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is the only word to express the state he will he 
in) bursts in globules, and runs down on to my 
hand; his sides and throat pant, his eyes dis
tend, his jaws relax and open, liis legs lose their 
strength ; and if not thrown instantly into water 
I know he would expire. He loses all his good 
looks if the moss becomes dry or the room is 
over-warm, becoming stupefied and dull; and as 
for Ik/ht, he can not suffer it any more than 
he "whose deeds are evil." Put liim down any 
where, and away he will scamper under a book, 
up your sleeve, into a drawer—any where, so he 
gets his head, like the ostricli, hidden; then bo 
imagines himself safe. By candle, or lamp-light, 
or moonlight, or sunliglit, it is all the same; but 
a dark night, when you can barely distiuguisli 
any thing by the liglit of the stars, he is happy, 
and enjoys a ramble over the moss or otlier jars 
of plants amazingly. They are strictly nocturnal 
animals, and were not made for the garish light 
of day; they exist only in wet and dark places, 
rambling abroad for food, which consists, in a 
state of nature, of slugs, worms, and insects of 
the diptera order. Again, it is said when fright
ened they will emit an acrid, milky fluid, which 
oozes from tubercles on the sides of the body, 
and that this is poisonous to small animals. It 
may be so with those in Europe, but with all my 
watchfidnoss I have never observed a semblance 
even of this white fluid; and furthermore, the 
pores which throw out tlie moisture, and which 
evidently absorb it, range only along the liead, 
back, and tail, at a line just above where the 

legs intersect the body. While "Peter" is ap
parently perspiring at every pore, drop chalk 
or any white powder over his body, instantly it 
becomes absorbed by the moisture above this 
line, but can bo easily brushed oif with a camel's-
hair pencil below it. 

And a beautiful provision of Nature this is; 
for if the clay for the purpose of retaining moist
ure adhered to the entire body, it would be im
possible for the little animal to move abroad aft
er food; his legs would become so iucrusted and 
his body so weighty that, unless the food came 
to it, it must starve—which is a sequence Mother 
Nature would never recognize. 

In the mating season the male exudes a fluid, 
as it passes along, which leaves behind liim a 
powerful odor, closely resembling the fashiona
ble perfume " patchoulie," and which, probably, 
may have been mistaken for the moisture of a 
milky nature said to flow from the body. 

But I shall weary you: permit me only to 
add, I have selected here a chapter of trutiis for 
your amusement, may I hope for your instruc
tion. But yet there is a moral to all this which 
blesses the giver as much as the recipient. It is 
to become familiar, to cultivate the society of 
every liviug thing that crosses your path. You 
will find so much to amuse, to amaze, to admire, 
and to love, you will never be weary with too 
much variety; there is so much to learn—a new 
and divine Thought in every creeping, leaping, 
walking, flying creature—that Life will become 
to you of double significance. 

T H E A D V E N T U R E S OF P H I L I P . 
BY W. M. THACKERAY. 

j)leasant chatter and rattle of the teeth ; the hot 
fit an agreeable warmth ; and though the ensu
ing sleep, with which I believe such aguish at
tacks are usually concluded, was enlivened by 
several dreams of death, demons, and torture, 
how felicitous it was to wake and find that dread
ful thought of ruin removed which had always, 
for the last few months, ever since Dr. Firmin's 
flight and the knowledge of his own im]irudence, 
pursued the good-natured gentleman ! 'What! 
tills boy might go to college, and that get his 
commission; and their meals need be imbittered 
by no more dreadful thoughts of the morrow, and 
their walks no longer \iere dogged by imaginary 
bailiffs, and presented a jail in the vista! It 
was too much bliss; and again and again the old 
soldier said his thankful prayers, and blessed 
his benefactor. 

Philip thought no more of his act of kindness, 
except to be verj' grateful, and very hapjiy that 
he had rendered other people so. He could no 
more have taken the old man's all, and plunged 
that innocent family into poverty, than he could 
have stolen the forks ofl' my table. But other 
folks were disposed to rate his virtue much more 
highly; and among these was my wife, who choso 
positively to worship this young gentleman, and 

CHAPTER XVII. 

B K E V I S E S S E I. A BOKO. 

NEVER, General Baynes af:erward declared, 
did fever come and go so ])leasantly as that 

attack to which we have seen the Mrs. General 
advert in her letter to her sister, Mrs. Major 
MacWhirter. The cold fit was merely a lively, 
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I Lelicye would liave let him smoke in her draw-
ing-roum if he li;id been so itiiiided, and though 
her geiiteclest aeijuaintaiiees were in the room. [ 
Goodiiesi knows what n noise and what 2)iteous 
looks are produeed if ever the master of the house 
chooses to indulge in a cigar after dinner ; hut 
then, you understand, / have lufver decHned to 
claim mine and my children's right because an 
old gentleman wotdd he incon\enienced ; and I 
litis is wliat I tell Mrs. Ten. If 1 order a coat 
from my tailor nuist I refuse to ])ay him because 
a rogue steals it. and ouglit 1 to ex]ie<'t to he let 
oil"? AVonten won't sec matters of fact in a 
matter-of-fact point of vie\v ; and Justice, unless 
it is tinged with a little romance, gets no respect [ 
from them. [ 

Si>, forsooth, because Phil ip has performed 
this certaiidy most generous, most dasliing, most 
reckless piece of extravagance, he is to be held 
uj) as a perfect y(/'c«,t; c/ifr,i/ii:r. The most riot- ' 
oils diitners are ordered for liim. W e are to 
wait until ho conuM to breakfast, and he is ])ret-
ty nearly always late. The cliildren are to ho 
sent round to kiss uncle Philip, as he is now 
called. Tlie children? I wonder the mother 
did not jump up and kiss him too. Jille en ctait 
eapnhh. \% for tlie osculations which took place 
between Mrs. Peudcunis and her new-found 
young friend, Aliss Cliarlotte Paynes, they^ were 
jjerfectly ridiculous; two scliool-children could 
not liave beluived more absurdly ; and 1 don't 
kno\v which seemed to he the youngest of these 
two. There were coUoipiies, assignations, meet
ings on the ramparts, on the pier, wdiere know 
I?—and tlie serwiuts and little children of tiie 
two cstaiilishments were perjietually trotting to i 
and fro with letters from dearest Laura to dear- | 
est Chariotte, and dearest Charlotte to her dear
est i\p's. i 'cudeuuis. Whv, my wife alisolutely 
W'ent the length of saying tliat dearest Cliarlotte's 
nioilier, Airs. Paynes, \vas a wortiiy, clever A^O- I 
man, and a good motiier—a woman whose tongue 
never ceased clacking about the regiment, and all 
the officers, and ail tiie oiIit;ers' wives; of wliom, 
by-tlie-way, she liad very little good to tell. 

'• A wortliy niotjicr. is slie, my dear':"' I say. 
• 'But , oh, mercy I Airs. Paynes would be an 
awful mother-in-law!" 

I slmddcrod at tlie thought of having such a 
commonplace, hard, ill-bred woman in a state 
of quasi authority over me. 

On tills Airs. Laura must break out in quite a 
petulant t one—" Oh, how slak this kind of thing 
is, Arthur, troni a man '/'it nut paxser pour lui 
Imiiiiiie d'es/jrlt.' You are always attacking mo
thers-in-law I" 

'•AVitness J\lrs. Alackenzie, my love—Clive 
Xcwcome's mother-in-law. That 's a nice creat
ure ! not selfish, not wicked, not—" 

••Not nonsense, A r t h u r ! " 
"Airs . Paynes knew Airs. Mackenzie in the 

West Indies, as she knew all the female army. 
She considers Mrs. Alackenzie was a most ele
gant, handsome, dasliing woman—only a little 
too fond of the admiration of our sex. There 
was, I own, a fascination about Captain Gohv. 

Do you remember, my love, that man with the 
stays and dyed hair, who—" 

" Oh, Ar thu r ! When onr girls marry, I sup
pose yon will teach their husbands to abuse, and 
scorn, and mistrust Iheir mother-in-law. Will 
he, my darlings ? will he, my blessings ?" (This 
apart to the children, if you please.) " G o ! I 
have no ]iatience \vith such ta lk!" 

' ' AVell. my love. Airs. 15aynes is a most agree
able woiuan; and when I liave heard that story 
about the Highlanders at the Cajie of Good Hope 
a few times more" ( I tlo not tell it hei'c, for it 
has nothing to do with the present history), " I 
dare say 1 shall begin to be amused by it." 

" Al l ! here comes Charlotte, I'm glad to say. 
How pretty she is I W h a t a color! Wliat a 
tlear creature!" 

To all which of course I could not say a con
tradictory word, for a ])rettier, fresher lass than 
Miss Paynes, irith a sweeter voice, face, laugh
ter, it was difficult to see. 

" Why does mamma like Charlotte better than 
she likes us ?" says our dear and justly indignant 
eldest girl. 

" I could not love her better if I were Iier 
niother-in-lim," says Laura, running to her young 
friend, casting a glance at me over her shoul
der ; and that kissing nonsense begins between 
the two ladies. To bo sure the girl looks un
commonly bright and ]iretty with her iiink clieeks, 
her brigiit eyes, her slim form, and that charm
ing white India shawl which her father brought 
home for her. 

To this osculatory party enters presently Mr. 
Phil ip Pirinin, who has been dawdling about 
tlie raiiqiarts ever since breakfast, i l e says he 
has been reading law there. Ho has found a 
jolly quiet jilace to read. Law, has he? And 
much good may it do h im! AVhy has he not 
gone back to his law, and his revicAving? 

••You must—von ///^/.^t stay on a little longer. 
You have only been here five days. Do, Char
lotte, ask Philip to stay a litt le." 

All the eliiklren sing in a chorus, " O h , do, 
uncle Philip, stay a little longer!" Aliss Paynes 
says, " I hope you will stay, Air. Pirnrin," and 
looks at him. 

" F i v e days has ho been here? Pive years. 
Five IIA'CS. Five liuiidred years. AVhat do yon 
mean? In that little t ime of—let mo see, a 
hundred and twenty hours, and at least a half of 
thein for sleep and dinner (for Philip's appetite 
was very fine)—do you mean that in that little 
time Ills heart, cruelly stalibed by a previous 
monster in female shape, has healed, got quite 
well, and actually begun to be wounded again? 
I l a io two walks on the pier, as many visits to 
the TintcUeries (where he hears the story of the 
Highlanilors at the Cajie of Good Hope with re-
s|jectful interest), a word or two about the weath
er, a look or two, a squeezekin, perhaps, of a 
little handykin—I say, do you mean that this 
absurd young idiot, and that little round-faced 
girl, pretty, certainly, but only just out of the 
school-room — do yon mean to say that tliey 
have— Upon my ivord, Laura, this is too 
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bad. Why, Philip has not a penny piece in the 
world." 

" Y e s , he has a hundred pounds, and expects 
to sell his mare for ninety at least. Ho lias ex
cellent talents. He can easily write three arti
cles a week in the Pall Mall (ki-ette. I am 
sure no one writes so well, and it is much better 
done and more amusing than it used to be. 
That is three hundred a year. Lord Kingwood 
must be ajiplied to, and must and shall get him 
something. Don't you know that Captain Baynes 
stood by Colonel Ringwood's side at Busaco, and 
that they were the closest friends? And pray, 
how did u:e get on, I should like to know ? How 
did Ti:e get on, baby?" 

" How did we det on ?" says the baby. 
" O h , woman! woman!" yells the father of 

the family. " W h y , Philip Eirmin has all the 
habits of a rich man with the pay of a mechanic. 
Uo you suppose he ever sate in a second-class 
carriage in his life, or denied himself any pleas
ure to which he had a mind ? He gave five 
francs to a beggar girl yesterday." 

" H e had always a noble heart," says my wife. 
" H e gave a fortune to a whole family a week 
ago; and" (out comes the pocket-handkerchief 
—oh, of course, the pocket-handkerchief)—" and 
— ' God loves a cheerful g ive r ! ' " 

" He is careless; he is extravagant; he is lazy; 
I don't know that he is remarkably clever—" 

" Oh, yes! he is your friend, of course. Now, 
abuse him—do, A r t h u r ! " 

" A n d , pray, when did you become acquaint
ed with this astounding piece of news?" 1 in-
ijuire. 

" When ? From the very first moment when 
I saw Charlotte looking at him, to be .sure. The 
jjoor child said to me only yesterday, ' Oli, Lau
r a ! he is our preserver!' And their ]iroserver 
he has been, under Heaven." 

" Y e s . But he has not got a five-pound 
no te ! " I cry. 

" A r t h u r , I am surprised at you. Oh, men, 
men are awfully worldly! Do you suppose 
Heaven will not send him help at its good time, 
and bo kind to him who has rescued so many 
from ru in? Do you suppose the prayers, the 
blessings of that father, of those little ones, of 
that dear child, will not avail h i m ? Suppose 
he has to wait a year, ten years, have they not 
time, and will not the good day come?" 

Yes. This was actually the talk of a woman 
of sense and discernment when her prejudices 
and romance were not in the way, and she 
looked forward to the marriage of these folks, 
some ten years hence, as confidently as if they 
were both rich, and going to St. George's to
morrow. 

As for making a romantic story of it, or spin
ning out love conversations between Jenny and 
.fessamy, or describing moonlight raptures and 
passionate outpourings of two young hearts and 
so forth—excuse me, s'il vans plait. I am a 
man of the world, and of a certain age. Let 
the young people fill in this outline, and color it 
as they please. Let the old folks who read lay 

dow^n the book a minute and remember. I t is 
well rcmemliered, isn't it, that time ? Yes, good 
John Anderson and Mrs. John. Yes, good 
Darbj ' and Joan . The lips won't tell now what 
they did once. To-day is for the happy, and to
morrow for the young, and yesterday, is not that 
dear and here too ? 

I was in the company of an elderly gentle
man not A'ery long since, who was perfectly so
ber, who is not particularly handsome, or healtliy, 
or wealthy, or witty ; and who, speaking of his 
past life, volunteered to declare that he would 
gladly live every minute of it over again. Is a 
man who can say that a hardened sinner, not 

I aware how miserable he ought to be by rights, 
I and therefore really in a most desperate and de
plorable condition; or is ha Joiiunutus nimimn, 
and ought his statue to be put up in the most 
s|)lendid and crowded thoroughfare of the town ? 
Would j-ou who are reading this, for cxam])le, 
like to live your life over again ? W h a t has 
been its chief joy? W h a t are to-day's pleas
ures ? Are they so exquisite that you would 
prolong tliem forever ? Would yon like to have 
the roast beef on which you have dined brougljt 
back again to table, and have more beef, and 
more, and more ? Would you like to hear yes
terday's sermon over and over again—eternally 
voluble? Would you like to get on the Edin
burgh mail and tiavel outside for fifty hours, as 
you did in your youth ? You might as well say 
you would like to go into the flogging-room and 
take a turn under the rods : you would like to 
be thrashed over again by your bully at school: 
you would like to go to the dentist's, where your 
dear parents were in the habit of taking you : 
you would like to be taking hot Epsom salts, 
with a ])iece of dry bread to take away tlie taste: 
you woidd like to be jilted by your first love • you 
would like to be going in to your father to tell 
him you had contracted debts to the amount of 
x -(-?/ -\- ~, while you were at the University. As 
I consider the passionate griefs of childhood, the 
weariness and sameness of shaving, the agony 
of corns, and the thousand otlier ills to which 
fiesh is heir, I cheerfully say for one, I am not 
anxious to wear it forever. No. I do not want 
to go to school again. I do not want to hear 
Trotman's sermon over again. Take me out 
and finish me. Give me the cup of hemlock at 
onco. Here 's a health to you, my lads. Don't 
weep, my Simmias. Be clieerful, my Phiedon. 
H a ! I feel the co-o-old stealing, stealing up
ward. Now it is in my ankles—no more gout 
in my foot; now my knees are numb. What , 
is—is that poor executioner crying too ? Good-
hy. Sacrifice a cock to ^f^scu—to iEscula— . . . 

i Have you ever read the chapter in Grote's llh-
tori) ? A h ! When the Sacred Ship returns 
from Delos, and is telegraphed as entering into 
port, may we be at peace and ready! 

j What is this funeral chant, when the pipes 
should be playing gayly as Love, and Youth, 
and Spring, and Joy are dancing under the win
dows. Look you. Men not so w-ise as Socrates 
have their demons, who will be heard and whis-
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per in tlio queerest times luul places. Perh;t}>s 
.1 sluill liave to tell of ;i funeral presently, anil 
shall lie outrageously cheerful; or of an execu
tion, and shall split luy siiles with laughing;. 
Arrived at my time of life, when I see a penni
less young friend falling in love, and thinking, 
of course, of committing mati'imony, what can 
.1 do but be raelanclujly ? How is a num to mar
ry who has not enough to keeij ever so minia
ture a brougham—ever so snutU a house—not 
enough to keep Itimself, let ah^no a ^vife and fam
ily ? Gracious powers! is it not blasphemy to 
marry without tifteen huudred a year? Pover
ty, del)t, protested bills, duns, crime, fall assur
edly on the wretch who has not (iftecu—say at 
once two thousand a year ; for you can't live 
decently in London for less. And a wife wdiom 
}'ou lia\"e met a sciu'e of times at balls or break-
iasts, and wdth her best dresses and behavior at a 
coanti'y house—!io\v do }(ju know how she will 
turn ou t ; what her temjier i s ; what her rela
tions are likely to be ? Hnjiiiose she lias poor 
relations, or Imid coarse brothers who are al
ways dropjiing in to dinner? Wha t is her mo
ther like ? and can you I>ear to have that woman 
meddling and (himineering over your estal)lisli-
menty Ohl General Paynes was very well—a 
weak, i(uiet, and presentable old m a n ; but Mrs. 
General Paynes, and that awfid Mrs. i la jor 
MacWhirter—and those hobbledehoys of boys in 
creaking shoes, hectoring about the premises ? 
As a man of tlie world I saw all these dreadful 
liabilities iiuyieuding over tiie husband of Miss 
Charlotte ISayues, and could not view, them 
without horror. Gracefully and sliglnly, but 
wittily and in my sarcastic ivay, I thought it 
)ny duty to show up the odilities of the Baynes 
family to Philip. [ mimicked the boys, and 
their chimjang Piuclier-boots. I tou(died oil"the 
dreadful military ladies, very smartly and clev
erly as I thoaglif, and as if t never siipiwsed that 
J'liilip had any idea of Miss Baynes. To do 
liim justice, he laughed once or t\vice ; then he 
grew very red. His sense ()f humor is very lim
ited ; that even Laura allows. Then ho came 
out with strong expression, and said it was a 
confounded shame, and strode oiV wdth his cigar. 
And when I remarked to my wife how suscepti
ble he was in some things, and how little in the 
matter of joking, she shrugged her .shoulders, 
and said, " P h i l i p not only under.stood perfectly 
well what I said, but would tell it all to Mrs. 
Gcni'ral and Mrs. JIajor on the lirst opportuni
ty." And this was the fact, as Mrs. Baynes took 
care to tell me u/ltni-ani. She was aivare who 
was her eneuii). She was aware wdio sjioke ill 
of her and her blessed darling In-hiud our harks. 
\Vi'\ •• do you tliiiik it was to see you or any one 
belonging to your !iind;-ui> Iionse, Sir, that we 
came to you so often, wdiicli we certainly did, 
day and niglit, breakfast and supper, and no 
thtinks to you? No, Si r ! ha, h a ! " I can see 
her flannting out of luy sitting-room as she 
speaks with a strident laugh, .and snapping her 
dingily-gloved lingers at tlie door. Oh, Philip. 
Ph i l i p ! To think that you were such a coward 

as to go and tell her 1 J Sut I pardon hi in; from 
my heart I ]>ity and pardtui him. 

For the step which he is meditating, you may 
be sure that the young man himself does not 
feel the smallest need of pardon or })it\'. He is 
in a state of happiness so crazy that it is useless 
to reason with him. Not being at all of a poet
ical turn originally, the wretch is actually per-
jietrating verse in •secret, and my servants found 
fragments of his manuscriiit on the dressing-table 
in his bedroom. JLart and art, uri-er and /bc-
ercr, and so on ; what stale rhymes are these ? 
I do not feel at liberty to give in entire the poem 
which our maid found in J l r . J'hilip's room, and 
brought sniggering to my wife, wdio only said 
" Poor th ing!" The fact is, it was too pitiable. 
Such tnauiulering rubbish! Such stale rhymes, 
and sucdt cdd thoughts! But then, says Laura , 
" 1 dare say all peoide's love-making is not amus
ing to their neighbors; and I know wdio wrote 
not very wise love-verses wdien lie was young." 
No, I won't jniblish Philiji's verses, until some 
day lie shall mortally offend me. I can recall 
some of my own w'ritten under similar circum
stances with twinges of shame, and shall drop 
a veil of decent friendship over my friend's folly. 

Under that veil, mcanwdiile, the j'oniig man 
is perfectly contented, nay, uproariously happy. 
All earth and nature smiles round about him. 
" W h e n Jove meets his Juno , in Homer, Sir ," 
says Phil ip, in his hectoring way, " d o n ' t im
mortal dowers of beauty spring up around them, 
and rainbows of celestial hues bend over their 
heads? I/Ove, Sir, flings a halo round the loved 
one. Where she moves rise roses, hyacintlis, 
and ambrosial odors. Don't talk to me about 
poverty, Sir! He either fears his fate too much 
or his desert is small, wdio dares not put it to 
the toueli and wan or lose it a l l ! Haven ' t I 
endured jioverty ? A m I not as ))oor now as a 
man can be—and what is there in i t ? Do I 
w'ant for any th ing? Haven't I got a guinea 
ill my pocket ? Do I owe any man any th ing? 
Isn' t there manna in tlie wdlderness for those 
wdio have faith to walk in it ? That 's w here 
you fail. Pen. By all that is sacred, you have 
no faith ; your heart is cowardly. Sir ; and if 
you are to esca])e, as perliajisyon may, I suspect 
it is by your wdfe that you wdll be saved. Laura 
has a trust in Heaven, but Arthur 's morals are 
a genteel atheism. Jus t reach me that claret— 
the wane's not had. I say your morals are ii 
genteel atheism, and I shudder when I think of 
your condition. Talk to me about a brougham 
being necessary for the comfort of a woman ! A 
broomstick to ride to the moon! And I don't 
say that a brougham is not a comfcn't, mind you; 
but that, when it is a necessity, mark you. Heav
en will provide i t! Why, Sir, hang it, look at 
m e ! Ain ' t I suft'ering in the most abject pov

erty ? I ask you is there a man in London so 
]joor as I am? And since my father's ruin do 
I want for any thing ? I want for shelter for a 
day or two. Good. There's my dear Little 
Sister ready to give it me. I want for money. 
Does not that sainted wddow's cruse pour its oil 
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out for me ? Heaven bless and reward her. 
B o o ! " (Here, tor reasons which need not be 
named, the orator squeezes his fists into his 
eyes.) " I want shelter; ain't I in good quar
ters? I want work; haven't I got work, and 
did you not get it for ine? You should just see, 
Sir, how I polislied ott' tliat Ijook of travels this 
morning. I read some of the article to Char , 
to Miss , to some friends? in tViet. I don't 
mean to say that they are very intelleetual peo-
jile, but your common humdrum average audi
ence is tlie public to try. Recollect Molii;re and 
his housekeeper, you know." 

" H y the housekeeper do you moan Mrs. 
Baynes?" I ask, in my amoiUilladu manner . 
(By-the-way, who ever heard of amontillado in 
the early days of which I wr i te?) " In manner 
she would do, and I dare say in accon]plish-
raents; but I doubt about her temper." 

" Y o u ' r e almost as worldly as t)ie Twysdens, 
by George, you a r e ! Unless jiersons are of a cer
tain morale, you don't value them. A little ad
versity would do you good. P e n ; and I heartily 
wish you might get it, except for the dear wife 
and children. Yoti measure your morality by 
May-fair s tandards; and if an angel unawares 
came to you in pattens and a cotton umbrella, 
you would turn away from her. You would 
never have found ont the Little Sister. A duch
ess—God bless her I A creature of an imperial 
generosity, and delicacy, and intrepidity, and 
the finest sense of humor, but she drops her li's 
often, and how could you pardon such a cr ime? 
Sir, you are my better in wit and a dexterous 
application of your ])owers; but I tliink, Sir ," 
says Phil , curling the flaming mustaches, ' ' I 
a m your superior in a certain magnanimi ty ; 
though, by Jove, old fellow, man and boy, you 
have ahvays been one of the best fellows in the 
world to P . F . ; one of the best fellows, and the 
most generous, and tlio most cordial—that you 
have: only you do rile me when you sing in that 
confounded May-fair twang." 

Here one of the children summoned us to tea 
—and " P a p a was laughing, and uncle l^hilip 
was flinging his hands about and pulling his 
board ott'," said the little messenger. 

" I shall keep a fine look of it for you, Nelly, 
my dear , " says uncle Philip. On which the 
child said, " Oh n o ! I know whom you'll give 
it to, don't I , mamma ?" and she goes up to her 
mamma, and whispers. 

Miss Nelly knows? A t what age do those 
little matcli-makers begin to know, and how soon 
do they practice the use of their young eyes, their 
little smiles, wiles, and ogles ? This young wo
man, I believe, coquetted while she was yet a 
baby in arms, over her nurse's shoulder. Before 
she could speak she could be proud of her new 
vermilion shoes, and would point out the cliarms 
of her blue sash. She was jealous in the nurs-
ciy, and her little heart had beat for years and 
years before she left off pinafores. 

For whom will Pliilij) keep a lock of that red, 
red gold wliich curls round his face? Can you 
guess ? Of what color is the hair in that little 

locket whicli the gentleman himself occulth' 
wears? A few months ago, I believe, a pale 
straw-colored wisp of iiair occupied that place of 
honor ; now it is a chestnut-brown, as far as I 
can see, of precisely the same color as that which 
waves round Charlotte Baynes's pretty face, and 
tumbles in clusters on lier neck, very nearly the 
color of Mrs. Paynter 's this last season. So, 
you see, via chop and we change: straw gives 
place to chestnut, and chestnut is succeeded by 
ebony; and for our own parts, ^ve defy t ime ; 
and if you want a lock of my hair, Belinda, take 
this pair of scissors, and look in that cu])board, 
in the band-box marked No. i!, and cut off a 
tliiek glossy jjiece, darling, and wear it, dear, 
and ray blessings go with thee ! "What is this ? 
Am 1 sneering liecause Corydon and Phillis ar<5 
wooing and happy ? You see I pledged myself 
not to have any sentimental nonsense. To de
scribe love-making is immoral and immodest; 
you know it is. To describe it as it really is, 
or would ap|iear to you and me as lookers-on, 
would be to describe the most dreary farce, to 
chronicle the most tautological twaddle. T o 
take a note of sighs, hand-squeezes, looks at the 
moon, and so forth—does this business become 
our dignity as historians? Come away from 
those foolisli young people — they don't want 
us ; and dreary as their farce is, and tautologic
al as their twaddle, you may be sure it amuses 
them, and that they are hap])y enough without 
us. Ha))py ? Is there any happiness like it, 
pray ? Was it not rapture to watcli the messen
ger, to, seize the note, and fee the bearer?—to 
retire out of sight of all prying eyes and r ead : 
" D e a r e s t ! Mamma's cold is better this morn
ing. The Joneses came to tea, and Ju l i a sang. 
I did not enjoy it, as my dear was at his hon-id 
dinner, where I liope ho amused himself. Send 
me a word by Buttles, who brings tills, if only 
to say you arc your Louisa's own, own," etc. , 
etc., etc. Tliat used to be the kind of tiling. 
In sucli coy lines artless Innocence used to whis
per its little vows. So she used to smile ; so 
she used to warble ; so she used to prattle. 
Young people, at present engaged in the pretty 
sport, be assured your middle-aged parents have 
phayed the game, and remember the rules of it. 
Yes, under i)a])a's bow-w"indow of a waistcoat is 
a heart which took very violent exercise when 
that waist w'as slim. Now ho sits tranquilly in 
liis tent, and watches the lads going in for their 
innings. Why , look at grandmamma in her 
spectacles rcailing tliat sermon. In her old 
heart tiiero is a corner as romantic still as when 
she used to read the " W i l d Irish Girl" or the 
"Scot t i sh Chiefs" in the days of Iter misshood. 
And as for your grandfather, my dears, to see 
him now you would little suppose that that calm, 
jiolished, dear old gentleman was once as wild 
—as wild as Orson Under my windows, as 
I write, there passes an i t inerant flower-mer
chant. H e has his roses and geraniums on a 
cart drawn by a quadruped—a little long-eared 
ipiadrupod, wliich lifts up its voice, and sings 
after its manner . W h e n I was young, donkeys 
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used to bray ]ireciscly in the same way; and 
others «"ill luwliaw so wlieu wo are silent and 
our ears licar no more. 

C H A P T E R X V I I I . 

DRUM IST'S SO WOIIL MIK IN DKK W E L T . 

Otju new friends lived for a w'hile contented
ly enough at Jjoulogne, where they found com
rades and acquaintances gathered together from 
those many regions which they had visited in the 
course of their military career. Mrs. Baynes, 
out of the field, was the cornnninding officer over 
the general. Slic ordered his clothes for him, 
tied his neckcloth into a neat bow, and, on tea-
party evenings, piinied his lu'ooch into his shirt-
frill. She gave him to itnderstaiid when he had 
had enough to eat or drhik at dinner, and ex
plained, with great frankness, liow tins or that 
dish did not agree with him. If he was disjjosed 
to exceed, she would call out, in a loud voice, 
" liemcmber, general, what you took this morn
i n g ! " Knowing his constitution, as she said, 
she knew the remedies which were necessary for 
her husband, and administered them to him with 
great liberality. Kesistaiu'c was impossible, as 
the veteran officer .acknowledged. " T h e boys 
have fought about the medicine since we came 
home," he confessed, " b n t she has me tmder 
her thumb, by George. 8hc really is a magnifi
cent physician now. She has got some inval
uable prescriptions, and in India she used to 
doctor the whole station." She would have 
taken the ]n'esent writer's little household under 
her care, and jirojjosed several remedies f(n' my 
children, until tlieir alarmed mother was obliged 
to keep them out of her sight. I am not saying 
this was an agreeable woman. Her voice was 
loud and harsh. T h e anecdotes which she was 
forever narrating related to military personages 
in foreign countries with whom I was nnac-
qttainted, and whose history failed to interest 
me. She took her wine with much spirit while 
engaged in this prattle. I have heard talk not 

less foolish in much finer company, and known 
people delighted to listen to anecdotes of the 
duchess and the mar(diioness wdio would yawn 
over the history of Ca|)tain Jones 's quarrels with 
his lady, or Mrs. Major Wolfe's monstrous flirt
ations with young Ensign Kyd. My wife, ivitli 
the mischievousness of her sex, would mimic 
the Baynes's conversation very droUy, but al
ways insisted that she was not more really vul-
g i r than many much greater persons. 

Eor all this, Mrs. General Baynes did not 
hesitate to declare that we were "s tuck-up" peo
ple ; and from the very first setting eyes on us 
^he de(dared that she viewed us with a constant 
d irkling suspicion. Mrs. P . was a harmless, 
«ashed-out creature with nothing in her. As 
for that high and mighty Mr. P . and liis airs, 
she would be glad to know whether the wife of a 
British general officer who had seen service in 
crertf ])art ot' the (jluhe^ and met the ntoat d'taiin-
q iislicd governors, generals, and their ladies, 
several of whom icere nobleinai—she would bo 
glad to know whether such people were not good 
enough for, etc., etc. W h o has not met with 
these difficulties in life, and who can esca]!o 
them? " H a n g it. Sir ," Phi l would say, twirl
ing the red mustaches, " I like to be hated by 
some fellows;" and it must be owned that Mr. 
Phil ip got what lie liked. I supjjose Mr. Philip's 
friend and biographer had something of the same 
feeling. A t any rate, in regard of this lady the 
hypocrisy of politeness was very hard to keep 
u]); wanting ns for reasons of her own, she 
covered the dagger with wdiich she would have 
stabbed u s : but we knew it was there clenched 
in her skinny hand in her meagre pocket. She 
woidd ]).ay us the most fulsome compliments 
with anger raging out of her eyes—a little hate-
bearing woman, envious, malicious, but loving 
her cubs, and nursing them, and clntching them 
in her lean arms with a jealous strain. I t was 
" Good-by, darling I I shall leave you here with 
your friends. Oh, how kind you are to her, 
Mrs. Pendennis ! How can I ever thank you, 
and Mr. P . I am sure ;" and she looked as if she 
could poison both of us, as she went away, courte-
sying and darting dreary parting smiles. 

The lady had an intimate friend and compan
ion in arms, Mrs. Colonel Bunch, in fact, of the 
—the Bengal cavalry, who Avas now in Europe 
with ISunch and tlieir children, wdio were resid
ing at Par is for the young folks' education. A t 
first, as we have heard, Mrs. Baynes's predilec
tions hatl been all foj- Tours, where her sister 
was living, and where lodgings were cheap and 
food reasonable in proportion. But Bunch hap
pening to pass through Boulogne on his way to 
his wife at Paris , and meeting his old comrade, 
gave General Baynes such an account of the 
cheapness and pleasures of tlie French capital, 

I as to induce the general to think of bending his 
steps thither. Mrs. Baynes would not hear of 
such a plan. She was all for her dear sister and 
Tours ; but when, in tlie course of conversation, 
Colonel Bunch described a hall at the Tiiileries, 

• where he and Mrs. B . had been received with 
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the most flattering politeness by the royal family, 
it was romarlied that Mrs. Baynes's mind under
went a change. When Bnneh went on to aver 
that the balls at Government House at (Calcutta 
were nothing compared to those at the Tuileries 
or the Prefecture of the Seine; that the English 
were invited and respected every ivhere; that 
the embassador was most hospitable; that tlie 
clergymen were admirable; and that at their 
boarding-house, kept by Madame la Ge'ne'rale 
Baronne do Smolensk, at the Pet i t Chateau 
d'Espagne, Avenue de Valmy, Champs Elysees, 
they had balls twice a month, the most comfort
able apartments, the most choice society, and 
every comfort and luxury at so many francs per 
month, with an allowance for cliildren—I say, 
Mrs. Baynes was very greatly mo\ed. " I t is 
not ," she said, " i n conse<|uence of the balls a t 
the embassador's or the Tuileries, for I am an 
old woman ; and in spite of what you say, colo
nel, I can't fancy, after Government House, any 
thing more magnificent in any French ])alace. 
I t is not for me, goodness knows, I speak; but 
the children should have education, and my 
Charlotte an entree into the Avorld ; and what 

you say of the invaluable clergyman, J l r . X , 
I have been thinking of it all n igh t : but above 
all, above all, of the chances of education for my 
darlings. Nothing should give way to tliat— 
nothing!" On this a long and delightful con
versation and calculation took jdace. Bunch 
produced his bills at the Baroness de Smolensk's. 
The two gentlemen jotted uj) accounts, and made 
calculations all througli the evening. I t -nas 
hard even for Mrs. Baynes to force tlie figures into 
such a shape as to make them accord with the 
general's income; but, driven away by one calcu
lation after another, she returned again and again 
to the charge, until she overcame the stubborn ar
ithmetical difficulties, and the pounds, shillings, 
and pence lay prostrate before her. They could 
save upon this point ; they could screw u])on t ha t ; 
they must make a sacrifice to educate the chil
dren. ' ' Sarah Bunch and her girls go to ( \ iurt , 
indeed! W h y shouldn't mine g o ? " she i:sked. 
On which her general said, " B y George, Kli/,a, 
that's the point you are thinking of." On w Inch 
Eliza said, " N o , " and repeated " N o " a score 
of times, growing more angry as she uttered each 
denial. And she declared before II(!aven she 
did not want to go to any Court. Had she not 
refused to be presented at home, though Mrs. 
Colonel Flack went, because she did not choose 
to go to the wicked expense of a train ? And it 
was base of the general, base and mean of him 
to say so. And there was a fine scene, as I am 
given to understand; not that I was present at 
this family fight: but my informant was Mr. 
F i rmin ; and Mr. F i rmin had his information 
from a little person who, about this time, had 
got to prattle out all the secrets of her young 
iieart to h i m ; who would have jmnped off tlie 
pier-head with her hand in his if he had said 
" C o m e , " w i t h o u t his hand if he had said " G o : " 
a little person whose whole life had been changed 
—changed for a month past—changed in one 

minute, that minute wlieu .she saw Philip's fiery 
whiskers and heard his great big voice saluting 
her father among the commissioners on the quai 
before the custcmi-house. 

' Tours was, at any rate, a hundred and fifty miles 
further off than Paris from—from a city where a 
yomig gentleman lived in whom Jliss Charlotte 
Baynes felt an interest ; hence, I suppose, arose 
her delight that her parents had determined upon 
taking up their residence in the larger and nearer 
city. Besides, she owned, in the course of her art-

' less confidences to my wife, that, when together, 
mamma and aunt MacWhirter quarreled unceas
ingly ; and had once caused the old boys, the major 
and the general, to call each other out. She pre
ferred, then, to live aivay from aunt Mac. vShe 
had never had such a friend as Laura, never. 

', She had never been so liapjiy as at Boulogne, 
never. She should always love every body in 
our house, that she should, forever and ever— 
and so forth, and so forth. The ladies mee t ; 
cling together; osculations are carried round 
the whole fiimily circle, from our wondering eld
est boy, w'ho cries, " I say, hul lo! what are you 
kissing me so about?" to darling baby, crowing 

; and s]nittering unconscious in the rapturous 
' young girl's embraces. I tell yon, these two 
; women were making fools of tjiemselves, and 
I they were burning with enthusiasm for the "p re 
server" of the Baynes family, as they called 
tliat big fellow yonder, whose biograjilier I have 
aspired to be. The lazy rogue lay liaskiug in 
the glorious warmth and sunshine of early love, 
l i e would stretch his big limljs out in our gar
den ; ])our out his feelings with endless volubil
ity ; call ujion lioininum divumque voluptas, alma 
Verms; \o\\' that he had never lived or been 
ha])])y until now; declare that ho laughed pov
erty to scorn and all her i l ls ; and fume against 
his masters of the Pall Mull Gazette, because 
they declined to insert certain love verses which 
Mr. Philip now composed almost every day. 
I'oor little Charlot te! And didst thou receive 
those treasures of song; .and wonder over them, 
not perhaps comprehending them altogether; 
and lock them up in thy heart's inmost casket 
as well as in thy little desk ; and take them out 
in quiet hours, and kiss thcra, and bless Heaven 
for giving tliee such jewels ? I dare say. I 
can fancy all this without seeing it. I can 
read the little letters in the little desk without 
picking lock or breaking seal. Poor little let
ters ! Sometimes they are not spelled right, 
quite; but I don't know that the style is worse 
for that. Poor little letters! You arc flung to 
the winds sometimes and forgotten with all your 
sweet secrets and loving, artless confessions; but 
not always—no, not always. As for Philip, 
who was the most careless creature alive, and 
left all his clothes and haberdashery sprawling 
on his bedroom floor, he had at this t ime a breast
pocket stufl'ed out with paptjrs which crackled in 
the most ridiculous way. He was always look
ing down at this precious pocket, and putting 
one of his great hands over it as though he would 
guard it. The pocket did not contain bank-
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notes, vou may be sure of that. I t containeil 
documents stating that mamma's cold is better ; 
the Joneses came to tea, and Jul ia saug, etc. 
All, friend, howe\'er old you are now, however 
colli von are now, however tough, I hojjc yon, 
too, I'cnieinher how Jul ia sang, and the Joneses 
canu; to tea. 

Mr. I'hiii]) staid on week after week, declar
ing to my wife tluit site was a perfect angel for 
keeping him so long. Bunch wrote from his 
hoarding-house more and more enthusiastic re
ports about the comforts of tiie establishment. 
For Ills sake, Madame la Baronne de Smolensk 
would make unheard-of sacriliees, in order to 
accommodate the general and his distinguished 
party. Tiie balls were going to be perfectly 
splendid that winter. Tliere were several old 
Indians living near ; in fact, they coidd form a 
regidar little club. I t was agreed that Baynes 
should go and ret-onnoitre the ground. H e did 
go. Madame de Smolensk, a most elegant wo
man, had a magnilicent dinner for iiim—quite 
splendid, I give you my word, lint oidy wdiat 
they have every day. Sou]>. of course, my love; 
fisli, caj'ital wine, and, I should say, some live 
or si.K .and thirty mavle dishes. Tlie general was 
quite (!nra])tnred. Bench had put his boys to a 
famous school, wdtere they miglit " w h o p " the 
Frencli boys, and learn all the modern lan-
giiages. The little ones would dine ear ly ; the 
baroness would take tiie whole family at an as-
tonisliingly cheap rate. In a wcn'd, the Bayncs's 
eohnnu got the route for Paris sluntly before our 
familv-party was crossing the seas to return to 
London fogs and duty. 

Yiin have, no doubt, remarked how, under 
certain tender circumstances, women will help 
one another. 'J'liey help wdiere they ought not 
to hel]). Wlien Mr. Darby ought to be se])ar-
ated from i l i ss Joan, and the best thing that 
could happen for both would be a A lire de carlid 
to whip oif iMons. Darin- to the Bastile for live 
years, and an order from Iter jiarents to lock up 
ALuUnnoiselle Jeaime in a convent, some aunt, 
some relative, some jiitying female friend is sure 
to be found, wdio will give the ]iair a chance of 
meeting, and turn her head away wdiile those 
nnha|)]fy lovers are warbling eiulless good-bys 
close up to each other's ears. ]\Iy wife, I have 
said, cliose to feel this absurd sympathy for the 
young peojile about whom we have been just 
talkitig. As the day for Charlotte's departure 
drew near this wretched, misgniding matron 
would take the girl out walking into I know not 
what unfrequented by-lanes, quiet streets, ram
part-nooks, and the l ike; and la ! by the most 
singidar coincidence, Mr. Philip's hulking boots 
would assuredly come tramping after the wo
men's little feet. W h a t will you say, wdien I 
tell you that I myself, the father of the family, 
the renter of the old-fashioned house. Hue l lou-
conle, Haute Ville, Boulogne-sur-Mer—as I am 
going into my own study—am met at the thresh
old by Helen, my eldest daughter, who puts her 
little arms before the glass-door at which I was 
about to enter, and says, " Y o n must not go in 

there, pajia! Mamma says we none of us are to 
go in there." 

" A n d why, p ray?" I ask. 
"Because uncle Philij) and Charlotte are 

talking secrets there ; and nobody is to disturb 
them—Holiodi/.'" 

Upon my word, wasn't this too monstrous? 
A m I Sir Pandarus of Troy become ? A m I 
going to allow a penniless young man to steal 
awiiy the heart of a young girl who has not two
pence half-penny to her fortune? Shall I, I 
say, lend myself to this most nnjnstitiable in
trigue ? 

1 " S i r , " says my wife (we happened to have 
been bred u]) from chiUlhood together, and I 
own to have liad one or two foolish initiatory 
Hirtations before I settled down to matrimonial 
f idel i ty)—"Sir ," says she, "when yon were so 
wild—so spoony, I think is your elegant word— 
about Blanche, and used to put letters into a 
hollow ti'ce for her at home, I n.sed to see the 
letters, and I never disturbed them. These two 
people hav(! much warmer hearts, and are a 
great deal fonder of ea(di other than you and 
Blanche used to be. I should not like to separ
ate Charlotte from Philip now. I t is too late. 
Sir. She can never like any body else as she 

• likes him. If she lives to be a hundred, she will 
never forgot him. Why slionld not the poor 
thing be happy a little, while she m a y ? " 

A n old house, with :i green old court-yard 
and an ancient mossy wall, through breaks of 
wdiich I can see the roofs and gables of the quaint 
old town, the city below, the shining sea, and 
the white English cliffs beyond ; a green old 
court-yard, and a tall old stone house rising up 
in it, grown over with many a ereciier on wiiieli 
the sun casts flickering shadows ; and under the 
shadows, and through the glass of a tall gray 
window, I can just peep into a brown twilight 
jiarlor, and there I see two hazy figures by a 
table. One slim figure has brown hair, and one 
has flame-colored whiskers. Lookl a ray of sun
shine has just peered into the room, and is light
ing the wdiiskers u p ! 

" P o o r little th ing," whispers my wife, ver\-
gently. " T h e y are going away to-morrow. 
Let them have their talk out. She is crying 
her little ej es out, I am sure. Poor little Char
lo t t e : " 

AVliile my wife was pitying Miss Cliarlotte in 
this ])atlietie w.ay, and was going, I dare say, to 
have recourse to her own pocket-handkerchief, 
as I live there came a burst of laughter from 
the darkling chamber wdiere the two lovers were 
billing and cooing. First came j\Ir. Philip's 
great boom (such a roar—such a haw-haw, or 
hee-haw, I never heard any other ///-o-legged 

I anim.al perform). Then follows Miss Charlotte's 
I t inkling peal ; and jirescntly that yonng person 
I comes out into the garden, with her round face 

not bedewed with tears at all, but perfectly rosy, 
fresh, dimjiled, and good-humored. Charlotte 
gives me a little courtesy, and my wife a hand 
and a kiiul glance. They retreat through the 
open casement, twining round each other as the 
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vine docs round the window; though which is 
tlie vine and which is the window in tliis simile 
I jirctend not to say—I can't see thvougli either 
of tliem, that is tlie truth. They ]iass tlirougli 
tlie parlor, and into the street beyond, doubtless: 
and as for Mr. Philip, I presently see his head 

popped out of his window in the ujiper floor with 
his great i)ipe in his mouth. He can't "work" 
without his pipe, he says; and my wife believes 
him. Work indeed! 

Miss Charlotte paid us another little visit that 
evening, when we happened to be alone. The 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



P H I L I P . 533 

children ivere <;one to bed. The darlings! Char
lotte must po np and kiss them. J l r . Philip 
P innin wa- out. She did not seem to miss him 
in the least, nor did she make a single inquiry 
I'or hiui. Wc had Ijcen so good to her—so kind. 
How should she ever forget our groat kindness? 
.She laid been so happy—oh I so hajipy! She 
had never been so liappy before. She would 
write often and often, and Laura would write 
constanth'—wouldn't she? " Y e s , dear chi ld l" 
says my v.il'e. And now a linle more kissing, 
:fnd it is time to go home to the Tintelleries. 
What a lovely night! Indeed the moon was 
Idazing in full round in the purple heavens, and 
the stars were twinkling by myriads. 

"Good-by, dear Charlotte; happiness go with 
y o u ! " I seize her hand. I feel a paternal de
sire to kiss her fair, round face. Her sweetness, 
her lia])])iness, her artless good-humor, and gen
tleness has endeared her to us all. As for me, 
I love her witii a fatherly affection. "S tay , my 
dear!" I cry, with a ha])py gallantry. " I'll go 
home with you to the Tintelleries. ' ' 

You sliould have seen the fair round face ilicn.' 
Such a piteous expression came over i t ! She 
iookcil at my wife; and as for that Mrs. Laura 
she jiulled the tail of my coat. 

"•What di> you mean, my d e a r ? " I ask. 
" Don't go (Kit on such a dreadful night. 

Y'ou'll catch I'old !" says Laura . 
" Cold, my love!" I say. " "Why, it 's as fine 

a niglit as ever—" 
" ( J h ! yon—you stoopid.'" says Latira, and 

begins to laugh. And there goes Miss Char
lotte tripping away from us without a ivord 
ii!oreI 

I 'hilip came in about half an hour afterward. 
And do you know I very strongly suspect that 
he had been waiting round the corner. Pew 
things esca))e me, you see, when ] have a mind 
to be observant. And, certainly, if I had thought 
of that possibility, and that I might be spoiling 
sport, I sliould not have proposed to Miss Char
lotte to walk home with her. 

At a very early hour on the next morning my 
ivifo arose, and spent, in mj' o|iinion, a great 
(leal of un})roHt;d)le time, lu'cad, butter, cold beef, 
mustard and salt, in com])iling a heap of sand
wiches, which were tied ti]) in a copy of the 
J'uil ifiilt (j,:i:ftte. Tha t ]iersistence in mak
ing sandwiches, in providing cakes and other re
freshments for a Journey, is a sir.'mge infatmition 
in women; as if there was not always enough to 
eat to be had at road inns and rail\\"ay stations! 
"VYhat a good dinner we used to have at J lont-
reuil in the old da}'S, before raih^'ays were, and 
when the diligence spent four or six and twenfv' 
cheerful hours on its way to Paris ! I think the 
liuest dishes arc not to be <"om;)ared to that well-
I'enu'iuhered frieandean ol'youth, nor do wines 
of the most dainty vintage suriiass the rough, 
lionest, blue ordinaire which "was served at the 
plenteous inn-trdile. 1 took our bale of sand-
wieltes down to the office of the Messageries, 
\v'ience our friends were to start. Wo saw six 
of the Baynes fmiily packed into the interior of 

the diligence; and the boys climb cheerily into 
the roKaulc. Charlotte's pretty lips and hands 
wafted kisses to us from her corner. Mrs. Gen
eral Bayues commanded the column, pushed the 
little ones into their }(laces in the ark, ordered 
the general and young ones hither and thither 
w'ith her ]jarasol, declined to give the grumbling 
porters any but the smallest gr.atuity, and talked 
a shrieking jargon of Prench and Hindustanee 
to the peo])le assembled round the carriage. Sly 
wife has that command over me that she actual
ly made me demean myself so far as to deliver 
the sandwich parcel to one of the Uaynes hoys. 
I said, " T a k e this ," and the poor wretch held 
out his hand eagerly, evidently expecting that I 
was about to tip him with a five-franc piece or 
some such coin. Fmiettc, mclier '. The horses 
squeal. The huge machine jingles over the ro.ad, 
and rattles down the street. Parewell, pretty 
Charlotte, with your sweet face and sweet voice 
and kind eyes! But why, pray, is Mr. Pliiliii 
Pirnfiu not here to say farewell too? 

Before the diligence got under way, the Baynes 
boys had fought and quarreled, and wanted to 
mount on the imperial or cabriolet of the car
riage, ^^•hcre there was only one passenger as 
yet. ]5ut the conductor called the lads off, 
saying that the remaining j.dace was engaged by 
a gcntlennm, whom they were to take up on the 
road. And who should this turn out to be? 
Jus t outside the town a man sjirings up to the 
imperial ; his light luggage, it ajjjiears, was on 
the coach already, and that luggage belonged to 
Phil ip Pi rmin. Ah, monsieur! and that was 
the reason, was it, why they were so merry yes
terday—the parting day ? Because they were 
not going to part just then. Because, when the 
time of execution drew near, they had managed 
to smuggle a little reprieve I Upon my con
sc ience , ! never heard of such imprudence in the 
wdiole course of my life! "Why, it is starvation 

I—eertairdy misery to one and the other. " i 
! don't like to meddle in other peo])le's affairs,'' 
j I say to my wife; " b u t 1 liave no ]iatience with 
such f<"jlly, or with m^'sclf for not speaking tct 
General Baynes on the subject. 1 shall write 
to the general." 

" ^iy dear, the general knows all about i t ," 
says Charlotte's, Phili])'s (in my o])inion) most 
injudicious friend. " W e have talked .about it, 

i and, like a man of sense, the general makes 
light of it. ' Young folks will be young folks,' 
he says; ' and, by George! ma'am, when I mar
ried—I should .say, wdicn Mrs. B . ordered \xu\ 
to marry her—she had nothing, and I but my 
captain's pay. People get on, somehow. Bet
ter for a young man to marry, and keep out of 
idleness and mischief; and, I promise you, the 
chap who marries my girl gets a treasure. I 

(like the boy for llie sake of my old friend Phil 
Ringivood. I don't see that the fellows with 
the rich wives are much the happier, or that 
men should wait to marry until they are gouty 

\ old rakes.' And, it appears, the general in
stanced several oiricers of his own acquaint
ance ; some of whom had married wdjen thcv 
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were young and poor ; some who hud married 
when they were old and sulky; some who had 
never married at all. And he mentioned his 
comrade, my own uncle, tlie late Major I'eiiden-
nis, whom he called a selfisli old creature, and 
hinted that the major had jilted some lady in 
early life, whom he would have done much hot
ter to marry." 

And so Phil ip is actuallygone after liis charm
er, and is pursuing her siiit/inu dilhicnikii' The 
Baynes family has allowed this jtcnalless yoimg 
law student to make love to their daughter, to ac
company them to Paris , to appear as tlie almost 
recognized son of the house. " Other people, 
when they were youtig, wanted to make imjiru-
dent marriages," says my wife (as if that wretcli-
ed tu qnoque were any answer to my remark!) . 
" T h i s penniless law student might luive a good 
sum of money if he chose to press the Baynes 
family to ])ay hira what, after all, tliey owe 
ium." And so poor little Charlotte was to be 
her father's ransom! To be sure, little Cluirlotte 
did not object to offer herself up in i)aynient of 
her papa's debt! And though I objected as a 
moral man, and a pritdent man, and a father of 
a family, I could not be very seriously angry. 
I am secretly of the disposition of tlie time-hon
ored pcre de famille in the comedies, the irasci
ble old gentleman in the crop wig and George-
the-Second coat, who is always menacing ' -Tom 
the young dog" with his cane. When the deed 
is done, and Miranda (the little sly-hoots!) falls 
before my square-toes and shoe-buckles, and Tom 
the young dog kneels before me in his white 
ducks, and they cry out in a ])retty chorus, 
"Forg ive us, grandpapa!" I say, " W e l l , you 
rogue, boys will be boys. Take her, s irrah! Be 
happy with he r ; and, hark y e ! in this pocket-
book you will find ten thousand," etc., etc. 
Yoit all know the story : I can not help liking 
it, however old it may be. In love, somehow, 
one is pleased that young people should dare a 
little. Was not Bessy Eldou faruous as an 
economist, and Lord Eldon celebrated for wis
dom and caution? and did not J o h n Scott mar
ry Elizabeth Surtoes 'when they had scarcely 
two-pence a year between them? " O f course, 
my dear," I say to the ;)artner of my existence, 
" n o w this madcap fellow is utterly ruined, now 
is the very time he ought to marry. The ac
cepted doctrine is, that a man should spend his 
own fortune, then his wife's fortune, and then 
he may begin to get on at the bar. Philip has 
a hundred p>ounds, let us say; Charlotte has no
thing ; so that in about six weeks we may look 
to hear of Phil ip being in successful practice—" 

"Successful nonsense!" cries the lady. 
" D o n ' t go on like a cold-blooded calculating 
machine! You don't believe a word of what 
yoTi say, and a more imprudent person never 
lived than you yourself were as a young man . " 
This was departing from the question, which wo
men will do. "Nonsense ! " again says iny ro
mantic being of a partner-of-existence. "Don ' t 
tell Mi;, Sir. They w i n , be provided fm'! Are 
we to be forever taking care of the morrow, and 

not trusting that we shall be cared for? y^o7i 
may call your way of tliinking prudence. I call 
it siiifid wor/dliiH's.i, Sir." When my life-part
ner speaks in a certain strain, I know that re
monstrance is useless and argument unavailing, 
and I generally resort to cowardly subterfuges, 
and sneak out of the conversation by a pun, a 
side joke, or some other flipjiancy. Besides, in 
this case, tjrough I argue against my wife, my 
symj)atliy is on her side. I know Mr. Phil ip is 
imprudent and headstrong, but I should like him 
to succeed and be hapi)y. I own he is a scape
grace, but I W'ish him well. 

So, just as the diligence of Laffittc and Cail-
lard is clearing out of Boulogne town, tlie con
ductor causes the carriage to stoji, and a J'oung 
fellow has mounted u]) on the roof in a twink
l ing ; and the postillion say.s, " H i ! " to his 
horses, and away those squealing grays go clat
tering. And a young lady, happening to look 
out of one of the w^indows of the inte'rieur, has 
perfectly recognized the young gentleman who 
lea])ed up to the roof so n imbly; and the two 
boys who were in the rotondc would have recog
nized the gentleman, but that they were already 
eating the sandwiches \vhich my wife had pro
vided. And so the diligence goes on until it 
reaches that hill where tlie girls used to come 
and offer to sell you apiilcs; and some of the 
passengers descend and walk, and the tall young 
man on the roof jumjis down, and approaches 
the party in the interior, and a young lady cries 
out, " L a ! " and her mamma looks impenetrably 
grave, and not in the least surprised; and her 
father gives a wink of one eye, and says, " I t ' s 
him, is it, by George!" and the two boys com
ing out of the rotondc, their mouths full of sand
wich, cry out, " H u l l o ! It 's Mr. F i rmin . " 

" H o w do 3"ou do, ladies?" he says, blushing 
as red as an a])ple, and his heart thumping— 
but that may be from walking up hill. And he 
puts a hand toward the carriage-window, and a 
little hand comes out and lights on his. And 
Mrs. General Baynes, who is reading a religious 
work, looks up and says, " O h ! how do you do, 
Mr. Firmin ?" And this is the remarkable dia
logue that takes place. I t is not very wit ty; 
but Philip's tones sends a rapture into one young 
hear t ; and when he is absent, and has climbed 
up to his place in the cabriolet, the kick of his 
hoots on the roof gives tlie said young heart in
expressible comfort and consolation. Shine stars 
and moon. Shriek gray horses through the calm 
night. Snore sweetly, pa])a and mamma, in 
your corners, with your pocket-handkerchiefs tied 
round your old fronts! I suppose, under all the 
stars of heaven, there is nobody more happy than 
that child in that carriage—that wakeful girl, in 
sw'eet maiden meditation-—who has given her 
heart to the keeping of the champion wdio is so 
near her. Has he not been always their cham
pion and preserver ? Don't they owe to his gen
erosity every thing in life? One of the little 
sisters wakes wildly, and cries in tlie night, and 
Charlotte takes the child into her arms and 
soothes her. " H u s h , dear! He's there—he's 
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tlicre," sl]e \\"]us]»ei's, as she bends over the cliild. 
Notliing wrong- can hajipen witli lihu there, she 
feels. If tlie robbers were to spring out from 
yonder (hirk ])ine^, wliy, lie would Jump down, 
and they would all tiy before h im! The car
riage rolls on through slee])ing villages, and as 
the old team retires all in a halo of smoke, and 
the fresh horses eome clattering up to their pole, 
Charlotte sees a well-kno\vri white face in the 
gleam of the carriage lanterns. Through the 
long avenues, the great vehicle rolls on its 
course. The dawn jieers over the ))0])lars : the 
stars qui\'er out of sight: the sua is u{i in the 
sky, and the heaven is all in a flame. The 
night is over—the night of nights. In all the 
round world, ^^lletller lighted by stars or sun
shine, there were not two peojjle more happy 
than these had been. 

A very short time afterward, at the end of 
October, our own little sea->ide sojonra came to 
an end. That astounding bill for lirokcu glass, 
chairs, crockery, was paid. The Ijoudon steam
er takes us all on board on a beautiful, sunny 
antuinn evening, and lands us at the C'ustom-
housc Quay in the midst of a deep, dun fog, 
through which our cabs have to work their way 
over greasy ];aveinents, and bearing two loads 
of silent and terrified children. Ah, that re
turn, if but after a, fortnight's absence and holi
day! Oh, that heap of letters lying in a ghast--
ly ))ilo, and yet so clearly visible in the dim twi
light of master's s tudy! AVe cheerfully break
fast by candle-light for the first two days after 
my arrival at home, and I have the pleasure of 
cutting a jjart of my chin off because it is too 
dark to shave at nine o'clock in the morning. 

My wife can't be so unfeeling as to laugh and 
be merry liecause I have met with an accident 
which temi-iorarily disiigm-es me ? If the dun 
fog makes her jocular, she has a very queer sense 
of humor. l;>lie has a letter before her, over 
wdiich she is ]perfectly radiant. AVhcn she is 
especially pleased I can see by her face and a 
particular aninnition and aliectionateness to
ward the rest of the fiimily. On this present 
morning her face beams out of the fog-clouds. 
The room is illuminated by it, and perhaps by 
the two candles wdiich are placed one on either 
side of the m'n. The fire ci'aekles, and flames, 
and spits most cheerfully; and the sky without, 
which is of the hue of brown ]ia])er, seems to set 
off the brightness of the little interior scene. 

" A letter from Charlotte, j japa!" cries one 
little girl, with an air of consequence. " And a 
letter from uncle Philip, j^apa!" cries another; 
" a n d they like Paris so much," continues the 
little re])orter. 

" And there. Sir, didn't I tell y o u ? " cries the 
lady, handing nie over a letter. 

" J l a m n i a always told yon so." echoes the 
child, with an important nod of the head ; " a n d 
I shouldn't be surja-ised if he were to be rery 
r!r/t, should yon, nutmnui?" continues this arith
metician. 

I would not put Miss Charlotte's letter into 
jirint if I could, for do yon know that little per

son's grammar was frequently incorrect; there 
were three or four words spelled wrongly: and 
the letter was so scored aiul nnirkul with daslies 
under crrry other irurd, that it is clear to me her 
education had been tieglected; and as I am 
\-ery fond of her, I do not w ish to nnike fun of 
her. And I can't print Mr. Philiji's letter, for I 
haven't kept it. Of wdiat use keciiing letters? 
I say, )3urn, burn, burn. No hcart-jiangs. No 
re])roaches. No yesterday. Was it hajipy, or 
lni^erable? To think of it is always melan
choly. G o t o ! I dare say it is the thought of 
that fog wiiich is nniking this sentence so dis
mal. Meanwdiile there is Madam Laura 's face 
smiling out of the darkness, as jilcased as may 
be ; and no wonder, she is always happy when 
her friends are so. 

Charlotte's letter contained a full accotmt of 
the settlement of the Paynes family at Madame 
Smolensk's boarding-honse. where th.ey appear 
to have been really comfortable, and to have 
lived at a very chea]] rate. As for Mr. Philip, 
ho nuide his way to a crib, to which his artist 
friends had recommended him, on the Faubourg 
St. Gcrnwin side of the water—the Hotel Pous-

; sin, in the street of that name, wdiich lies, you 
knon', bctw^ecn the Mazarin Library and the 
Mnsee des Beanx Arts . In foimer days my 
gentleman had lived in state and bounty in the 
English hotels and quarter. Now he found 
himself very handsomely lodged for thirty francs 
per month, and with five or six ]ionnds, lie has 
repeatedly said since, he could cany through the 
montli very comfortably. I don't say, my young 
traveler, that ijou can be so lucky nowadays. 
Are we not telling a story of twenty years ago? 
Ay marry. Ere steam-coaches had begun to 
scream on French ra i l s ; and \>hen Louis Phi l 
ippe was king. 

As soon as Mr. Philip Firmin is ruined he 
must needs fall in love. In order to be near the 
beloved object, he must needs follow her to Paris, 
and give np his jiromised studies for the bar at 
h.onie; where, to do him justice, I believe the 
fellow* would never have done iuiy good. And 
he has not been in Paris a fortnight when that 
fantastic jade Fortune, wdio had seemed to Hy 
away from him, gives him a smiling look of 
recognition, as if to say, " Y o u n g gentleman, I 
have not quite done with yon." 

The good fortune was not much. Do not 
suppose that Philip suddenly drew a twenty-thou
sand pound prize in a lottery. But, being in 
much want of money, he suddenly found himself 
enabled to earn some in a way pretty easy to 
himself. 

In the first place, Phi l ip found his friends Mr. 
and Mrs. Mugford in a bewildered state in the 
midst of Paris , in wdiich city IMugford would 
never consent to have a laqmih dc placr; being 
firmly convinced to the day of his death that he 
knew the French language quite sufficiently for 
all jinrposes of conversation. Phil ip, who had 
often visited Paris before, came to the aid of his 
friends in a two-franc dining-house, which he 
freiptented for economy's sake; and they, be-
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cause they thought the hnnqiict there provided 
not only cheap but most magnificent and satis
factory. He interpreted for them, and rescued 
them from their perplexity, whatever it was. 
He treated them handsomely to cafty on the 
buUyvard, as Mugford said on returning home 
and in recounting the adventure to me. " He 
can't forget that he has been a swell; and he 
does do things like a gentleman, that F i rmin 
does. H e came back with us to our hotel— 
Meurice's," said Mr. Mugford, " and wlio should 
drive into the yard and step out of his carriage 
but Lord Ringwood—you know Lord Kingwood; 
every body knows him. As he gets out of his 
carriage—' W h a t ! is that you, Fliilip ?' says his 
lordship, giving the young fellow his hand. 
' Come and breakfost with me to-morrow morn
ing. ' And away he goes most friendly.' ' 

How came it to pass that Lord Ringwood, 
whose instinct of self-preservation was strong— 
who, I fear, was rather a selfish nobleman—and 
who, of late, as we have heard, had given orders 
to refuse Mr. Philip entrance at his door—should 
all of a sudden turn round and greet the young 
man with cordiality ? In the first place, Phil ip 
had never troubled his lordship's knocker at a l l ; 
and second, as luck would have it, on this very 
day of their meeting his lordslup had been to 
dine with that well-known Parisian resident and 
bon vivant, my Lord Viscount Trim, who had 
been governor of the Sago Islands when Colonel 
Baynes was there with his regiment, the gallant 
100th. And the general and his old West India 
governor meeting at church, my Lord Tr im 
straightway asked General Baynes to dinner, 
where Lord Ringwood was present, along witlr 
other distinguished company, whoru at present 
we need not particularize. Now it has been 
said that Philip Ringwood, my lord's brother, 
and Captain Baynes, in early youth, had been 
close friends, and that the colonel had died in 
the captain's arms. Lord Ringwood, who had 
an excellent memory wlien he cliose to use it, 
was pleased on this occasion to remember Gen
eral Baynes and his intimacy witli liis brotlierin 
old days. And of those old times tliey talked ; 
the general waxing more eloquent, I suppose, 
than his wont over Lord Trim's excellent wine. 
And in the course of conversation Pliilip was 
named, and the general, warm witli drink, ]joured 
out a most entliusiastic eulogium on liis young 
friend, and mentioned how nol)le and self-deny
ing Philip's conduct had been in liis own case. 
And perhaps Lord Ringwood was pleased at 
hearing these praises of his brother's grandson ; 
and perhaps he thouglit of old times, wdien he 
had a heart, and lie and his brotlier loved each 
other. And though he might think Phil ip Fir
min an absurd young blockhead for giving up 
any claims which he miglit have on General 
Baynes, at any rate I have no doulit Iiis lordsliip 
thought, " This boy is not likely to come begging 
money from m e ! " Hence, when he drove liack 
to his hotel on the very night after tliis dinner, 
and in the court-yard saw tiiat I'liilip Firmin, 
his brother's grandson, the heart of tlie old noble

man was smitten with a kindly sentiment, and 
he bade Phil ip to come and see him. 

I have described some of l^hilip's oddities, and 
among these was a very remarkable change in 
his appearance, which ensued very speedily after 
his ruin. I know tliat tlie greater number of 
story readers are young, and those who are ever 
so old remember that their own young days oc
curred but a very, very short w'hile ago. Don't 
you remember, most potent, grave, and reverend 
senior, when you wxre a junior, and actually 
rather pleased with new clothes? Does a new 
coat or a waistcoat cause you any pleasure now ? 
To a well-constituted middle-aged gentleman, I 
rather trust a smart new suit causes a sensation 
of uneasiness—not from the tiglitness of tlie fit, 
which may be a reason—hut fi'om the gloss and 
splendor. When my late kind friend, Mrs. , 
gave me the emerald tabinet waistcoat, witli the 
gold shamrocks, I wore it once to go to Rich
mond to dine w'ith her ; but I buttoned myself 
so closely in an upper coat that I am sure no
body in the omnibus saw wdiat a painted vest I 
had on. Gold sprigs and emerald tabinet, what 
a gorgeous ra iment ! I t has formed for ten years 
the chief ornament of my wardrobe ; and though 
I have never dared to wear it since, 1 always 
think with a secret pleasure of possessing that 
treasure. Do women, wdieu they are sixty, like 
handsome and fashionable attire, and a youthful 
appearance? Look at Lad}' Jezebel's blushing 
elicck, her raven hair, her splendid garments! 
Bu t this disijnisition may be carried to too great 
a length. I want to note a fact which lias oc
curred not seldom in my experience—that men 
who have been great dandies will often and sud
denly give up their long-accustomed splendor of 
dress, and walk about, most happy and con
tented, with the shabbiest of coats and hats. 
No. T h e majority of men are not vain about 
their dress. For instance, within a very few 
years men used to have pretty feet. See in 
what a resolute way they have kicked their pretty 
boots oif almost to a man, and wear great, thick, 
formless, comfortable walking boots, of shape 
scarcely more graceful than a tub ! 

When Phi l ip Firmin first came on the to^Ti 
there were dandies s t i l l : there were dazzling 
waistcoats of velvet and brocade, and tall stocks 
with cataracts of sat in; there were pins, studs, 
neck-chains, I know not wliat fiintastic s|'lendors 
of youth. His varnished boots grew upon for
ests of trees. He had a most resplendent sil
ver-gilt dressing-case ]iresented to him by his 
father (for wdiieh, it is true, the doctor neglect
ed to pay, leaving that duty to his son). " I t 
is a mere ceremony," said the worthy doctor, 
" a cumbrous thing you may fancy at first; but 
t.ake it about with you. I t looks well on a man 's 
dressing-table at a country house. I t jmses a 
man, you understand. I have known women 
come in and peep at it. A trifle you may say, 
my boy; but what is the use of Hinging any 
chance in life away?" Now, wluui misfortune 
( ame, young Phil ip fiung away all these mag-

j nilicent follies. H e wrapped himself virtide sad ; 
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and I am bound to say a more queer-lookinf; 
iVdlovr than friend r i i i l ip seldom walked the 
pavement of London or Paris . He could not 
wear the nap oif all his coats, or rub his elbows 
into rajis in six montlis ; l)ut, as he would say 
of himself with much simplicity, ' • ! do think I 
run to seed more (jiuckly than any fellow I ever 
knew. All my socks in holes. Sirs. Pendennis ; 
all my shirt-buttons gone, I give you my word. 
I don't know how the things hold together, and 
why they don't tumble to ])ieces. 1 suspect I : 
must have a bad laundress. ' ' Suspect! My 1 
chihlren used to laugh and crow as they sewed '. 
buttons on to him. As for the l i i t t le Sister, she 
broke into his a]iartments in his absence, and said 
that it turned her hair gray to see the state of 
his poor wardrobe. I believe that JNlrs. Brandon 
put in surreptitious linen into his drawers. He 
did not know. He wore the shirts in a content
ed spirit. The glossy Ijoots began to crack and 
then to burst, and I'hilip w<n'e them with per
fect eipumlmity. Where were the beautiful lav
ender and lemon gloves of last year ? His great 
naked hands (with which he gestieidates so 
grandly) were as brown as an Indian 's no^v. 
AVe liad liketl him heartily in his days of si>len-
dor; we loved him now in his threadbare suit. 

I can fancy the young man striding into the 
room where his lordship's guests were assendjled. 
I n the jn-esenec of groat oi- snmll, Phili]) has al-
Avays been entirely nnconcorned, and he is one 
of the half-dozen men I have seen in my life 
tipon whom rank made no impression. I t a.])-
pears that , on occasion of this breakfast, tliere 
were one or two dandies jiresent who were aghast 
at Philip's freedom of behavior. He engaged in 
conversation with a famous Prcnch s ta tesman; 
contradicted him with much energy in his own 
language; and when the statesman asked wheth
er monsieur was mombre dn Par lemenf? Phil ip 
burst into one of his roars of laughter, which al
most breaks the glasses on a table, and said, " J e 
suis journaliste, monsieur, a vos ordres!" Young 
Timbury of the embassy was aghast a t Philip's 
insolence; and Dr. Botts, his lordship's travel
ing physician, looked at him witli a terrified face. 
A bottle of claret was brought, which almost all 
the gentlemen present began to swallow, rmtil 
I 'hilip, tasting his glass, called out, "Paug l i . 
It 's corked !" " S o it is, and very badly corked," 
growls my lord, with one of his usual oaths. 
" W h y didn't some of you fellows speak? Ho 
you like corked wine?" There were gallant 
fellows round that table who would have drunk 
corked black dose, had his lordship professed 
to like senna. The old host was tickled and 
amused. " Y o u r mother was a quiet sonl, and 
your father used to bow like a dancing-master. 
Ymi ain't much like him. I dine at home most 
days. Leave word in the morning with my peo-
])le, and come ^vllen yon like, Phi l ip ," he growl
ed. A part of this ne^ •̂s I 'hi l ip narrated to ns 
in his letter, and other jjart was given verbally 
by Mr. and Sirs, Mugfn-d on their return to 
London. " I tell you. Sir," says Mugford, " h e 
has been taken by the hand by some of the t ip-

\'()i,. X X I I I . — K o . 13G.—M M 

top peoj)le, and I have booked him at three guin
eas a week for a letter to the /'all Mull Oazrtte." 

And this was the cause of my wife's exultation 
and triumljhant " D i d n ' t 1 tell yon?" I 'hilip's 
foot was on the ladder; and who so capal)le of 
mount ing to the top ? AYlicn ha])piness and a 
fond and lovely girl were waiting for him there, 
Avonld he lose heart, spare exertion, or be afraid 
to climb? H e had m) truer well-wisher than 
myself, and no friend who liked him better, 
though, I dare say, many admired hint nnicli 
more than I did. But these were women for 
the most j iar t ; and women become so absurdly 
unjust and partial to persons wdiom they love, 
when these latter are in misfortune, tb.at I am 
surprised Sir. Phi l ip did not (juite lose his head 
in his po"\'erty, with such fond flatterers and syc
ophants round him. AVould yon grudge him 
the consolation to be had from these sweet uses 
of adversity ? Many a heart would be hardened 
but for tlio memory of past griefs ; when eyes, 
nmv averted, perhaps, were full of symjiathy, 
and hands, nov/ cold, were eager to soothe and 
succor. 

RICHARD PORSON. 
OESON, Sir, is the first Greek scholar in 

England : we all yield to him. Burne r 
is the third. W h o the second is, I leave you to 
guess."—Such was the oracular response of old 
Sam Par]-, the sage of I la t ton, so famous in his 
day for ])onderous learning, tobacco-smoking, 
Whiggery, and shaggy eyebrows. I 'orson's 
claim to the chief jilace in this classical triad is 
conceded by all. Of Burney, however, and his 
"me t r i ca l commdrnms," as Butler, of Shrews
bury, used to style them, and whom Laclimann, 
in his work on choral measures, called, not very 
politely, ^^iSniuinuin litterat(6 Jh'itanuiai dedc-
ais," we must be allowed to entertain very se
rious doubts. As to the second niche in this 
temple of fame, which old " D r . Bellenden" (so 
Person nicknamed h im) evidently reserved for 
himself, tliere is no great danger of its ever be
ing filled by any bust of his. Posterity will 
judge him by his own Pindaric motto, and " the 
days that are left to come will prove," in his case 
at least, " the wisest witnesses." 

A n d so Person has a t last found a regular 
biographer.'" More fortunate in this respect than 
Bentley, he has had to wait onli/ fifty-three years, 
while the latter remained unhonored by any 
regular and connected account of his labors for 
very nearly a century. Our cousins across the 
water, with their splendidly-endowed universi
ties, and all the other appliances of scholarship, 
appear to us rather slow in writing the biogra
phies of some of their eminent linguists, and, 
even when these are at length written, we some
how or other think that their authors might have 
shown a little more ability. Monk's " L i f e of 
Bentley," for instance, is certainly rather prosy; 

* The Life of Hfchfird Pormn^ M. A.. etc. By the Rev. 
JouN SELBV AYATSON, M.A., etc. T..oiidun, ISGl. 8vo. 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED


