h a t do you say, Pecker? Fl icoteau 's ; 
seventeen sous. We'l l make a little party and 
try, and Firmin shall do the honors of his res
taurant ," says my lord with a grin. 

" M e r c y ! " gasps Mr. Pecker . 
' ' I had rather dine here, if you please, my 

lord," says the young man. " T h i s is cheaper, 
and certainly better." 

My lord's doctor, and many of the guests at 
his table, my lord's henchmen, flatterers, and 
led captains, looked aghast at the freedom of the 
young fellow in the shabby coat. I f they dared 
to be familiar with their host, there came a scowl 
over that noble countenance which was awful to 
face. They drank his corked wine in meekness 
of spirit. They laughed at his jokes trembling. 
One after another, they were the objects of his 
sat i re; and each grinned piteously as he took his 
turn of punishment. Some dinners are dear, 
though they cost nothing. A t some great tables 
are not toads served along with the entrees? 
Yes, and many amateurs are exceedingly fond 
of the dish. 

How do Parisians live at a l l? is a question 
which has often set mo wondering. How do men 
in public otfices, with fifteen thousand francs, let 
us say, for a salary—and this, for a French of
ficial, is a high salary—live in handsome ajiart-
men t s ; give genteel enter tainments; clothe 
themselves and their fimiUes with much more 
sumptuous raiment than English people of the 
same station can afford; take their country holi
day, a six weeks' sojourn aux eaux ; and appear 
cheerful and to want for nothing ? Paterfami
lias, with six hundred a year in London, knows 
what a straitened life his is, with rent high, and 
l)eef at a shilling a pound. Well , in Par is rent 
is higher and meat is dearer ; and yet madame 
\s richly dressed when you see he r : monsieur 
has always a little money in his pocket for his 
club or his cafe;; and something is pretty surely 
put away every year for the marriage-portion of 
the young folks. " Sir," Philip used to say, de
scribing this period of his life, on which—and on 
most subjects regarding himself, by-the-way—he 
was wont to be very eloquent, ' ' when my in
come was raised to five thousand francs a year, 
I give you my word I was considered to be rich 
by my French acquaintance. I gave four sous 
to the waiter at our dining-place—in that respect 
I was always ostentatious — and I believe they 
called me Milor. I should have been poor in 
the Rue de la P a i x ; but I was wealthy in the 
Luxembourg quarter. Don't tell me about pov
erty , Sir! Poverty is a bully if you are afraid 
of her, or truckle to her. Poverty is good-na
tured enough if you meet her like a man. You 
saw how my poor old father was afraid of her, 
and thought the world would come to an end if 
Dr. Firmin did not keep his butler, and his foot
man, and his fine house, and fine chariot and 
horses ? H e was a poor man, if you please. H e 

must have suffered agonies in his struggle to 
make both ends meet. Every thing he bought 
must have cost him twice the honest price; and 
when I think of nights that must have been 
passed without sleep—of that proud man having 

I to smirk and cringe before creditors—to coax 
j butchers, by George! and wheedle tailors—I 
pity l i im: I can't bo angry any more. Tha t 
man has suffered enough. As for me, haven't 
you remarked that since I have not a guinea in. 
the world, I swagger, and am a much greater 
swell than before?" And the truth is that a 
p'rince Royal could not have called for his gens 
with a more magnificent air than Mr. Philip 
when he summoned the waiter and paid for his 
2}Ctit verre. 

• Talk of poverty, indeed! Tha t period, Phi l
ip vows, was the happiest of his life. He liked 
to tell in after-days of the choice acquaintance 
of Bohemians which he had formed. Their 
jug, he said, though it contained but small-beer, 

: was always full. Thei r tobacco, though it bore 
: no higher rank than that of caporal, was plen
tiful and fragrant. H e knew some admirable 
medical students; some artists who only want
ed talent and industry to be at the height of 
their profession; and one or two of the mag
nates of his own calling, the newspaper corre
spondents, whoso houses and tables were open to 
him. I t was wonderful what secrets of politics 
he learned and transmitted to his own paper. 
He pursued French statesmen of those days with 
prodigious eloquence and vigor. At the expense 
of that old king he was wonderfully witty and 
sarcastical. He reviewed the affairs of Europe, 

• settled the destinies of Russia, denounced the 
; Spanish marriages, disposed of the Pope, and 

advocated the liberal cause in France, with an 
untiring eloquence. " A b s i n t h e used to be my 
drink. Sir," so he was good enough to tell his 
friends. " I t makes the ink run, and imparts a 
fine eloquence to the style. Mercy upon us, 
how I Avould belabor that poor King of the 
French under the influence of absinthe, in that 
cafe oi>posite the Bourse where I used to make 
my let ter! ' Wlio knows, Sir, perhaps the in
fluence of those letters precipitated the fall of 
the Bourbon dynasty ! Before 1 had an office, 
Gilligan, of the Century^ and I used to do our 
letters at that cafe ; we compared notes, and 
pitched into each other amicably." 

Gilligan of the (Jenturji, and Firmin of the 
Pall Mall (Ja:eite, were, however, very minor 
personages among the London newspaper cor
respondents. Their seniors of the daily press 
had handsome apartments, gave sumptuous din
ners, were closeted with ministers' secretaries, 
and entertained members of the Chamber of 
Deputies. Philip, on ])erfectly easy terms with 
himself and the world, swaggering about the 
embassy balls—Philip, the friend and relative 
of Lord liingwood—was viewed by his profes
sional seniors and superiors with an eve of favor, 
which was not certainly turned on all gentlemen 
following his calling. Certainly poor Gilligan 
was never asked to those dinners which some of 
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the noivsjiaper cnibassadors gave, whereas r h i l i p 
was rceeived not imhospitahly. Gilligan re
ceived Imt a cold shoulder at Mrs. Morning Mes
senger's Thiirsdiiys; and iis for being asked to 
dinner, bcdiid I " T h a t fellow, r i r m i n , has an 
air \\ith him which will carry liiiu throngh any
w h e r e ' " Phil 's brother correspondent owned, 
" l i e seems to patronize an embassador when 
he goes nj) and sjjcaks to h i m ; and he says to a 
secretary, ' My good fellow, tell yonr master that 
Mr. Firniin, of the I'all Mull (Jd^rtle, wants to 
see liim, and will tlnmk him to step orer to the 
Cafe dc la Bmirsc. '" I don't think I'lnlip, for 
his ]iart, would have seen much matter of sur-
];rise in a minister stepping over to s])eak to him. 
To him all folk were alik-e, great and small ; and 
it is recorded of liim tiiat when, on one occasion, 
Lord Kingwood paid him a visit at his lodgings 
in the Faid)oin-g St. Germain, Phil ip affably of
fered his hn'dsliip a cornel of fried potatoes, with 
which, and plcnlifnl tobacco of course, Pliilip 
and one or two of liis friends were regaling them-
sch es wdien Lortl Kingwood chanced to call on 
his kinsman. 

A crust and a carafon of small-beer, a, corre
spondence with a weekly pa])er, and a remunera-
tiijti sudi as that ^ve have mentioned—was Philip 
Pirmin to look for no more tlain this pittance, 
and not to seek for more jiermanent and lucra
tive employment ? Sonre of his friends at home 
were rather vexed at v.diat Phili]) chose to con
sider his good fortmie ; namely, his connection 
with flie news])aper and the small stipend it gave 
him. l i e might ipiarrel witli his emjiloyer any 
d.ay. Indeed no man was more likely to Hing 
his bread and butter out of window than i l r . 
Pliilip. l i e was losing precious time at t l icbar; 
where he, as hundreds of oiiier poor genilemen 
had done l)efore him, might make a career for 
himself. Por "\\'hat are cohmies made'? T\'liy 
do b;mkruptcies occtu' ? "W'liy do iieo])lc break 
the ])ence and tpuirrel with jinlicemcn, but that 
barri.-ters may be emjdoycil as judges, commis
sioners, magistrates? A reporter to a newspa-
]»er remains all his life a ne^vspajter re]:iorter. 
Phil ip, if he would but hel]> himself, had friends 
in the world wlio nnght aid effei-tually to advance 
Itini. So it was we juead.e'I wllli him, in t!ie 
language of moderation, in'L,ing tlie dictates of 
common sense. As if nujderation and comnum 
sense could be got to move that mule of a PIiili]> 
P i r m i n ; as if any jKU'suasion of ours could in
duce liim to do any thing but what he liked to do 
best himself! 

' • T h a t i/oii should be worldly, my poor fel
low" (so Pliilip wrote to his jiresent biographer) 
— " t h a t you should be thinking of m(uiey and 
the main chance, is no matter of surprise to me. 
Yon have sufl'eied under tiiat curse of manhood, 
that desti'oyer of generosity in the mind, that 
parent of seltishuess—a little fortune, 'i'oti have 
your wretched hundreds" (my candid correspond
ent stated the sum correetl}' enou-l i ; and I wish 
it ^vere doulile or treble; but tliat is not here 
the point) "pa i ' l quarterly. TIic miserable pit
tance numbs your whole existence. I t prevents 

freedom of thought and action. I t makes a 
screw of a man w'ho is certainly not without 
generous impulses; as I know, my poor old 
Ilarpagon, for hast thou not oft'ered to open thy 
purse to me? I tell you I am sick of the way 
in which jieople in London, especially good peo
ple, think about money. You live up to your 
income's edge. You are miserably poor. You 
brag and Hatter yourselves that you owe no man 
any th ing ; but your estate has creditors upon it 

I as insatiable as any usurer, and as iiard as any 
baililf. Yon call mo reckless, and prodigal, 
and idle, and all sorts of names, because I live 
in a single room, do as little work as I can, and 

: go about with holes in my boots: and you flat-
i ter yourself yon are prudent, because you have 
a genteel house, a grai-e flunky out of livery, 
and two green-grocers to wait when you give 
your half dozen dreary dinner parties. Wre teh-

; ed m a n ! Yon are a slave: not a man. You 
are a pau])er, with a good house and good clothes. 
Yon are so miserably prudent that all your mon
ey is spent for you, except the few wretched 
shillings wdiich you allow yourself for pocket-
money. You tremble at the expense of a cab. 
I believe you actually look at half-a-crown be
fore you spend it. The landlord is your master. 
The livery-stable kecjier is your master. A train 
of ruthless, useless servants are your jiitiless cred
itors, to whom you have to pay exorbitant divi
dends every day. I, with a hole in my elbow, 
who live ujion a shilling dinner, and walk on 
cracked boot soles, am called extravagant, idle, 
reckless, I don't kmnv wha t ; while you, for
sooth, consider yourself prudent. Jliserahle de
lusion ! You are flinging away lieajjs of money 
on useless flunkies, on useless maid-servants, 
on useless lodgings, on useless finery—and yon 
say, ' P o o r P h i l ! what a sad idler lie is ! how 
he flings himself away! in wdiat a wretched dis-
i'e])utable manner he lives!' Poor Phi l is as 
rich as you arc, for be has enough, and is con
tent. Poor Phi l can alford to be idle, and yoti 
can't. You must work in order to keep that 
greathulkingfootman, that great raw-boned cook, 
that army of babbling nursery-maids, and I don't 
know wliat more. And if you choose to submit 
to the slavery and degradation inseparable from 
your condition ; the wretched ins)>cction of can
dle ends, which you call order; the mean self-
denials, which you must daily practice—1 pity 
you, and don't quarrel with you. But I wish 
you would not be so insulYerably virtuous, and 
ready ^viili your blame and pity for me. If I 
nm hajipy, pray need you bo disquieted ? Sup
pose I prefer independence, and shabby boots? 
Are not these better than to be pinched by your 
abominable varnished conventionalism, and to 
be denied the liberty of free action ? iMy poor 
fellow, I pity j'oit fi'Otn my hea r t ; and it grieves 
me to think how those fine honest children— 
honest, and hearty, and frank, and open as yet 
—are to lose their natural good qualities, and to 
be swathed, and swaddled, and stifled out of 
health and honesty by that obstinate worldling 
their father. Don't tell me about the world, I 
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know it. People sacrifice tlie next world to it, 
and are all the while proud of their prudence. 
Look at mj miserable relations, stcejjcd in re
spectability. Look at my father. There is a 
chance for him, now he is down and in poverty. 
I hare had a letter from him, containing; more 
of that dreadful worldly advice which yon Pliar-
isces give. If it weren't for Laura and the chil
dren. Sir, I heartily wish you were ridned like 
your affectionate P. F. 

" N.B., PS.—Oh, Pen! I am so happy ! She 
is such a little darling! I bathe in her inno
cence. Sir! I strengthen myself in her imrity. 
I kneel before her sweet goodness and uncon
sciousness of guile. I walk from my room, and 
see her every morning before seven o'clock. I 
sec her every afternoon. She lo\cs you and 
Laura. And you love her, don't you? And 
to think that six months ago I was going to 
marry a woman without a lieart! Why, Sir, 
blessings be on the poor old father for spending 
our money, and rescuing me from that horrible 
fate! I might have been like that fellow in the 
'Arabian Nights,' who married Amina—the re
spectable woman, who dined ujion grains of rice, 
but supped upon cold dead body-. Was it not 
worth all the money I ever was heir to, to have 
escaped from that ghoul? Lord Kingwood says 
he thinks I was well out of tliat. He calls peo
ple by Anglo-Saxon names, and uses ve\y ex
pressive monosyllables; and of aunt Twysden, 
of uncle Twysden, of the girls, and their broth
er, he speaks in a way wlucli makes me see he 
has come to just conclusions about them. 

" P S . No. 2.—Ah, Pen! She is such a dar
ling. I think I am the hajipiest man in the 
world." 

And this was what came of being ruined! A 
scape-grace, who, when he had plenty of money 
in his pocket, was ill-tempered, imperious, and 
discontented; now that lie is not wortlr two
pence, declares himself the happiest fellow in tlie 
world! Do you remember, my dear, how he 
used to grumble at our claret, and what wry 
faces he made, when there was only cold meat 
for dinner ? The wretch is absolutely contented 
with bread and cheese and small-beer—even that 
had beer which they have in Paris! Now and 
again, at this time, and as our mutual avocations 
permitted, I saw Philip's friend, the Little Sis
ter. He wrote to her dutifully from time to 
time. Ho told her of his love affair with Miss 
Charlotte; and my wife and I could console 
Caroline, by assuring her that this time the 
young man's heart was given to a worthy mis
tress. I say console, for tha news, after all, 
was sad for her. In the little chamber which 
she always kept ready for him, he would lie 
awake, and think of some one dearer to him 
than a hundred poor Carolines. She would de
vise something that should be agreeable to the 
young lady. At Christmas time there came to 
Miss Baynes a wonderfully worked cambric 
pocket-handkerchief, with "Charlotte" most 
beautifully embroidered in the corner. It was 
this poor widow's mite of love and tenderness 

which she meekly laid down in the jjhice where 
she worshiped. "And I have six for him, too, 
ma'am," Mrs. Brandon told my wife. "Poor 
fellow ! His shirts was in a dreadful way when 
he went away from here, and that you know, 
ma'am." So you see this wayfarer, having fallen 
among undoubted thieves, yet found many kind 
souls to relieve him, and many a good Samaritan 
ready with his two-ijcnce, if need were. 

The reason why Philip was the happiest man 
in the world of course you understand. French 
))eople are very early risers; and, at the little 
hotel where Mr. Philip lived, the whole crew of 
the house were np hours before lazy English 
masters and servants think of stirring. At ever 
so early an hour Phil had a fine bowl of coffee 
and milk and bread for his breakfast; and he 
was striding down to the Invalidcs, and across 
the bridge to tlie Champs Elyse'es, and the fumes 
of his ]jipo preceded him with a ])leasant odor. 
And a short time after passing the Rond Point 
in the Elysian fields, where an active fountain 
was hinging up showers of diamonds to the sky 
—after, I say, leaving the Rond Point on his 
right, and passing under imibrageous groves in 
tlie direction of the present Castle of Flowers, 
Mr. Philip would see a little person. Some
times a young sister or brother came with the 
little person. Sometimes only a blush fluttered 
on her cheek, and a sweet smile beamed in her 
face as she came forward to greet him. For the 
angels were scarce purer than this young maid; 
and Una was no more afraid of the lion than 
Charlotte of her companion with the loud voice 
and the tawny mane. I would not have envied 
that reprobate's lot who should have dared to say 
a doubtful word to this Una: but the truth is, 
slie never thought of danger, or met with any. 
The workmen were going to their labor; the 
dandies were asleep; and considering their ago, 
and the relationship in which they stood to one 
another, I am not surprised at Philip for an
nouncing that this was the happiest time of his 
life. In later days, when two gentlemen of ma
ture age happened to bo in Paris together, what 
must Mr. Philip Firrain do but insist upon walk
ing me sentimentally to the Champs Elysees, and 
looking at an old house there, a rather shabby 
old house in a garden. "That was the place," 
sighs he. "Tliat was Madame do Smolensk's. 
That M-as the window, the third one, with the 
green jalousie. By Jove, Sir, how happy and 
how miserable I have been behind that green 
blind !" And my friend shakes his large fist at 
the somewhat dilapidated mansion, whence Ma
dame de Smolensk and her boarders have long 
since departed. 

I fear that baroness had engaged in her enter
prise with insufficient capital, or conducted it 
with such liberality that her profits were eaten 
np by her boarders. I could tell dreadful stories 
impugning tlie liaroness's moral character. Peo
ple said she had no right to the title of baroness 
at all, or to the noble foreign name of Smolensk. 
People are still alive who knew her under a dif
ferent name. The baroness herself was what 
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V 

TJIE JUOKN'INCf GREETiyG. 

some amfttevirs call a. fine ivoman, especially at [ an hoiii' before dinner-time on a clieck M'liicli iras 
dinner-time, when slie ajipearcd in blaciv satin j qiiifo yellow until five o'clock. I am sure it is 
and with checks that blushed up as far as the i very kind of elderly and ill-compIe.\-ioned people 
eyelids. In her ])eignoir in the morning, she { to snp]>Iy the ravages of time oi' jainidice, and 
was perhajis the reverse of fine. Contours wliich ; i)rescnt to our view a figure blooming and agrce-
wcro round at night, in the forenoon a]ij)eared • able, in place of an object faded and withered, 
lean and angular. Her roses only bloomed half ; Do you quarrel with yotir Ojiposite neighbor for 
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painting liis house front or putting roses in his 
balcony ? You are ratlier thankful for the adorn
ment. Madame de Smolensk's front was so 
decorated of afternoons. Geraniums were set 
pleasantly under those first-floor windows, her 
eyes. Carcel lamps beamed from those win
dows : lamps which she had trimmed with her 
own scissors, and into which that poor widow 
poured tlie oil which she got some how and any 
how. When the dingy breakfast papillotes were 
cast of an afternoon, what beautiful black curls 
appeared round her brow! The dingy ])apiIIotes 
were put away in the drawer: the peignoir re
tired to its hook behind the door: the satin rai
ment came forth, the shining, the ancient, the 
well-kept, the well-wadded: and at the same 
moment the worthy woman took that smile out 
of some cunning box on her scanty toilet-table— 
that smile which she wore all the evening along 
with the rest of her toilet, and took out of her 
mouth when she went to bed and to think—to 
think how both ends were to be made to meet. 

Philip said he respected and admired that wo
man : and worthy of respect she was in her way. 
Slie painted her face and grinned at poverty. 
She laughed and rattled with care gnawing at 
lier side. She had to coax the milkman out of 
his human kindness: to pour oil—his own oil— 
tipon the stormy e'picier's soid : to melt the but-
t e rman : to tap the wine merchant : to mollify 
the butcher: to invent new jfretexts for the land
lord : to reconcile the lady boarders, Mrs. Gen-
ei'al Baynes, let us say, and the Honorable Mrs. 
Boldero, who were always quarreling: to see that 
the dinner, when procured, was cooked properly; 
that Frangoise, to whom she owed ever so many 
months' wages, w âs not too rebellious or intoxi
cated ; that Auguste, also her creditor, had his 
glass clean and his lamps in order. And this 
work done, and the hour of si.K o'clock arriving, 
she had to carve and bo agreeable to her table; 
no t to hear the growls of the discontented (and 
at what table-d'hoto are there not grumblers ?) ; 
to have a word for every body present; a smile 
and a laugh for Mrs. Bunch (with wliom there 
had been very likely a dreadfid row in the morn
ing) ; a remark for the colonel; a polite phrase 
for the general's lady; and even a good word 
and compliment for sulky Auguste, who just be
fore dinner-time had unfolded the napkin of mu
tiny about his wages. 

W a s not this enough work for a woman to do? 
To conduct a great house without sufficient 
money, and make soup, fish, roasts, and half a 
dozen entre'es out of wind as it were ? to conjure 
up wine in piece and by the dozen ? to laugh 
and joke without the least gayety ? to receive 
scorn, abuse, rebuffs, insolence, with gay good-
humor? and then to go to bod wearied at night, 
and have to think about figures and that dread
ful, dreadful sum in ari 'hmetic—given, £B to 
pay £G? Lady Macbeth is supposed to have 
been a resolute woman: and great, tall, loud, 
hectoring females are set to represent the char
acter. I say no. She was a weak woman. She 
began to walk in her sleep, and blab after one 

disagreeable little incident had occurred in her 
house. She broke down, and got all the people 
away from her own table in the most abrupt and 
clumsy manner, because that driveling epileptic 
husband of hers foncied he saw a ghost. I n 
Lady Smolensk's place Sladamo de Macbeth 
would have broken down in a week, and Smo
lensk lasted for years. If twenty gibbering 

1 ghosts had come to the boarding-house dinner, 
madame would have gone on carving her dishes, 

I and smiling, and helping the live guests, the 
Jiaying guests, leaving the dead guests to gibber 
away and help themselves. " J ly poor father 

I had to keep up appearances," Ph i l would say, 
recounting the.se things in a f t e r -days ; " b u t 
how ? You know he always looked as if he was 

' going to be hung." Smolensk was the gayest 
of the gay always. That woman would have 
tripped up to her funeral ])ile and kissed her 
hands to her friends with a smiling " Bon jour !" 

" P r a y , who was Monsieur de Smolensk?" 
asks a simple lady who may be listening to otir 
friend's narrative. 

" A h , my dear l ady! there was a pretty dis
turbance in tlie house wdien that question came 
to be mooted, I promise you," says our friend, 
laughing, as he recounts his adventures. And , 
after all, what does it matter to you and me and 
this story who Smolensk was ? I am sure this 
poor lady had hardships enough in her life cam
paign, and that Ney himself could not have faced 
fortune with a constancy more heroical. 

I Well . AVIien tlie Bayneses first came to her 
! house, I tell you Smolensk and all round her 
smiled, and our friends thought they were landed 
in a real rosy Elysium iu the Champs of that 
name. IMadame had a C(trrick a la Indiennc 
prepared in compliment to her guests. She had 
had many Indians in her establishment. She 
adored Indians. JS^'etait ce la pohigaialc—they 
were most estimable jjcople, the Hindus. Sur-
tout she adored Indian shawls. Tha t of Madatne 
la Ge'neralo ^vas raA-ishing. The eonijiany at 
Madame's was pleasant. The Honorable Mrs. 
Boldero was a dasliing w^oman of fashion and 
respectability, who hud lived in tlie best world— 
it was easy to see that . The young ladies' ducts 
were very striking. The Honorable Mr. Boldero 
was aw.ay shooting in Scotland, at his brother, 
Lord Strongitharm's, and would take Gaberlun-
zio Castle and the duke's on his way south. 
Mrs. Baynes did not know Lady Estridge, the 
embassadress ? When the Estridges returned 
from Cliautilly, the Honorable Mrs. 15. would 
be delighted to introduce her. " Y o u r pretty 
girl's name is Cliarlotte ? So is Lady Estridge's 
—and very nearly as t a l l ; fine girls, the Es
tridges ; fine long necks—large feet—but your 
girl. Lady Baynes, has beautiful feet. Lady 
Baynes, I said? Well, you must be Lady 
Bavnes soon. The general must be a K. C.B. 
after his services. Wha t , you know Lord Trim ? 
He will and must do it for you. If not, my 
brother Strongitharm shall." I have no doubt 
Mrs. Baynes was greatly elated by the attentions 
of Lord Stroui i tharm's sister; and looked him 
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out in the J'eemiji', where his lordshii)'s arms, 
pedigree, and residence of Gaherlunzio Castle 
are duly recorded. The Iloiiorahle Mrs. Bol-
dero's danj^diters, the Misses Minna and Brenda 
Boldero, played some rattl ing sonatas on a piano 
which was a good deal fatigued by their exer
tions, for the young ladies' hands were very pow
erful. A n d maUirae said ' ' T h a n k you," with 
her sweetest smile; and jVnguste handed about 
on a silver tray—I say silver, so that the <'0n-
venances may not be wounded—well, say silver 
that was blushing to find itself copper—handed 
up on a tray a white drink which made the 
Baynes hoys cry out, " I say, mother, what's 
this beastly t h ing?" Oil ivhich madame, with 
the sweetest smile, appealed to the com]Jany, and 
said, " T h e y love orgeat, these dear infants! ' ' 
and resumed her piquet \vith old M. Bidois— 
that odd old gentleman in the long brown coat, 
with the red ribbon, who took so much snuft'and 
blew his nose so often and so loudly. One, two, 
three rattling sonatas Minna and Brenda played; 
Mr. C.'laney, of Trinity College, IJnblin (M. de 
Clanei, madame called him), turning over the 
leaves, and presoitly being persuaded to sing 
some Irish melodies for the ladies. I don't 
think i l i ss Charlotte Baynes listened to the mu
sic much. She was listening to another music, 
which slie and Mr. Firmin were performing to
gether. Oh, how pleasant that music used to 
ho ! There was a sameness in it, I dare say; 
but still it was jileasant to hear tlie air over 
again. The pretty little duet « qiiii/re mains, 
where the hands cross over, and hop up and 
down the keys, and the heads get so close, so 
close. Oh, duets, oh, regrets! Pshaw ! no more 
of this. Go down stairs, old dotard. Take your 
hat and umbrella and go walk In- the sea-shore, 
and whistle a toothless old solo. " T h e s e are 
our (piiet nights," whispers J \ [ . de Clanei to the 
Baynes ladies, when tlie evening draw:; to an 
end. " iMadauic's Thursdays arc, I promise ye, 
much more fully at tended." Cood-night, good-
niglit; A squeeze of a little hand, a hearty 
hand-shake from papa and nianuna, and I'hili]) 
is striding through the dark Jolysian Fields and 
over the Place of Cimcord to his lodgings in the 
Faubourg St. Germain. Or, s tay! Wha t is 
that gloiv-worra beaming In" tlie ivall ojjposite 
Madame de Smolensk's house?-—a glow-worm 
that wafts an aromatic incense and odor ? I do 
believe it is J[r. 'Philip's cigar. A n d he is 
watching, watching at a window by wdiich a 
slim Hgure flits now and again. 'J'hen darkness 
falls on the little windo^v. 'I'lic sweet eyes are 
closed. Oh, blessings, blessings be upon them! 
The stars shine overliead. And homeward stalks 
Mr. Firmin, talking to himself, and lirandishing 
a great stick. 1 wish tliat jioor Madame Smo
lensk could sleep as w-ell as the people in her 
house. But care, with the cold feet, gets under 
the coverlet, and says, " Here I am ; yon know 
that bill is coming due to-morrow." A h , atra 
cural can't you leave the jioor thing a little 
quiet ? Hasn't she had work enough for all 
day ? 

C H A P T E R X X . 

COCIiSE OF TRUE LOVE. 

Wt: beg the gracious reader to remember that 
Mr. I'liiliji's business at Par is was only with a 
weekly London paper as ye t ; and hence that he 
had on his hands a great deal of leisure. He 
could glance over the state of Europe ; give the 
latest news from the salons imparted to him, I 
do believe, for the most part , by some brother 
hireling scribes; be ])resent at all the theatres 
by deputy; and smash Louis Philippe or Mes
sieurs Guizot and Thiers in a few easily turned 
paragrajihs, whicli cost but a very few hours' la
bor to that bold and rapid pen. A wholesome 
though humiliating tliought it must be to great 
and learned public writers, that their eloquent ser
mons are but for the day ; and that, having read 
wliat the philoso])hers say on Tuesday or Wednes
day, we think about their yesterday's sermons 
or essays no more. A score of years hence, men 
will read the papers of IStJi for the occurrences 
narrated—births, marriages, bankruptcies, elec
tions, murders, deaths, and so forth ; and not 
for the leading articles. " T h o u g h there were 
some of my letters," Mr. Phi l ip would say, in 
after-times, " t h a t I fondly f;incied the world 
would not willingly let die. I wanted to have 
them or see them reprinted in a volume, but I 
could find no publisher willing to undertake the 
risk. A tbnd being, wdio fancies there is genius 
in every thing I say or write, would have had 
me reprint my letters to the Pdll Mall Gazette; 
but I was too timid, or she, perhajis, was too 
confident. The letters never were republished. 
Let them pass." They liare passed. And he 
sighs, in mentioning this circumstance ; and 1 
think tries to persuade himself, rather than oth
ers, that he is an unrecognized genius. 
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" A n d then, you know," lie pleads, " I was 
in love, Sir, and spending all my days at Om-
phale's knees. I didn't do justice to my powers. 
If I had had a daily ])aper, I still think I might 
have made a good puhlic wri ter ; and that I had 
the stuti'in me—the stuff in me, S i r !" 

The truth is that, if he had had a daily paper, 
and ten times as much work as fell to his lot, 
Mr. Phil ip would have found means of pursuing 
his inclination, as ho ever through life has done. 
The being, whom a young man wishes to see, he 
sees. AVhat business is superior to that of see
ing her ? 'Tis a little Ilellespontine matter 
keeps Lcander from his Hero ? H e would die 
rather than not see her. Had he swum out of 
that difficulty on that stormy night, and carried 
on a few months later, it might have been, " B e 
loved ! my cold and rheumatism arc so severe 
that the doctor says I must not lldnk of cold 
bathing at n igh t ; " or, " D e a r e s t ! we have a 
party at tea, and you mustn' t expect your ever 
fond Lambda to-night," and so forth, and so 
forth. Bu t in the heat of his jjassion water 
could not stay him ; tempests could not frighten 
h i m ; and in one of them he went down, while ! 
poor Hero's lamp was twinkling and spending 
its best flame in vain. So Philii) came from 
Sestos to Abydos daily—across one of the bridges, 
and paying a half-penny toll very likely—and, 
late or early, poor little Charlotte's virgin lamps 
were liglited in her eyes, and watching for him. 

Phili)) made many sacrifices, mind you : sac-,' 
rifices which all men are not in the habit of 
making. When Lord Eingwood was in Paris , 
twice, tlirice lie refused to dine with his lord
ship, until that nobleman smelled a rat, as the 
saying is—and said, " AYcll, youngster, I sup
pose you are going where tbcrc is metal more '; 
attractive. When you come to twelve lustres, 
my boy, you'll find vanity and vexation in that 
sort of thing, and a good dinner better, and 
cheaper, too, than the best of them." And 
when some of Philip's rich college friends met 
him in liis exile, and asked him to the Eocher 
or the Trois Freres, he would break away from 
those banquets ; and as for meeting at those ; 
feasts doubtful companions, whom J'oung men 
will sometimes inA-ite to their entertainments, 
Phil ip turned from such with scorn and anger. 
His virtue was loud, and he proclaimed it loud
ly. H e expected little Charlotte to give hira 
credit for it, and told her of his self-denial. 
And she believed any thing he said; and de
lighted in every thing he wrote ; and copied out 
his articles for the Pall Mall Gazette; and 
treasured his poems in her desk of desks: and 
there never was in all Sestos, in all Abyilos, in 
all Europe, in all Asia Minor or Asia ^I.ajor, 
such a noble creature as Lcander, Hero thought ; 
never, never! I hope, young ladies, you may 
all have a Leander on his way to the tower 
where the light of your love is burning stead
fastly. I hope, young gentlemen, j-ou have 
each of you a beacon in sight, and may meet 
with no mishap in swimming to it. 

From my previous remarks regarding !Mrs. 

Baynes, the reader has been made aware that 
the general's wife was no more faultless than 
the rest of her fellow-creatures; and having al
ready candidly informed the public that the 
writer and his family were no favorites of this 
lady, I have now the pleasing duty of recording 
my own opinions regarding Iter. Mrs. General 
B. was an early riser. She was a frugal wo
man ; fond of her young, or, let us say, anx
ious to provide for their maintenance; and here, 
with niy^best compliments, I think the catalogue 
of her good qualities is ended. She had a bad, 
violent temper ; a disagreeable person, attired 
in very bad tas te ; a shrieking l o i e e ; and two 
manners, the respectful and the patronizing, 
which were both alike odious. When she or
dered Paynes to marry her, Gracious Powers, 
why did he not run away? AVho dared first to 
say lliat marriages are made in heaven ? W e 
know that there are not only blunders, but 
roguery in the marriage office. Do not mis
takes occur every day, and are not the wrong 
people coupled? Had Heaven any thing to do 
with the bargain by which young Miss Blush-
rose was sold to old Mr. Hoarfrost ? Did Heav
en order young Miss Tripper to throw over poor 
T o m Spooncr, and marry tlie wealthy Mr. Bung? 
You may as well say that horses are sold in heav
en, whieli, as you know, are groomed, are doc
tored, arc chanted on to tlie market, and war
ranted by dextrous horse-vendors, as possess
ing every quality of blood, pace, temper, age. 
Against these Mr. Grecn'Dorn has his remedy 
sometimes; but against a mother who sells yon 
a warranted daughter, what remedy is tliere? 
You hai'e been jockeyed by false re]iresentations 
into Ijidding for the Cecilia, and the animal is 
yours for life. She shies, kicks, stumble^, has 
an infernal tem])er, is a crib-biter—and she was 
warranted to you by her mother as the most 
perfect, good-temjiered creature, Avhom the most 
timid might manage! You have bought her. 
She is yours. Heaven bless you! Take her 
homo, and be miserable for the rest of your 
days. You lun'o no redress. You have done 
the deed. Marriages were made in heaven, you 
know ; and in yours yott were as much sold as 
Moses Primrose w-as when he bought the gross 
of green spectacles. 

I don't tliink poor General Baynes ever had a 
proper sense of his situation, or knew how mis
erable he ought by rights to have been. He -
was not unchecrful at t imes: a silent man, lik
ing his rubber and his glass of wine ; a very 
weak person in the coimnon affiiirs of life, as his 
best friends must own; but, as I have heard, a 
very tiger in action. " I know your opinion of 
the general," Phil ip used to say to me, in his 
grandiloquent way : ' ' you despise men who don'l; 
bully their wives; you do, Sir! You think the 
general weak, I know, I know. Other brave 
men were so about women, as I dare say you 
have heard. This man, so weak at home, was 
mighty on tlie war path ; and in his wigwam are 
the scalps of countless warriors." 

" In his wig vheit?" say I. The truth is, on 
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his inc(>k hc:id the general wore a little curling 
clicsrnut top-knot, which looked very queer and 
out of place o\ar that wrinkled and war-worn 
fare. 

" If you choose to lan,^h at your joke, ])ray 
do," says Pliil, majcBtieally. " I make a noble 
imago of a warrior. You prefer a barber's pole. 
lion.' Pass me the wine. The veteran whom 
I hope to salute as fatlicr ere long—the soldier 
of twenty battles ; who saw my own bra\-e grand-
fatlier die at his side—die at Busaco, by George! 
yoa laugh at :m account of his v.'ig. I t 's a cap
ital joke." And here r h i l scowled and slapped 
the table, and jcissed his hands across his eyes, 
as though the death of his graitdfather, which 
occurred long before Philip was born, caused 
him a "S'cry serious ]>ang of grief. Philip's news-
pajicr bitsiness brouglit hint to London on occa
sions. I think it was on one of these visits that 
we had our talk ultout (iaiei 'al Hayues. And 
it was at the same time Pliilip described the 
boarding-house to ns, and its innurtes, and the 
landlady, and the doings there. 

For tl'.at struggling lairdlady, as for all women 
in distress, our fi'iend had a great sym))athy and 
l iking; and she returned Philip's kindness by 
being very good to Mademoiselle Charlotte, and 
very forbearing witli the general's wife and his 
other children. The a]>petites of those little 
ones was frightful, the temper of Madame la 
Gc'Uei-alo was almost intolerable, but Charlotte 
was an angel, and the general was a nmtton—a 
true mutton. Her own father liad lieen so. The 
b.ave are often muttons at home. I suspect that, 
tliough raadame eonld have made but little profit 
by the general's family, his monthly payments 
were very welcome to her meagre little exchequer. 
" A l l ! if all niv locataries were like l i ini!" sigh
ed the ])oor lady. " Tliat Madame Boldero, 
•whom the generaless treats always as honor
able, I wisli I was as sure of he r ! And others 
again 1" 

I never kept a boarding-house, but I am sure 
there must be many painful duties at lendant on 
that profession. Wliat can you do if a lady or 
genllciiian doesn't pay his bill ? Turn him or 
her out ? I'erlia]js the very thing that lady or 
gentleman would desire. They go. Those 
trunks ^^"hich yon have insanely detained, and 
about which you have made a light and a scan
dal, do not contain a hundred francs' worth of 
goods, and }'our creditors ne\'er eome back again. 
You do not like to have a roiy in a boarding-
house any more than yon "would like to have a. 
party with scarlet-fever in your best bedroom. 
The scarlet-fever party stays, and the other board
ers go aivay. "What, j-ou ask, do I mean by 
this mystery? I am sorry to have to giye up 
names, and titled names. I am sorry to say the 
Honorable Mrs. Boldero did not pay her bills. 
She was waiting for remittances, which the Hon
orable Boldero was dreadfully remiss in sending. 
A dreadful man! He was slill at his lordshiji's 
at Gab(n'lun/,ie Castio, shooting the wild deer 
and luinting the roe. And though the Honor
able J\Trs. l i . ' s heart was in the Highlands, of 

V O L . X X U I . — N O . U1T.--Y Y ' 

course, how could .she join her Higbkand chief 
without the money to ]iay madame? The High
lands, indeed! One dull day it came out that 
the Honorable Boldero was amusing himself in 
the Highlands of Hesse l lomburg ; and engaged 
in the dangerous sport wdiicli is to be had in the 
green plains about Loch Badenbadcnoch! 

" Did you ever hear of such depravity ? The 
woman is a desperate and unprincipled adven
turess 1 I wonder madame dares to ])ut me and 
my children and my general down at table ^yltll 
snch people as those, Ph i l i p ! " cries Madame la 
Gene'rale. " I mean those ojiposite—that wo
man and her two daughters who haven't paid 
madame a shilling for three months—wlio owes 
mo five hundred francs, wdiicli she borrowed 
until next Tuesday, expecting a remittance—a 
jiretty remittance indeed—from Lord Strongi-
tliarin. Lord Strongitliarm, I dare say! And 
she pretends to be most intimate at the embassy; 
and that she would introduce us there, and at 
the Tuiler ies: and she told me Lady Garterton 
had the small-pox in the house; and when I said 
all ours had been vaccinated, and I didn't mind, 

: she fobbed me oft' with some other excuse; and 
it's my belief the woman's a hninhtuj. Overhear 
m e ! 1 don't care if she does overhear me. No. 
You may look as much as yon like, my Ilnnor-
ahle, Mrs. Boldero; and I don't care if yon do 
overhear me. Ogoost! Pomdytare pour le gene'-
r a l ! How tough madaine's hoof is, and it's 
hoof, boof, boof every day, till I 'm sick of boof. 
Ogoost! why don't you attend to my children?" 
And so forth. 

By this report of the Avorthy woman's conver
sation, you will see that the friendship ivhich 
had sprung up between the tw^o ladies had come 
to an end, in consequence of painfal pecuniary 
disputes between them ; that to keep a board
ing-house can' t be a very pleasant occupation; 
and that even to dine in a boarding-honso must 
be only bad fun \vhen the company is frightened 
and dnll, and when there are two old women at 
table ready to lling the dishes at each other's 
fronts. A t the period of which I now write, I 
]iromise you there was very little of the piano-
duet business going on after dinner. In the first 
place, every body knew the girls' pieces; and 
Avhen they began, J l r s . General Baynes would 
lift up a A'oico louder than the jingling old in
strument, thum])ed Minna and Brenda ever so 
loudly. '• Ptrfect strangers to me, Mr. Clancy, 
I assure you. Had I known her, yoit don't sup-
]iose I would have lent her the nroney. Honor
able ]\Irs. Boldero, indeed! Five weeks she lias 
owed me five hundred frongs. Bong swor. Mon
sieur Bidois! Sang song frong jias payj' cncor. 
Prommy, pas payy." Fancy, I say, wdiat a dreary 
life that must have been at the select boarding-
house, •where those two parties were doing battle 
daily after dinner. Fancy, at the select soire'es, 
the general's lady seizing upon one guest after 
another, and calling out her wrongs, and point
ing to the wrong-doer; and poor Madame Smo
lensk, smirking, and smiling, and flying from 
one end of the salon to the other, and thanking 
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M. Pivoine for his clmrniiiig romance, and Jf. 
Brumiu for liis admirable iierformanL'C on tlic 
violoncello, and even asking those poor Jliss Bol-
deros to perform their duet—for her lioart melt
ed toward them. Not ignorant of evil, she had 
learned to succor the miserable. She knew what 
poverty was, and had to coax scowling duns, and 
wheedle vulgar creditors. " T e n c z , Monsieur 
Pliilipfjc," she said, " t h e gene'ral is too cruel. 
There are others here who might complain, and 
are silent." Phi l ip felt all th i s ; the conduct of 
his future mother-in-law filled him with dismay 
and horror. And some time after these remark
able circumstances, he fold me, blushing as he 
spoke, a humiliating secret. ' " D o you know, 
Sir," says he , " t h a t that autumn I made a pret
ty good thing of it with one thing or another. 
I did my work for the Pall Mall Ca-cttc; and 
Smith, of the Daihj Tntellujcnce, wanting n 
month's holiday, gave me his letter and ten 
francs a day. And at that very time I met Ecd-
man, who had owed mo twenty ]iound3 cvei' 
since we were a t college, and who was just com
ing back flush from Hombourg, and paid me. 
Well, now. Swear you won't tell. Swear on 
your faith as a Christian m a n ! Wi th tliis 
money I went. Sir, privily to Mrs. Eoldero. I 
said if she would pay the dragon—I mean Mrs. 
Baynes—I would lend her tlie money. And I 
did lend her the money, and the Boldero never 
paid back Mrs. Baynes. Don't mention it. 
Promise me you won't tell Mrs. Baynes. I 
never expected to get Redman's money, you 
know, and am no Avorse off than before. One 
day of the Grandes Eaux we w'ent to Versailles, 
1 think, and the Honorable Mrs. Boldero gave 
ns the slip. She left the poor girls behind Iter 
in pledge, who, to do them justice, cried and 
were in a dreadful way; and when Mrs. Baynes, 
on our return, began shrieking about her ' sang 
song frong,' Madame Smolensk fairly lost patience 
for once, and said, ' Mais, madame, vous nous 
fatiguez avec vos cinq cent francs,' on whicli the 
other muttered something about ' Arsolong, ' but 
was briskly taken up by her husband, who said, 
' By George, Eliza, madame is quite right. And 
I wish the five hundred francs were in the sea.' " 

Thus , you understand, if Mrs. General Baynes 
thought some people were " s tuck-up people," 
some people can—and hereby do by these pres
ents—pay off Mrs. Baynes, by furnishing the 
public with a candid opinion of that lady's mor
als, manners, and character. How could sucli 
a slirewd woman be dazzled so repeatedly by 
ranks and tit les? There used to dine at Ma
dame Smolensk's boarding-house a certain Ger
man baron, with a large finger ring, upon a 
dingy finger, toward whom the lady was pleased 
to cast the eye of favor, and wdio chose to fall 
in love with her pretty daughter. Young Mr. 
Clancy, the Irish poet, was also smitten witli the 
charms of the fair young lady, and tl)is intrejiid 
mother encouraged both suitors, to the unspeak
able agonies of Philip Firmin, who felt often 
that while ho was away at his work these in
mates of Madame Smolensk's house were near 

his cliarmer—at her side at lunch, ever handing 
lier tiie cup at breakfast, on tlie watcli for her 
when slie walked forth in the garden; and I 
take the Jiangs of jealousy to have formed a part 
of those nnsjjeakable sufteriugs which X^hilip said 
he endured in the Iiouse whitlier he came court
ing. 

Litt le Charlotte, in one or two of her lettci-s 
to her friends in Queen Square, London, meek
ly complained of Philip 's tendency to jcalousv. 
" D o e s he think, after knowing him, I can tliink 
of tlicse horrid men ?" she asked. " I don't un
derstand what Mr. Clancy is talking about, when 
he comes to me with his ' pomes and potry; ' 
and who can read poetry like Philij> himself? 
Then the German baron — who does not call 
even himself baron—it is mamma who will in
sist upon calling him so—has such very di)ty 
things, and smells so of cigars, that I don't lilie 
to come near him. Phi l ip smokes too, but his 
cigars are q\iite jjlcasant. Ah, dear friend, how 
could he ever think such men as these were to 
be put in comparison with h im! And he scolds 
SO; and scowds at the poor men in the evening 
wdien he comes! and his temper is so high! Do 
say a word to him—quite cautiously and gently, 
you know—in behalf of your fondly attached 
and most happy—only he will make me unhap-
Jjy sometimes; but you'll prevent him, won't 
you?—Cliarlotte B . " 

I could fancy Phil ip hectoring through the 
part of Othello, and his poor young Desdemona 
not a little friglitened at his black humors. Such 
sentiments as Mr. Phil ip felt strongly he ex
pressed with an uproar. Charlotte's correspond
ent, as usual, made light of these little domestic 
confidences and grievances. " W o m e n don't 
dislike a jealous scolding," she .said. " I t may 
be ra.ther tiresome, but it is always a compli
ment. Some husbands think so well of thcm-
.selvcs that they can't condescend to bo jealous." 
Yes, I say, women prefer to have tyrants oier 
them. A scolding you tliink is a mark of atten
tion. Hadn ' t you better adopt the Russian sys
tem at once, and go out and buy me a whij), and 
present it to me with a courtesy and your com
pliments, and a meek prayer that I should use 
it. ' ' Present you a whip! present yon a goose!" 
says the lady, who encourages scolding in other 
husbands, it seems, but won't suffer a word from 
her own. 

Both disputants had set their scntim.cntal 
liearts on tlie marriage of this young man and 
this young woman. Litt le Cliarlotte's heart was 
so bent on the match, that it woidd break, we 
foncied, if she were disappointed ; and in her 
mother's behavior we felt, from the knowledge 
we had of the woman's disposition, there was a 
serious cause for alarm. Should a better offci 
present itself, Mrs. Baynes, we feared, woulo 
fling over poor Ph i l ip : or, it was in reason and 
nature, that he would come to a quarrel with her. 
and in the course of the pitched battle which 
must ensue between them, he would fire off ex
pressions mortally injurious. Are there not many 
people, in every one's acquaintance, who, as soon 
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iis rhc\" ]iavL' i!i:u!o a bargain, re[ii^ut of it? Pliil-
ip, as •' ]iveserver" of General Baylies, in the first, 
fervor of family gratitude for that act of self-
sacrifiee on the young man's part, was very well. 
]5iit gratitude wears out; or sni>i)0S0 a woman 
sa\'s, '• It is niv duty to my eliiid to recall itiy 
wortl, and not allow her to tliiig herself away on 
a beggar." Snpposc that you and I, strongly 
inelined to do a mean action, get a good, avail
able, and moral motive for i t? I trembled for 
poor I'hilip's course of tnie love, and little Char
lotte's chances, when tliesc surmises crossed my 
mind. There was a hope still in the honor and 
gratitude of General Bayiics. }[c would not de
sert bis yonng friend and benefactor. Now G,'n-
oral Baynes was a i)rave man of w-ar, artid so was 
Jolui of JIarlborougli a brave man of war; but 
it is certain that lioth were afraid of their wives. 

W e liave said l>y wdiose invitation and encour-
ngennnit General Bayuies was induced to bring 
his family to the boarding-house at Pa r i s ; the 
instigation, nanudy, of iiis friend and companion 
in arms, the gallant Coh)nel Bunch. When the 
Baylies family arrived the Biinches wore oil the 
step; of madame's house, waving a welcome to 
tlie new-comers. It was, " U(U'e we are, Bmudi, 
my l)oy. Glad to see you, Bayues. Right well 
you're loolcing, and so 's Mrs. I!." And the gen
eral rejilies, ' ' A n d so are yon. Bunch; and so 
do //';•/, J l r s . B. How do, boys? Hoy dyou 
do, .Miss Charlotte? Come to show the Paris 
fellows w!i;it a pretty- girl is, liey? liloomiug 
like a rose, Baylies I'' " I ' m telling the general," 
cries the colonel to the general's lady, " t h e girl's 
the very image of her mother." In this case jHior 
(yliarlotte must have looked like a yellow rose, 
for J l r s . ISiyncs w.is of a bilious tem|)eramcnt 
and crnnplexion, whereas !Miss Charlotte "Was as 
fresh pink and ivliito as—wdiat shall we say?— 
as the very freshest strawlierries mingled with 
the very nicest cream. 

Tire two old stddic".s were of very great com
fort to one another. They toddled down to 
Galignani's together daily, and read the jiajiers 
there. They went and looked at the reviews in 
the Carrousel, and once or twice to the Chain]) 
de ^lars—reeogni/.ing here and there the num
bers of the regiments against which they had 
been engaged in the famous ancient wars. Tliey 
did not brag in the least about their achieve
ments ; they winked and understood each other. 
They got their old uniforms out of their old box
es, and took a voiture de remise, by Jove ! and 
went to he presented to Louis Pjiilippe. Tlicy 
hought a catalogue, and went to the Louvre, and 
"vvagged their honest old heads before the ]iic-
tiires ; and, I dare say, winked and nudged each 
other's brave old sides at some of tlie nym]jhs in 
the statue gallery. They went out to Versailles 
wi 'h their families; loyally stood treat to the 
ladies at the restaurateurs (Bunch had taken 
down a memorandum in his jioeket-book from 
Benyon, who had been the Duke's aid-dc-camp in 
the last campaign, to " go to BcauviUier's," only 
Beauvillier's had been shut up f.ir twenty years). 
Thev took their famiiies and Charlotte to thcTlit '-

atrc Praiicais, to a tragedv; and tlicv had books ; 
and they said it was the most confounded nonsense 
they ever saw in their lives; and I am bound to 
say that Bunch, in the back of the box, snored so 
that, though in retirement, ho created quite a 
sensation, " C o r n e a l , " ho owns, was too much 
for him : give him JSliakspeare: give him John 
Kemble ; give him Mrs. Siddons: give him Mrs. 
Jordan . But as for this sort of thing? I think 
our play days are over, Baynes, hey ? and I 
also believe that IMiss Cliarlotte Baynes, wlipse 
knowledge of the language was imperfect as yet, 
was very much bewildered during the tragedy, 
and could give hut an imperfect account of it. 
But then I 'hilip Eirmin was in the orchestra 
stalls; and had he not sent three bomjuets for 
the three ladies, regretting that he could not 
come to see somebody in the Champs Elyse'es, 
because it was his jiost-day, and he must write 
his letter for the J'all ^ [all Ca::etle? There he 
was. her Cid ; her peerless champion : and to 
give up father and mother for him? our little 
Chitnijne thought su(di a sacrifice not too diffi
cult. After that dismal attempt at the theatre 
the experiment was not repeated. The old gen
tlemen ]<referred their wdiist to those ]>oni]ious 
Alexandrines sung through the nose, wdiich Col
onel Bnnch, a facetious little colonel, used to 
imitate, and, I am given to understand, very 
badly. 

The good gentleman's ordinary amusement 
was a game at carils after dinner; and they com
pared madame's to an I'^ast Indian ship, quarrels 
and all. Selina went on just in that way on 
board the Ihirrumjiootcr. Always rows about 
precedence, and the services, and the deuce 
knows what.' Women always will. Selina 
Bunch went on in that way ; and Eliza Baymes 
also went on in that way; hnt I should think, 
from the most trust-worthy information, that 
Eliza was worse than Selina. 

" A b o u t any persi.>n with a title, that woman 
will make a fool of herself to the end of the 
chapter," remarked Selina of her friend. " You 
remember how she used to go on at Barraekporc 
about that little shriiuff Stoney Battersby, be
cause he was an Irish viscount's son ? See how 
she ilings herself at the lioad of this J l rs . Bol-
dero—with her airs, and her paint, and her black 
front. I can't bear the woman! I know she 
has not jjaid raadame. I know she is no better 
than she should be ; and to sec Eli/.a Baynes 
coaxing )HU', and sidling up to her, and flatter
ing her : it's too bad, that it i s ! A woman who 
owes ever so much to madamo! a woman wdio 
doesn't jtnv her washer-woman !" 

" J u s t like the Bui-riimpooter over again, my 
dear!" cries Colonel Bunch. " You and Eliza 
Baynes were always quarrel ing; that's the fact. 
W h y did you ask her to come here ? I knew 
you would begin again, as soon as you met." 
And the truth was that these ladies were always 
fighting and making up again. " So you and 
Mrs. Bunch were old acquaintances?" asked Mrs. 
Boldero of her new friend. " M y dear J l r s . 
Baynes, I should hardly have thought it, your 
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miinners ^re so dift'eront! Your fiiend, if I may 
be so free as to speak, has tlie cam]) maimer. 
You have not the camp manner at all. I should 
have thought you—excuse me the phrase, but 
I 'm so open, and always speak my mind out— 
you haven't the camp manner at all. You seem 
as if you were one of us. Minna! doesn't Mrs. 
Baynes put you in mind of Lady Hni— ?" (The 
name is inaudible, in consequence of Mrs. Bol-
dero's exceeding shyness in mentioning names ; 
but the girls see the likeness to dear Lady H m — ' 
at once.) " And when you bring your dear girl 
to London you'll know the lady I mean, and 
judge for yourself. I assure you I am not dis
paraging you, my dear Mrs. Baynes, in compar
ing you to he r ! " And so tlie conversation goes ' 
on. If Mrs. Major MacAVhirter at Tours chose 
to betray secrets, she could give extracts fi-om 
her sister's letters to show how ])rofound was the 
impression created in Mrs. General Baynes's 
mind by the professions and conversation of the 
Scotch lady. Didn' t the general shoot and love ' 
deer-stalking ? The dear general must come to , 
Gaberlunzie Castle, where she would promise 
him a Highland welcome. Her brother Strong-
itharm was the most amiable of m e n ; adored 
her and her girls: there was talk even of mar- | 
rying Minna to the captain, but she for her 
part could not endure the marriage of first-cous
ins. There was a tradition against such mar
riages in their family. Of three Boldcros and 
Strongitharms who married tlieir iirst-cousins, 
one was drowned in Gaberlunzie lake three 
weeks after the marr iage; one lost his Avife by 
a galloping consumption, and died a monk at 
Home; and the third married a fortnight before 
the battle of CuUoden, where he was slain at the 
head of the Strongitharms. !Mrs. Baynes had ' 
no idea of the splendor of Gaberlunzie Gastle; 
seventy bedrooms and thirteen company ]-ooms 
besides the picture-gallery! In Edinburgh the 
Strongitharm had the right to wear his bonnet in 
the presence of his sovereign. " A bonnet! how-
very odd, my dear ! Bu t with ostrich plumes I 
dare say it may look well, csijccially as tlie High- \ 
landers wear frocks too !" " Lord Strongitharm i 
had no house in London, having almost ruined 
himself in building his princely castle in the 
nortli. Mrs. Baynes must come tliere and meet 
their noble relatives and all the Scottish nobili
ty. Nor do / care about these vanities, my 
dear, but to bring my sweet Charlotte into the 
world : is it not a mother's duty ?" Not only | 
to her sister, but likewise to Charlotte's friends \ 
of Queen Square, did Mrs. Baynes impart these | 
delightful news. But this is in the lirst ardor of ' 
the friendship which arises between J l r s . Baynes 
and Mrs. Boldero, and before those mipleasant 
money disputes of wliich we have spoken. 

Afterward, when the two ladies have quarreled 
regarding the memorable " s a n g song frong," I 
think Mrs. Bunch came round to Mrs. Boldero's 
side. " Eliza Baynes is too hard on her. I t is 
too cruel to insult her before those two unha])])y 
daughters. The woman is an odious woman, 
and a vulgar woman, and a schemer, and I al

ways said so. But to box her ears before hei 
daughters—her lionorable IViend of last week!--
it's a shame of Eliza!"' 

" M y dear, you'd better tell her s o ! " savs 
Bunch, dryly. " But if yon do, tell her when 
I 'm out of the way, please !" And accordinglv, 
one day when the two old officers return from 
their stroll, Mrs. Bunch informs the colonel that 
she has had it out with Eliza ; and JIi's. Baynes. 
with a heated face, tells the general that she and 
Mrs. Colonel Bunch have quarreled ; and she î  
determined it shall be for the last time. So thai 
poor i l a d a m e de Smolensk has to interpose be
tween Mrs. Baynes and Mrs. Boldero; between 
Mrs. Baynes and Mrs. Bunch ; and to sit sur
rounded by glaring eyes and hissing innuendoes, 
and in the inidst of feuds unhealable. Of course, 
from the women tlic quarreling will spread to 
the gentlemen. That always ha])pens. Poor 
niadame trembles. Again Bunch gives his 
neighbor his word that it is like the Burruin-
pooter East Indiaman — the Burrumpootcr in 
very bad weather, too. 

" A t any rate, n-e won't be lugged into it, 
Baynes, my boy!" says the colonel, who is of a 
sanguine temijcrament, to bis friend. 

" H e y , hoy! don't be too sure, Bunch ; don'i 
bo too s u r e ! " sighs the otiier veteran, who, it 
may be, is of a more desponding turn, as, after 
a battle at luncheon, in which the Amazons were 
fiercely engaged, the two old warriors take their 
walk to Galignani's. 

Toward his Charlotte's relatives poor Philiji 
was respectful by duty and a sense of interest, 
perhaps. Before marriage, especially, men are 
very kind to the relatives of the beloved object. 
They pay compliments to m a m m a ; they listen 
to pa])a's old stories, and laugh appositely; they^ 
bring presents for the innocent young ones, and 
let the little brothers kick their shins. Phil ip 
endured the juvenile Bayneses very kindly: he 
took the boys to Eranconi's, and made his con
versation as siutahle as he could to the old peo
ple. He was fond of the old general, a simple 
and worthy old man ; and had, as we have said, 
a hearty sympathy and rcsjicct for Madame 
Smolensk, admiring her constancy and good-
humor under hei' many trials. But those who 
have perused his memoirs are aware that Mr. 
Eirmin could make himself, on occasions, not a 
little disagreeable. When sprawding on a sofa, 
engaged in conversation with his charmer, he 
would not budge when other ladies entered the 
room. He scowled at them, if he did not like 
them. He was not at the least trouble to con
ceal his likes or dislikes. Ho had a manner of 
fixing his glass in his eye, putt ing his thumbs 
into the armholes of his waistcoat, and talking 
and laughing very loudly at his own jokes or 
conceits, which was not pleasant or respectful to 
ladies. " Y o u r loud young friend, with the 
cracked boots, is very mauvai^ lon^ my dear Mrs. 
Baynes," Mrs. Boldero remarked to her new 
friend, in the first ardor of their frieiulship. 
" A relative of Lord Biugwood's, is he? Lord 
Bingwood is a very queer person. A son of that 
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dreadful Dr. Firmiu, who ran away after cheat
ing c\'oi'3' hoclv ? Poor "\-oi!il;x man! He can't 
ludp havinj; such a father, as you say, and most 
mjod, and kind, and generous of you to .say so, 
and tlie g:^neral and tlic Uouora!)le Pliili]) King-
wood were early companions together, I dare say. 
l',)it having such an unfortunate fatlier as Dr. 
Firniin, I think J l r . Firmiu might be a little 
less iiroM'urc: don't you? And to see !iim in 
cracked boots, sprawling over the sofas, and hear 
him, when my loves arc playing their duets, 
laughing and talking so very loud, I confess isn't 
pleasant to me. I am not used to that kind of 
jiioiid; nor are my dear loves. You are under 
groat obligations to him, and he has behaved 
nobly, you say? Of course. To get into your 
society an unfortunate young man will be on his 
best behavior, though he certainly does not con
descend to be civil to us. But . . . . 
What ? Tliat young man engaged to that love
ly, innocent, charming child, your daughter? 
My dear creature, you frighten m e ! A man 
with such a father; and, excuse me, with such a 
mann;n'; and without a penny in tbo world, en
gaged to Miss Baynes! Goodness, iiowers! It 
must never be. I t shall not be, my dear Mrs. 
B:iynes. Why, I have written to niy nephew 
H;;ctor to come over, Strongitliarm's favorite son 
and my favorite nepliew. I have told him that 
ther<! is a sweet young creature here, whom he 
must and ought to see. How well that dear 
child would look presiding at Strongitharm Cas
tle? And you are going to give her to that 
dreadful young man with the loud voice aiul the 
cracked boots—that smoky young man—oh, im
possible!" 

JLidarae li.ad, no doubt, given a very favor
able report of her new lodgers to the other in
mates of her house; and she and Mrs. Boldcro 
had concluded that all general officers returning 
from India were immensely rich. To think tiiat 
her daughter might be the Honorable Mrs. 
Strongitharm, Baroness Strongitharm, and walk 
in a coronation in robes, with a coronet in her 
lurnd. Mrs. Baynes }ielded iti loyalty to no 
woman, but I fear her wicked desires comi)assed 
a speedy royal demise, as this thought passed 
through her mind of the Honorable Lenox 
.Strongitharm. She looked him out in the Ptcr-
'̂ 7fl, and found that vajung nobleman designa
ted as the Ca;.>tain of Strongitharm. Charlotte 
might be the Honorable J l rs . Captain of Strong
itharm ! When poor Phil stalked in after din
ner that evening in his shabby boots and smoky 
paletot, Mrs. Baynes gave hini but a grim wel
come. He went and prattled unconsciously by 
the side of his little Charlotte, whose tender eyes 
dwelt nijon his, and wdiose fair cheeks flung out 
their blushes of welcome. Ho prattled away. 
He laughed out loud while Minna and Brenda 
were thumping their duet. " Talsez-voi's donc^ 
Monsieur Phil ippe," cries madamc, putting her 
finger to her lip. The Honorable Mrs. Boldero 
looked at dear Mrs. Baynes, and shru.gged her 
shoulders. Poor Ph i l ip ! would he have laughed 
so loudly (and so rudely, too, as I own) had he 

known what was passing in the minds of those 
i women? Treason was passing there : and be
fore that glance of knowing scorn, shot from the 
Honorable jMrs. Boldcro's eyes, dear J l r s . Gen
eral Baynes faltered. How very citrt and dry 

I she was with Phil l i i! how testy with Charlotte ' 
Poor Pliili]), knowing that his charmer was in 
the power of her mother, was pretty humble to 

j this dragon : and attemjited, by uncouth flatter
ies, to soothe and propitiate her. She had a 

I (liieer, dry hnnior, and loved a j oke ; but Phil 's 
fell very Hat this night. Mrs. Baynes received 
his pleasantries with an ' ' Oh, indeed! Site was 
sure she heard one of the children crying in their 
nursery. Do, ])ray, go and see, Charlotte, what 

' that child is crying about." And away goes 
poor Charlotte, having but dim presentiment of 
niLsfortune as yet. W a s not mamma often in 
an ill-humor; and were they not all used to her 

I scoldings ? 
As for j\Irs. Colonel Bunch, I am sorry to say 

' that , up to this time, Phil ip was not only no fa
vorite with her, but was heartily disliked by that 
lady. I hiive told you our friend'.s faults. He 

I was loud : he w-as abrup t : he was rude often : 
and often gave just cause of annoyance by his 

i laughter, his disrespect, and his swaggering 
manner. T o those whom he liked he was as 

' gentle as a woznan, and treated tlicra with an 
extreme tenderness and toneliing rough respect. 
But those persons about wdiom he was indifferent 
ho never took the least trouble to conciliate or 
please. If they told long stories, for example, 
he would turn on his heel, or interrupt tliera (ly 

J observations of his own on some quite different 
subject. Mrs. Colonel Bunch, then, positively 
disliked tluit young man, and I think had very 
good reasons for her dislike. As for Bnneh, 
Bunch said to Biiynes, " C o o l hand, that yonng 
fellow!" and winked. And Baynes said to 
Bunch, " Q u e e r chap. F ine fellow, as I have 
reason to know pretty well. I play a club. No 
club? I mark honors and two tricks." And 
the game went on. Clancy hated Philip, a meek 
man whom Firmin had yet managed to oft'end. 
" T h a t man," the Pote Clancy rem.arked, "h.as 
a manner of treading on me corrans which is in
tolerable to me I" The truth is, Phil ip was al
ways putting his foot on some other foot, and 
trampling it. And as for the Boldero clan, Mr. 
F i rmin treated them with the most amusing in
solence, and ignored them as if they were out of 
existence altogether. So you see the poor fellow 
had not with his poverty learned the least lesson 
of humility, or acquired the very eiirliest rudi-

I mcnts of the art of making friends. I think his 
best friend in the house was its mistress, Madame 

• Smolensk. J l r . Philip treated her as an equal; 
which mark of affability he was not in the habit 

; of bestowing on all persons. Some great people, 
j some rich people, some would-be-fnie peojilc, he 
! would patronize with an insuflforable audacity. 
: Rank or wealth do not seera somehow to influ
ence this man as they do common mortals. He 

' would tap a bishop on the waistcoat, and con-
i tradict a duke at their first meeting. I have 
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seen him walk out of church during a stupid 
sermon, with an audible remarlc pei-liaps to tliat 
effect, and as if it were a matter of course tliat 
he should go. If the company bored him at 
dinner, lie would go to sleep in the most tmaf-
feeted manner. At home wo were always kcjit 
in a pleasant state of anxiety, not only by what 

he did and said, but by the idea of what iie might 
do or say next. He did not go to sleep at ma-
dame's boarding-liouse, preferring to keep his 
eyes open to look at pretty Charlotte's. And 
were there ever such sapphires as his? she 
thought. And hers? Ah, if they hare tears 
to shod, I hope a kind fate will dry them quickly! 

Bifliitlili) IlKarii nf Current (Buriife 
Official reports state our loss in this action to have 
been '223 killed, 7̂ 21 Avoimiletl. Two otlkiul reports 
have been publij-hecl by the enemy. General Price 
commanding the Slissouri troops, reports to Gov
ernor Jackson that the men under his command 
munUered 5221, of whom 15t> were killed and 517 
"wounded. General M'Culloeh commanding the Con
federate troops rei}orts to his Government. He 
claims a decided victory, says his forces were nine or 
ten thousand, and his loss 2G5 killed and 800 wound
ed. The entire loss of the Confederate troops in this 
action, acknowledged by themselves, is therefore 421 
killed and 1317 wounded. The result of the retreat 
of the nallonal troops has been to lay Southwestern 
Missouri open to the Confederates, and enable them 
to take possession of important lead mines, thus fur-
ui^^hing them with an article of which they liave 
stood in great need.—On the 14th mai-tial law was 
proclaimed at St. Louis b}^ General Fremont. 
Governor Jackson, who was deposed by the State 
Convention, has issued a proclamation, declaring tlie 
union between Missouri and the other States dis
solved, and that IMissouri is a free and independent 
State, Tiiis proclamation is dated at New Madrid 
on the 15th of August.—On the 24lh Mr. Gamble, 
the Governor appointed by the Convention, issued a 
proclamation stating tliat the ci\-il authority was in
sufficient to ])rotcct the lives and prop'erty of the cit
izens; lie therefore calls into active service of the 
State 42,000 militia, to be as far as possible volun
teers, for six months, unless peace should be sooner 
restored. If tliere were not siiHieient volunteers re
course would be had to a draft.^On the 01st General 
Fremont issued a jnoclamation placing the entire 
State of Missouri under martial law, and the lines of 
tlic army of occupation are for the present declared 
to extend from l^cavenworlh b^-way of tlie posts of 
JetVorson Ci:>', Ilolla, and Ironton, to Cape Girar
deau, on the IMississippi. The most important clause 
in this proclamation reads as follows: "Al l persons 
wlio shall be taken with arms in their hands within 
those lines shall be tried by court-martial, and, if 
found guilty, will be shot. The property, real ai:d 
personal, of all persons in the State of Missouri who 
shall take np arms against the United States, or 
who shall be directly proven to have taken active 
part witli their cicniies in the field, is declared to be 
confiscated to the public use; and their slaves, if 
any they have, are liereby declared free men." The 
extrenie penalt^' of the law is threatened against all 
who shall destroy I'ailroad tracks, bridges, or tele
graphs ; those who have been led away from their 
allegiance are warned to return to their homes, as 
their absence will l>e held to bo presnmptivc evi
dence against them. The object of this proclama
tion is to enable the militar}' authorities to give in
stantaneous eilect to existing laws ; but the ordinary 
tribvmals are not to be susi)ended wherever the laws 
can be executed by the civil authority. 

UNITED STATICS. 

OUR Record closes on the 4th of SGpteml>er, np 
to which date no military operations of import

ance have taken place in Virginia. Immediately 
after the defeat at Bull Run serious apprehensions 
were felt for the safety of the Capital, and the Sec
retary of "War telegraphed to the Governors of the 
Eastern and Middle States to dispatch all troops at 
once to Washington. The oi'der was promptly 
obeyed, and in a few days the place of the regiments 
whose term had expired was abundantly filled by 
men enlisted for the war. The Confederates after 
some delay began to move slowly toward the Poto
mac: but np to this date no engagement, beyond 
collisions between pickets, has taken place. In 
"Western Virginia several sharp skirmishes have oc
curred. General "Wool has been appointed to the 
command of Fortress Monroe. 

On the 2Gth of August a strong military and naval 
force, under command of General Butler and Com
modore Stringham, left Fortress Monroe, destined 
for tiatteras Inlet, in North Carolina, where the 
Confederates had erected two forts. This irdet 
formed a convenient refuge for privateers. The 
vessels, having on board about 800 soldiers, reached 
their destination on the afternoon of the 27th, and 
the next morning about 300 men were landed. The 
fleet then commenced cannonading the forts, which 
replied. The action continued until noon of the 
29th, when a white flag was hoisted, and a message 
was sent from the shore proposing to surrender the 
forts, the men being permitted to retire. This was 
refused, and a full capitulation insisted upon. Tliis 
was yielded, and the forts and garrison were sur
rendered. The prisoners numbered 715 officers and 
men. The commander was Samuel Barron, former
ly commander in the United States Navy, and now 
Assistant-Secretary of the Navy of the Confederate 
States. The loss in the forts was 8 killed and a 
number wounded. None of the United States troojis 
\\ere injured. The prisoners have been brought to 
New York. A considerable amount of anunnnition, 
31 cannon, and 1000 stand of ai'nis were captured. 

In Missouri events of decided importance have oc
curred. Confederate troops in large numbers from 
Tennessee and Arkansas, with those belonging to 
Missouri, under command of Generals M'Culloeh 
and Price, advanced toward Springfield, which was 
occupied by the national forces under General Lj'on. 
On the evening of the 9th of August General l^yon, 
at the head of about 5500 troops, marched out of 
Springfield to attack the enemy. The next morn
ing he came up with a greatly superior force. A 
fierce engagement ensued. General Lyon was killed 
in the early part of the action, and the command de
volved upon General Siegel. The national forces 
were too few to ensure success, and General Siegel 
retired, at first to Springfield, and then back to 
IvoUa, some fifty miles in the direction of St. Louis. 
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