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is the only word to express the state he will be
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, his legs lose their
strength ; and if not thrown instantly into water
I know Le 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 fight, he can not suffer it any more than
he ¢“whose deeds are evil.” Put him 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 ostrich, hidden; then he
imagines himselfsafe. By candle, or lamp-light,
or moonlight, or sunlight, it is all the same; but
a dark night, when you can barely distinguish
any thing by the light of the stars, he is happy,
and enjoys a ramble over the moss or other 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, bat with all my
watchfulness I have never observed a semblance
even of this white fluid; and furthermore, the
pores which throw out the moisture, and which
evidently absorb it, range only along the head,
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 be easily brushed off with a camel’s-
hair pencil helow 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 incrusted 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 exndes a fluid,
as it passes along, which leaves behind lim 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 truths for
your amusement, may I hope for your instruc-
tion. Bnt 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 living 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.

THE ADVENTURES

OF PHILIP.

BY W. M. THACKERAY.

CHAPTER XVIIL

BREVIS ESSE LABORO.

EVER, General Baynes af:erward declared,

did fever come and go so pleasantly 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 mevely a lively,

pleasant chatter and rattle of the teeth; the hot
fit an agreeable warmth; and though the ensu-
ing sleep, with which I belicve sueh 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 imprudence,
pursued the good-natured gentleman! What!
this 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 were 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 very grateful, and very happy that
he had rendered other people so. He counld no
more have taken the old man’s all, and plunged
that innocent family into poverty, than he could
have stolen the forks off my table. But other
folks were disposed to rate his virtue much more
highly; and among these was my wife, who chose
positively to worship this young gentleman, and
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1 believe would have let him smeke in her draw-

ing-roont it he had been so minded, and though
in the room. )

her genteelest acquaintances were
Gouwdaess knows what a nolse and what piteous
looks are produced if ever the master of the house
chooses to indulge in o cigar after dinner;
then, you wnderstand, [ have never dec Imml to
clain mine and my children’s right because an
old gentleman would be inconvenienced: and
this is what I tell Mrs. Pen. It 1 order a coat
from my tailor must I refuse to pay him because
a rogue steals it and ought I to expect to Le let
off'?
matter-of-fact point of view ;
it is tinged with a Little romance, geis wo respeet
from them.

Bo, forsooth, becanse PPhilip has perforined
this certainly most generous, most dashing, most |
reckless picee of extrav e, he s to be held |
up as @ perfect prewr Fhe most riot-
ons dinners are ordered for him. We are to-

wait until he comes to breakfast, and he is prot- |

ty nearly always late.  The children are to be
sent round to kiss uncle Philip, as he is now
eglled.  The children? I wonder the mother
did not jump up and kiss him too.  £Ue en étuit
capubile.
between Mrs. Pendennis and her new-found |
young friend, Miss Charlotte Baynes, they were
perfeetly 1uhculm1v two school-children could |
ot have behaved more absurdly 3 and I dou't!
know which seemed to be the youngest of these
two.  There were eollognies, assignations, mect-
ings on the ramparts, on the pier, where know
I7—and the servants and little children of the
two establishments wore perpetually trotting to
and fro with letters from dearest Lnura to dear- |
est Charlotre, and dearest Charlotte to her dear-
est Mrs. Pendenais.  Why, my wife absolutely
went the length of saying th Lt dearest Charlotte’s
mother, Mrs. Baynes, was a worthy, clever wo-
man, and a g

the officers, and all the oflicers” wives; of whom,
by-the- \vm, she had very little good to tell.

A worthy mother, is she, my dear ?” T say.
“ But, oh, merey! Mrs. Bayunes would be an
awful mother-in-law 1

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

Ou this Mrs. Laura must break out in quite a
petulang tone—** Ol, how stale this kind of thing
is, Arthur, from a man g 2ot passer pour wn
homme Cesprit?  You are always attacking mo-
thers-in-law !

S Wimess Mrs. Mackenzie, my love—Clive
Newcome's mother-in-faw.  That’s a nice creat-
arc ! not selfish, not wicked, not—"

“ Not nonsense, Arthue!”

“Mrs. Baynes knew Mrs. Mackenzie in the
Woest Indies, as she kuew all the female army,
She considers Mrs. Mackenzie was a most cle-
gant, handsome, dashing woman—only a little
too fond of the admiration of our sex. There
was, I own, a fascination about Captain Goby.

but '

Women won't see matters of fact in a
i justice, unless

As for the osculations which took place |

wwoman whose tongue |
never ceased clacking abont the regiment, and all

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

¢ Oh, Avthur!  When our girls marry, Isup-
pose you will teach their husbands to abuse, and

scorn, and mistrast fheir mother-in-law.  Will
he, my darlings ? will he, my blessings " (This
apart to the children, It you pleasc.) ¢ Go! [

have no patience with such talk !”

“Well, my love, Mis. Baynes is a most agree-
able woman; and when I have heard that story
about the Highlanders at the Cape of Good Hope
a few times more’” (I do not tell it here, for it
has nothing to do with the present history), «X
dare say I shall begin to be amused by it.”
| “Ab! here comes Clurlotte, I'm glad to say.
| How pretty she is!  What a color! What a
“dear creature!”

Lo all which of course I could not say a con-

tradictory word, for a prettier, fresher lass than
\ | Miss Bavnes, with a sweeter voice, face, laugh-
s ter, it was dlﬂlLLllt to see.

¢ Why does mamua like Charlotte better than
i she likes ws 27 says our dear and justly indignant
cldest girl,

l I could not love her better if I were her
mother-in-fe,” says Laura, Tunning to her young
fricnd, easting a glance at me over her shoul-
der; and that kissing nonscuse begins betweern
"the two Iadies. o be sure the girl looks un-
commonly bright and pretty with her pink checks,
| her bnnht 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.
Philip Firmin, who has been dawdling ahout
the ramparts ever since breakfust. e says he
has bwn reading law there.  He has found a
jolly quiet place to read.  Law, has he?  And
| much good may it do him! Why has he nos
" gone back to his law, and his reviewing ?

( “You must—you must stay on a little longer.
You have only been here five days. Do, Char-
lotte, ask Philip to stay a little.’

All the children sing in a chorus, < Oh, do,
unele Philip, stay a little longer!”  Miss Baynes
says, ““1 hope you will stay, Mr. Firmin,” and
looks at him.

“Tive days has he been here? TFive years.
I Five lives.  Five hundred years.  What do yon
mean? In that little time of—let me sce, a
hundred and twenty hours, and at least a half of
thewm for sleep and diuner (for Philip’s appetite
was very fine)—do you mean that in that little
time his heart, cruelly stabbed by a previous
monster in female shape, has healed, got quite
well, and actaally begun to be wounded again ?
Iave two walks on the pier, as mauy visits to
the Tintelleries (where he hears the story of the
Highlanders at the Cape of Good Hope with re-
speettul interest), a word or two about the weath-
er, a look or two, a squcezekin, perhaps, of a
little handykin—I say, do you mecan that this
absurd young idiot, and that little round-faced
girl, pretty, certainly, but only just out of the
schiool-room —do you mean to say that they
have— Upon my word, Laura, this is too

\
|
|
i
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bad, Why, Philip has not & penny piece iu the | down the book a minute and remember. It is
world.” well remembered, isn’t it, that time?  Yes, good

‘¢ Yes, he has a hundred pounds, and expects : John Anderson and Mrs. John,  Yes, good
to sell his mare for ninety at least. He has ex-; Darby and Joan. The lips won’t tell now what
cellent talents. He can easily write three arti-' they did once.  To-day is for the happy, and to-
cles a week in the Pall Mull Gazette. I am 'morrow for the young, and yesterday, is not that
sure no one writes so well, and it is much better - dear and here too?

done and more amusing than it used to be. | I was in the company of an elderly gentle-
‘That is three hundred a year. Lord Ringwood man not very long since, who was perfectly so-
must be applied to, and must and shall get him - ber, who is not particalarly handsome, or healthy,
something. Don’t you know that Captain Baynes | or weaithy, or witty; and who, speaking of his
stood by Colonel Ringwood’s side at Busaco, and . past life, volunteered to declare that he would

that they were the closest friends? Aud pray,
how did we get on, I should like to know ?
did we get on, baby ?”

¢ How did we det on ?” says the bahy.

¢Oh, woman! woman!” yells the father of
the family. *“Why, Philip Firmin has all the
habits of a rich man with the pay of a mechanic.
Do you suppose he ever sate in a sccond-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.”

¢“ He had always a noble heart,” says my wife.
‘“He 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 giver!””

¢ He is careless; heis extravagant; heislazy;
I don’t know that he is remarkably clever—"

¢¢0h, yes! he is your friend, of course. Now,
abuse him—do, Arthur!”

“ And, pray, when did you become acquaint-
ed with this astounding piece of news?” I in-
uire.

¢ When?
I saw Charlotte looking at him, to be surc.
poor child said to me only yesterday, ¢ Oh, Lau-
ra! he is our preserver!” And their preserver
he has been, under Heaven.”

““Yes. But he has not got a five-pound
note!” I ery.

¢¢ Arthur, T am surprised at you. Oh, men,
men are awfully worldly! Do you supposc
Heaven will not send him help at its good time,
and be kind to him who has rescued so many
from ruin? Do you suppose the prayers, the
blessings of that father, of those little ones, of
that dear child, will not avail him? 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-
MOrTow.

As for making a romantic story of it, or spin-
ning out love conversations hetween Jenny and
Jessamy, or describing moonlight raptures and
passionate outpourings of two young hearts and
so forth—excuse me, %/ vous 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

From the very first moment when

Iow '

The .

: gladly live every minute of it over again. Is a
man who cau say that a hardened sinner, not
jaware how miserable -he ought to be by rights,
and therefore really in a most desperate and de-
' plorable condition; or is he fortunatus nimium,
and ought his statue to be put up in the most
splendid and crowded thoroughfare of the town ?
Would you who are reading this, for examyple,
‘like to live your life over again? What has
i been its chief joy? What are to-day’s pleas-
‘ures?  Are they so exquisite that you would
| prolong them forever?  Would you like to have
the roast beef on which you have dined brought
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—cternally
voluble?  Would you like to get on the Edin-
i burgh mail and travel 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 fo the dentist’s, where your
"dear parents were in the habit of taking you:
vou would like to be taking hot Epsom salts,
with a piece of dry bread to take away the taste:
you would like to be jilted by your first love: you
I'would like to be going in to your father to tell
him you had contracted debts to the aumount of
e U o while you were at the University. As
I consider the passionate griefs of childhood, the
- weariness and sameness of shaving, the agony
Lof corns, and the thousand other ills to which
flesh 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
land finish me.  Give me the cup of hemlock at
|once. Here’s a health to you, my lads. Don’t
“weep, my Simmias.  Be cheerful, my Pheedon.
‘Ha! I feel the co-0-old stealing, stealing up-
} ward. Now it is in my ankles—no more gout
"in my foot: mow my knces are numb. What,
is—is that poor executioner crying too? Good-
by. Sacritice a cock to AKscu—to Escula— . . .
i Iave you ever read the chapter in Grote's 1ie-
tory? Ah! When the Sacred Ship returns
. from Delos, and is telegraphed as entering into
. port, may we be at peace and ready!
{  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 wise as Socrates

} have their demons, who will be heard and whis-
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per in the queerest times and places.  Perhaps
I shall have to tell of a funcral presently, and
shall he outrageously cheertul; or of an excen-
tion, and shall split my sides with laughing.
Arrvived at my time of life, when I see a penni-
less young frieud falling in love, and thinking,
of course, of committing matrimony, what can
I do but be melancholy ? How is & man to mar-
ry who has not enough to keep ever so minia~
ture 2 brougham—ever so small a house—not
enough to keep himself, let alone a wife and fam-
ily?  Gracious powers! is it not blasphemy to
marry without titteen huudred a year?  Pover-
tv, debt, protested bills, dunz, crime, fall assar-
edly ou the wreteh who Las not iftecu—say at
once two thonsand a year; for you can't live
decently in London for less.  And a wife whom
you have miet a score of times at balls or break-
fasts, and with Lier best dresses and behavior at a
country hoase—how do you kuow how she will
turn out; what her temper is; what her rela-
tions are likely to be? Suppose she has poor
relations, or loud coarse brothers who are al-
ways dropping in to dinner?  What is her mo-
ther like? and can you bear to have that woman
meddling and domineering over vour establish-
ment?  Old General Bavnes was very well—a
weak, quiet, and presentable old man; but Mrs.
General Baynes, and that awful Mrs. Major
MacWhirter—and those hobbledehoys of bovs in
creaking shoes, hectoring about the premises?
As a man of the world I saw all these dreadful
liabilities impending over the husband of Miss
Cuarlotte Bayues, and could not view, themn
withont horror.  Gracetully and slightly, but
wittily and in my savcastic way, I thought it
my duty to show up the odiities of the Baynes
family to Philip. [ mimicked the boys, and
their clumping Blucher-boots. T touched off the
dreadful military ladies, very smartly and clev-
erly as I thought, and as if I never supposed that
Philip had any idea of Miss Baynes. To do
him justice, Lie laughed once or twice; then he
grew very red.  His sense of hmnor is very lim-
ited; that even Laura allows. “Then he came
ont with strong expression, and said it was a
eonfounded shame, and strode oft with hus cigar.
And when I remarked to my witfe how suscepti-
ble he was in some things, and how little in the
matter of joking, she shrugzed her shoulders,
and said, ¢ Philip not only wunderstood perfectly
well what I said, buat wouald tell it all to Mux,
General and Mrs. Major on the first opportuni-
ty.” Aud this was the fuet, as Mrs. Baynes took
care to tell me wfterward.  She was aware who
was her enemy.  She was aware who spoke ill
ot her and her hlessed darling behivd our backs.
And ““do you think it was to see you or any one
belonging to your stuel-up honse, Siv, that we
came to yon so often, which we certainly did,
day and night, breakfast and supper, and no
thanks to you? No, Sir! ha, ha!”
her flaunting out of my sitting-room as she
speaks with a steideut laugh, and snapping her
dingily-gloved fingers at the door.  Oh, Thilip,
Philip!  To think that you were such a coward

las to go and tell her! Dt I pardon him ; from
my heart T pity and pardon him.

For the step which he is meditating, you may
he sure that the young man himself does not
feel the smallest need of pardon or pity. 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-
petrating verse insceret, and my servants found
fragiaents of his manuseript on the dressing-table
in his bedroom.  fleart and «rt, sever and for-
cvery, and so on; what stale rhymes arve these?
I do not feel at liberty to give in entire the poem
which our maid found in Mr. Philip’s room, and
brought sniggering to my wite, who ouly said
¢ Poor thing!”  The fact is, it was too pitiable.
Sueh manicdering rubbish! - Sach stale rhiymes,
and snch old thoughts! DBut then, says Laura,
¢ [ dare say all people’s love-making is not amus-
ing to their neighbors; and I know who wrote
not very wise love-verses when he was young.”
No, I won’t publish Philip’s verses, until some
day he shall mortally offend me. I can recall
sowme of my own written under similar circum-
stances with twinges of shame, aund shall drop
a veil of decent friendship over my friend’s folly.

Under that veil, meanwhile, the young man
is perfeetly contented, nay, uproariously happy.
All earth and nature smiles round about him.
“When Jove meets his Juno, in ITomer, Sir,”
says Philip, in his lectoring way, ““don’t im-
mortal flowers of beauty spring up around them.
and rainbows of celestial hues bend over their
heads?  Love, Sir, flings » halo round the loved
one. Where she moves rise roses, hyacinths,
and ambrosial odors.  Don't talk to me about
poverty, Sir! e cither fears his fate too much
or his desevt is small, who dares not put it to
the touch and win or lose it all!  Haven's 1
endured poverty 7 Am I not as poor now as a
man can be—and what is there in it? Do I
want for any thing? Haven’t I got a guinca

I can sce!

in my pocket? Do I owe any man any thing?
Isn’t there manna in the wilderness for those
who have faith to walk in it? Thats where
you fail, Pen. By all that is sacred, you have
no faith; your heart is cowardly, Sir; and if
you are to escape, as perhaps you may, I suspeet
it is by your wife that you will be saved. Lanra
has a trust in Heaven, but Arthur's morals are
a genteel atheism.  Just reach me that clavet—
the wine’s not bad. I say your morals are a
genteel atheism, and I shudder when T 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 brongham is not a comfort, mind you;
but that, when it is & necessity, mark you, Heav-
en will provide it!  Why, Sir, hang it, look at

me!  Ain’t I suffering in the most abject pov-
erty? I ask you is there a man in London so

poor 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 widow’s cruse pour its oil



out for me? Heaven bless and reward her.
Boo!” (Here, for rcasons which need not be
named, the orator squeezes his fists into his
eyes.) ¢ I want sheltery ain’t I in good quar-;
ters? I want work; haven't I got work, and |
did you not get it for me? You should just see, ;
8ir, how I polished off that book of travels this '
morning. Iread some of the article to Char 3
to Miss ——, to some friendss in fact. I dom't
wean to say that they are very intellectual peo- |
ple, but your common humdrum average audi-
ence is the public to try. Recollect Molicre and
his housckeeper, you know.”

¢ By the housekeeper do you mean Mus.
Baynes?” I ask, in my amontilludo nmnner.‘
(By-the-way, who ever heard of amontiliado in!
the early days of which T write?) ¢ In manner
she would do, and I dare say in accomplish-
ments # but I doubt about her temper.”

“You're almost as worldly as the Twysdens,
by George, you are! Unless persons are of a cer- |
tain monde, you don’t value them. A little ad-
versity would do you good, Pen; and I heartily |
wish you might get it, except for the dear wife
and children.  You measure your morality by
May-fair standards; and if an angel unawares |
came to yon in pattens and a cotton umbrella,
you would turn away from her. You would
never have found out the Little Sister. A duch-
ess—God bless her! A creature of an imperial
generosity, and delicacy, and intrepidity, and
the finest sense of humor, but she drops her A’s
often, and how could you pardon such a crime? |
Sir, you are my better in wit and a dexterous
application of your powers; but I think, Sir,”‘
says Phil, curling the flaming mustaches, ** 1
am your superior in a certain magnanimity;
though, by Jove, old fellow, man aund boy, you
have always been one of the best fellows in the :
world to P. F.; one of the best fellows, and the‘
most genevous, and the 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 “Papa was laughing, and uncle Philip
was flinging his hands about and pulling his |
beard off,” said the little messenger.

¢ shall keep a fine lock of it for you, Nelly,
my dear,” says uncle Philip. On which the!
child said, “Oh no! I know whom you'll give
it to, don’t I, mamma?” and she goes up to her
mamma, and whispers.

Miss Nelly knows? At what age do those |
little mateh-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, L believe, coguetted while she was yet a
baby in arms, over her nurse’s shoulder, Before
she could speak she could be proud of her new f
vermilion shoes, and would point out the charms
of her blue sash. She was jealous in the nurs-
cry, and her little heart had beat for ycars and
years before she left off pinaiores.

For whom will Philip keep a lock of that red,
red gold which curls round his face? Can you
guess P Of what color is the hair in that little |
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locket which the gentleman himself occultly
wears? A few months ago, I believe, a pale
straw-colored wisp of hair 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 preity face, and
tumbles in clusters on her neek, very nearly the
color of Mrs. Paynter’s this last season. So,
you see, we chop and we change: straw gives
place to chestnut, and chestnut is succeeded by
chony ; and for our own parts, we defy time;
and if you want a lock of my hair, Belinda, take

i this pair of seissors, and lvok in that cupboard,

in the band-box marked No. 8, and cut off a
thick glossy piece, darling, and wear it, dear,
and my blessings go with thee! What is this?
Am 1 sueering because Corydon and Phillis are
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 appear to you and me as lookers-on.
would he to describe the most dreary farce, to
chronicle the most tautological twaddle. To
take a note of sighs, hand-squeczes, looks at the
moon, and so forth—does this business hecome
our dignity as historians? Come away from
those foolish young people —they don's want
us; and dreary as their farce js, and tautologic-
al as their twaddle, you may be sure it amusecs
them, and that they are bappy enongh withont
us. Happy? Is there any happiness like it,
pray?  Was it not rapture to watch the messen-
wer, to, scize the note, and fee the bearer ?—to
retire out of sight of all prying eyes and read:
¢ Dearest] Mamma's cold is better this morn-
ing. 'Fhe Joncses came to tea, and Julia sang.
I did not enjoy it, as my dear was at his horrid
dinner, where I hope he amused himself, Send
me a word by Dattles, who brings this, if only
to say you are your Louisa’s own, own,” ete.,
cte., ete.  That unsed to be the kind of thing.
In such coy lines artless Innocence used to whis-
per its little vows.  So she used to smiles so
she used to warble; so she used to prastle.
Young people, at present engaged in the pretty
sport, be assured your middle-aged parents have
played the game, and remember the rules of it.
Yes, under papa’s bow-window of a waisteoat is
a heart which took very violent exercise when
that waist was slim.  Now he sits tranquilly in
his tent, and watches the lads going in for their
innings.  Why, look at grandmamma in her
spectacles reading that sermon.  In her old
heart there is a corner as romantic still as when
she used to read the “Wild Irish Girl” or the
¢ Scottish Chiefs” in the days of her misshood.
And as for your grandfather, my dears, to sec
him now you would little suppose that that calm,
polished, dear old gentleman was once as wild
—as wild as Orson.......Under my windows, as
I write, there passes an itinerant flower-mer-
chant. He has his roses and geraniums on a
cart drawn by a quadruped—a little long-eared
quadraped, which lifts up its voice, and sings
after its manner.  When I was young, donkeys



used to bray preciscly in the same way; and
others will heehaw so when we are silent and
our cars hear no more.

et

’

CIIAPTER XVIIL
DRUM IST’S SO WOIL MIR IN DER WELT.

Oun new friends lived for a while contented-
ly enongh at Boulogne, 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 commanding officer over
the general.  She ordered his clothes for him,
tied his neckeloth into a neat bow, and, on tea-
party evenings, pinned his brooch into his shirt-
frill.  She gave him to wnderstand when he had
had cnough to eat or drink at dinner, and ex- |
plained, with great frankness, how this or that |
dish did not agree with him.  If he was disposed
to exceed, she would eall out, in a loud voice,
“ Remember, general, what you took this morn- |
ing!” Inowing his constitution, as she said,
she knew the remedies which were necessary for
her husband, and administered them to him with
great liberalit Resistance was impossible, as'!
the veteran officer acknowledged.  “The boys
have fought about the medicine since we came
home,” he contessed, ““but she has me under
her thumb, by George.  She really is a magnifi-
cent physician now. She has got some inval-
uable preseriptions, and in India she used to
doctor the whole station.”  She would have !
taken the present writer's little household under |
her care, and proposed several remedies for m)"
children, until their alarmed mother was obliged
to keep them out of her sight. I am not saying |
this was an agreeable woman., Her voice was ‘
foud and harsh,  The anccdotes which she was
torever narrating related to military personages
in foreign countries with whom I was unae-!
quainted, and whose history failed to interest
me. She took her wine with much spirit while ‘
engaged in this prattle. T have heard talk not
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less foolish in much finer company, and known
people delighted to listen to anecdotes of the
duchess and the marchioness who would yawn
over the history of Captain Jones’s quarrels with
his lady, or Mrs., Major Wolfe’s mounstrous flirt-
ations with young Lnsign Kyd., My wife, with
the mischievousness of her sex, would mimic
the Baynes’'s conversation very drolly, but al-
ways insisted that she was not more really vul-
gar than many much greater persons.

Tor all this, Mrs, General Baynes did not

i hesitate to declare that we were *“ stuck-up” peo-

ple; and from the very first setting eyes on us
she declared that she viewed us with a constant
darkling suspicion. Mrs. P. was a harmless,
washed-out creature with nothing in her.  As
for that high and mighty Mr. P. and /is airs,
she would be glad to know whether the wife of a
British general officer who had seen service in
every part of the globe, and met the most disiin-
quished governors, generals, and their ladies,
several of whom were noblemen—she wounld be

i glad to know whether such people were not good

enough for, ete., ete.  'Who has not met with
these difficulties in life, and who can esecape
them? ¢“Ilang it, Sir,” Phil would say, twirl-
ing the red mustaches, “I like to be hated by
some fellows;” and it must be owned that My,
Philip gorwhat heliked.  Isuppose Mr. Philip's
friend and biographer had something of the same
fecling. At any rate, in regard of this lady the
hypocerisy of politeness was very hard to keep
up; wanting us for reasons of her own, she
covered the dagger with which she would have
stabbed us: but we knew it was there clenched
in her skinny hand in her meagre pocket. She

would pay 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 clutching them
in her lean arms with a jealous strain. It was
“ Good-by, darling! I shall leave you here with
your friends. Oh, how kind you are to her,
Mrs. Pendennis!  IHow 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 was now in Europe
with Bunch and their children, who were resid-
ing at Paris for the young folks’ education. At
first, as we have heard, Mrs. Baynes’s predilec-
tions had been all for 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 the French capital,
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 the course of conversation,
Colonel Bunch deseribed a ball at the Tuileries,
where he and Mrs, B, had been reccived with
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the most flattering politeness by the royal family,
it was remarked that Mrs. Baynes’s mind undor-
went a change. When Bunch went on to aver
that the balls at Government ITouse at Calcutta
were nothing compared to those at the Tuileries
or the Prefecture of the Seine; that the English
were invited and respected every where; that
the embassador was most hospitable; that the
clergymen were admirable; and that at their
boarding-house, kept by Madame Ia Géndrale

Baronne de Smolensk, at the Petit Chateau:

d’Espagune, Avenue de Valmy, Champs Elysées,
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 children—1I say,
Mrs. Baynes was very greatly moved.  ¢“It is

not,” she said, “in consequence of the balls at '
the embassador’s or the Tuileries, for I am an

old woman ; aund in spite of what you say, colo-
nel, I can’t fancy, after Government IHouse, any
thing more magnificent in any French palace.
It is not for me, goodness knows, I speak: but
the children should have education, and my

minute, that iminute when she saw Philip’s fiery
"whiskers and heard his great big voice saluting
“her father among the commissioners on the quai
i before the custom-house.
Tours was, at any rate, 2 hundred and fifty miles
. further off than Paris from—from a city where a
| young gentleman lived in whom Miss 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 cansed the old boyg, the major
and the general, to call cach other out.  She pre-
terred, then, to live away from aunt Mac, She
had never had such a friend as Laura, never.
She had never been so happy as at Boulogne,
never.  She should always love every body in
iom‘ house, that she should, forever and ever—
rand so forth, and so forth. The ladies meet;
i cling together; osculations are carried round
i the whole tamily circle, from our wondering eld-
est boy, who cries, ““Isay, hullo! what are you

Charlotte an entrée into the world; and what @ kissing me so about ?” to darling baby, crowing
you say of the invaluable clergyman, Mr. X——, : and sputtering unconscious in the rapturous
1 have been thinking of it all night; but above ' young girl’s embraces. I tell you, these two
all, above all, of the chances of education for my ‘ women were making fools of themselves, and
darlings. Nothing should give way to that— | they were burning with enthusiasm for the *pre-
pothing!”  On this a long and delightful con- | scrver” of the Baynes family, as they called
versation and calenlation took place. Bunch | that big fellow yonder, whose biographer I have
produced his bills at the Baroness de Smolensk’s, | aspired to be.  The lazy rogue lay hasking in
The two gentlemen jotted up accounts, and made | the glorious warmth and sunshine of early love.
calculations all through the evening. It was ‘ IIe would stretch his big limbs out in our gar-

hard even for Mrs. Baynes to force the figures into .

such a shape as to make them accord with the

general's income; but, driven away by one caleu- |

lation after another, she returned again and again
to the charge, until she overcame the stubborn ar-
ithmetical difficultics, and the pounds, shillings,
and pence lay prostrate before her.
save upon this point; they could screw upon that ;
they must make a sacrifice to educate the chil-
dren. ¢“ Sarah Bunch and her girls go to Court,
indeed! Why shouldn’t mine go?” she asked.
On which her general said, “By George, Lliza,
that’s the point you are thinkingof.”  On which
Eliza said, “No,” and repeated ¢ No” a score
of times, growing more angry as she uttered each
denial. And she declared before Ileaven she
did not want to go to any Court. Iad 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.
given to understand ; not that I was present at
this family fight: but my informant was Mr.
Firmin; and Mr. Firmin had his information

from a little person who, about this time, had

got to prattle out all the secrets of her voung
heart to him; who would have jumped oft the
pier-head with her hand in his if' he had said
¢ Corme,” without his hand if he had said “ Go:”
a little person whose whole life had been changed
—changed for a month past—changed in one

They could -

And there was a fine scene, as Lam |

den; pour out his feclings with endless volubil-
ity ; call upon hominum divumque voluptas, alma
Venus ; vow that he had never lived or been
_happy until now; declare that he laughed pov-
erty to scorn and all her ills; 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.
Poor little Charlotte! 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 ount
in quiet hours, and kiss them, and bless Heaven
for giving thee such jewels? I dare say. I
can fancy all this without sccing it. 1 can
read the little letters in the little desk without
picking lock or breaking seal. Poor little let-
ters!  Sometimes they arc mot spelled right,
quite; but I don’t know that the style is worse
for that. Poor little letters! You are flung to
the winds sometimes and forgotten with all your
| sweet seerets and Joving, artless confessions; but
inot always—mno, not always. As for Philip,
who was the most careless ereature alive, and
left all his clothes and haberdashery sprawling
" on his bedroom floor, he had at this time a breast-
' pocket stuffed out with papers which crackled in
the most ridienlons way. e was always look-
ing down at thix precions pocket, and putting
one of his great hands over it as though he would
The pocket did mot contain bank-

| d 3
| guard it.
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notes, vou may be sure of that. It contained

|

there, papa!  Mamma says we none of us are to

documents stating that mamma’s cold is better; - go in there.”

the Joneses came to tea, and Julia sang, ete,
Ab, friend, however old you ave now, however

“And why, pray ?” I ask.
¢ Beeause uncle Philip and Charlotte are

colil vou are now, however tongh, I hope you, ; talking secrets there; and nobody is to disturb
too, remember how Julia sang, and the Joneses | them—nobady I

came to tea.

Mr. Philip staid on weck after week, declar-
ing to my wife that she was a perfect angel for
keeping him so long.  Bunch wrote from his
Loarding-liouse mare and more enthusiastic re-
ports about the cowforts of the cstablishment,
For his sake, Madame la Baronne de Smolensk
wouldl make unheard-of sacrifices, in order to
accommodate the general and his distinguished
party.  The badls were golug to be perfectly
splendid that winter.  There were several old
Indians living near; in fact, they could form a
regular little elnb. It was agreed that Baynes
shonld go and reconnoitre the gronnd, e did
so. Madame de Smolensk, a most clegant wo-
man, hud a magnificent dinner for him—quaite
splendid, I give you my word, but only what
they have every day,  Soup, of conrse, my love;
fish, capital wine, aud, T should say, some five
or six and thirty made dishes.  The general was
quite enraptured.  Bunch had put his boys to a
famous school, where they might ““whop” the
French bors, and learn all the modern lan-
euages.  The little ones would dine early; the
baroyess would take the whole family at an as-
tonixhiugly cheap rate.  Ima word, the Bayn
columu got the route for Paris shortly before our
family-party was eic
London fogs and duty.

You have, no doubt, remarked how, under
certain tender cireumstances, wowen will help
one auother.  Lhey help where they ought not
to help.  When My, Darby ought to Le separ-
ated from Miss Joan, and the best thing that
conld happen for both would be a & tire de cachet
to whip off Mons. Darby to the Dastile for five

vears, and an order from her parents to lock up

!
i
|

Mademoiselle Jeanne in a convent, some aunt,

some relative, some pitying female friend is sure
to be found, who will give the pair a chance of
meeting, and turn her head away while those
unhappy lovers are warbling endless good-bys
close up to each other’s ears. My wife, I have
said, chose to feel this absurd sympathy for the
young people about whom we have heen just
talkinz.  As the day for Charlotte’s departnre
drew near this wretched, misguiding matron
would take the girl out walking into I know not
what unfrequented by-lanes, quict streets, ram-
part-nooks, aud the like; and Ia! by the most
' singular coincidence, Mr. Philip’s hulking boots

would assuredly come tramping after the wo-

men’s little fect.  What will you say, when I
tell you that I myself, the father of the family,
the renter of the old-fushioned house, Rue Rou-
cotle, Haute Ville, Boulogne-sur-Mer—as T 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, “ You must not go in

Upon my word, wasn't this too mounstrous?
Am I Sir Pandarus of Iroy become? Am I
going to allow a penniless young man to steal
away the heart of a young girl who has not two-
pence halt-penny to her fortune? Shall I, I
say, lend myself to this most unjustifiable in-
trigue ?

“8ir,” says my wife (we happencd to have
been bred up from childhood together, and X
own to have had one or two foolish initiatory
flirtations hefore T settled down to matrimonial
fidelity)—*¢ 8ir,” says she, * when you were so
wild—so spoony, I think is your elegant word—
about Blanche, and nsed to put letrers into a
hollow tree for her at home, I nsed to see the
letters, and I never disturbed them.  These twe
people have much warmer hearts, and are a
great deal fonder of each other than you and
Blanche used to be. I should not like to separ-
ate Charlotte from Philip now. It i3 too late,
Sir.  She can never like any body else as she
likes him.  If she lives to be a hundred, she will
never forget him.  Why should not the poor
thing be happy a little, while she may?”

An old house, with a green old court-yard
and an ancient mossy wall, through breaks of

" which I can see the roofs and gables of the quaint
sing the seas to return to |

old town, the city below, the shining sea, and
the white English cliffs beyond; a green old
court-yard, and a tall old stone hounse rising up
in it, grown over with many a creeper on which
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
parlor, and there I see two hazy fignres by a
table.  One slim figare has brown hair, and one
has flame-colored whizkers. Look! a ray of sun-
shine has just peered into the roony, and is light-
ing the whiskers up!

“Poor lirtle thing,” whispers my wife, very
gently.  “ They are going away to-morrow.
Let them lave their talk out.  She is crving
her little eyes out, I am sure. Poor little Char-
lotte!”

While my wife was pitying Miss Charlotte in
this pathetic way, and was going, I dare say, to
have recourse to her own pocket-liandkerchict,
as I live there came a burst of laughter from
the darkling chamber where the two lovers were
billing aml cooing.  First came Mr. Philip’s
great boom (such a roar—such a haw-haw, or
hee-haw, I never heard any other tin-legged
animal perform). Then tollows Miss Charlotte’s
tinkling peal; and presently that young person
comes out into the garden, with her round face
not hbedewed with tears at all, but perfectly rosy,
fresh, dimpled, and good-humored. Charlotte
gives me a little courtesy, and my wife a hand
and a kind glance.  'They retreat through the
open casement, twining round each other as the
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CILARLOTTE'S CONVOY.

vine does round the window; though which is{ popped out of his window in the upper floor with
the vine and which is the window in this simile | his great pipe in his mouth., He can’t ¢ work”
I pretend not to say—I can't see through either | without his pipe, he says; and my wife believes
of them, that is the truth. ‘They pass throngh | him.  Work indeed!

the parlor, and into the street beyond, doubtless: Miss Charlotte paid us another little visit that
and as for Mr. Philip, I presently see 4is head | evening, when we happened to be alone.  The
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children were gone to bed. The darlings! Char-
lotte must go up and kiss them. My, Philip
Tfirmin waz out.  She did not scems to miss him
in the least, nor did she make a single inquiry
for him. We had been so good to her—so kind.
ITow should she over forget our great kindness?
She had been so happy—oh! so happy! She
had never been so happy before.  sShe would
write often and often, and Laura would write
constantly—wouldn’t she? ¢ Yes, dear child!”
says my wife.  And now a linle more kissing,
dud it is time to go heme to the Tintelleries.
What a lovely night! Indeed the moon was

blazing in tull round in the purple heavens, and |

the stars were twinkling by myriads.

“¢GGood-by, dear Charlotte; happiness go with
vou!” I seize her hand. I feel a paternal de-
sire to kiss her fair, round face. Her sweetness
her happiness, lier artless good-humor, and gen-
tleness has endeared her to us all.  Ag for me,
I love her with o fatherly atfection.  ¢“Stay, my
dear!” I ery, with a happy galiantry, ¢ I'll go
home with vou to the Tintelleries.”

You should have seen the fair round face then!
Such a piteous expression came over it!  She
looked at my wife; and as for that Mrs. Laura
she pulled the tail of my coat.

“What do you mean, my dear 27 T ask,

“Pon’t go out on such a dreadful night.
You'll eatch cold!” says Laura.

¢ Cold, my love!” Isay. ““Why,it’s as fine
a night as ever—"

“Oh! you—you stoopid!” says Laura, and
begins to langh,
lotte tripping away from us without a word
more!

Ihilip came in about half an hour afterward.
And do yvou know I very strongly suspect that
he had been waiting round the corner.  Few
things escape we, you see, when I have a mind
to be observant.  And, certainly, it I had thought
of that possibiliry, and that I might be spoiling
sport, I should not have proposed to Miss Char-
lotte to walk home with Ler,

At a very carly hour on the next morning my
wife arose, and spent, in my opinion, a great
deal of unprotitable time, hread, butter, cold beef,
mustard and salt, in compiling a heap of sand-
wiches, which were tied up in a copy of the
Lull Mall Gazette. That persistence in mak-
ing sandwiches, in providing cakes and other re-
freshments for a jonrney, is o strange infatuation
in women; as it there was not always enough to
cat to be had at road inns and railway stations!
What a good dinner we used to have at Mont-
renil in the old days, before railways were, and
when the diligence spent four or six and twenty
cheerful hours on its way to Paris! I think the
iinest dishies wre not to be compared to that well-
remewmbered fricandean of yourh, nor do wines
of the most dainty vintage surpass the rough,
honest, blue ordinaire which was scrved at the
plenteous inn-tuble. I took our bale of sand-
wiches down to the office of the Messageries,
whenee our friends were to start, We saw six
of the Baynes fumily packed into the interior of

And there goes Miss Char- |

the diligence; and the hoys climb cheerily into
the rotonde. harlotte’s pretty lips and hands
wafted kisses to us from her corner.  Mrs. Gen-
eral Bavnes commanded the column, pushed the
little ones into their places in the ark, ordered
the general and young ones hither and thither
with her parasol, declined to give the grumbling
porters any but the smallest gratuity, and talked
a shricking jargon of French and llindustanee
to the people assembled round the carriage. My
wife has that command over me that she actual-
Iy made me demecan myself so far as to deliver
| the sandwich parcel to one of the Baynes boys.
I suid, **Take 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.  Fouette, cocher! The horses
squeal. The huge machine jingles over the road,
and rattles down the street, Farewell, pretty
| Charlotte, with your sweet face and sweet voiee
and Kind eves!  But why, pray, is Mr. DPhilip
Firniin not here to say farewell too?

Betfore the diligence got under way, the Baynes
boys had fought and quarreled, and wanted to
mount on the imperial or eabriolet of the car-
riage, where there was only one passenger as
vet.  But the conductor called the lads off,
saying that the remaining place was engaged by
a gentlenan, whom they were to take up on the
road. And who should this turn out to he?
Just outside the town a man springs up to the
imperial ; his light luggage, it appears, was on
i the coach already, and that luggage belonged to
Philip Firmin, Al, monsieur! and that was
the reason, was it, why they were so metry 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!  Upon my con-
science, I never heard of such imprudence in the
whole course of my life!  Why, it is starvation
—certainly misery to one and the other. 1
don’t like to meddle in other people’s aflairs,”
I say to my wife; “but 1 have no patience with
such folly, or with myself for not speaking to
General Baynes on the subject. I shall write
to the general.”

¢ My dear, the general knows all about it,"
says Charlotte’s, Philip’s (in my opinion) most
injudicious friend.  ¢*'We have talked about it,
iand, like a man of sense, the general makes
Tight of it. ¢ Young folks will he yonng folks,’
he says; ‘and, by George! ma’am, when I mar-
ried—1 should say, when Mrs. B. ordered me
to marry her—she had nothing, and 1 but my
ccaptain’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. 1
i ike the hoy for the sake of my old friend Phil
| Ringwood. I don’t sce that the fellows with
the rich wives are much the happicr, or that
men should wait to marry until they are gouty
cold rakes.” And, it appears, the general in-

acquaint-

istanced several officers of his own
| ance; some of whom had married when they
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were young and poor; some who had married
when they were old and sulky; some who had i
never married at all. And he mentioned his ;
comrade, my own uncle, the late Major Penden- -
nis, whom he called a sclfish old creature, and
hinted that the major had jilted some lady in |
early life, whom he would have done much bet-
ter to marry.”

And so Philipis actually gone after his charm- |
er, and is pursuing her summd diliyentiay  The
Baynes family has allowed this penniless young
law student to make love to their daughter; to ac-
company them to Paris, to appear as the almost
recognized son of the house. ¢ Other people,
when they were youug, wanted to make impru-
dent marriages,” says my wife (as if that wretch- |
ed tu quoque were any answer to my remark!).
¢ This penniless law student might have a good
sum of money if he chose to press the Baynes:
thmily to pay him what, after all, they owe
kim.” And so poor little Charlotte was to be
her father’s ransom! To be sure, little Charlotte
did not ohject to offer herself up in payment of
her papa’s debt! And though I objected as a
moral man, and a prudent man, and a father of
a family, I could not be very seriously angry.
I am secretly of the disposition of the time-hon-
ored pere de fumille in the comedies, the irasei-
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-boots!) 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 pretty chorus,
¢ Forgive us, grandpapa!” 1 say, ¢“Well, you:
rogue, boys will be boys. Take her, sirrah! Be
happy with her; and, hark ye! in this pocket-
book you will find ten thousand,” etc., ete.
You 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 famous as an
economist, and Lord Ildon celebrated for wis-
dom and caution? and did not John Scott mar-
ry Elizabeth Surtees when they had scarcely
two-pence a year between them? ¢ Of course,
my dear,” I say to the partner of my existence,
“now this madeap fellow is utterly ruined, now
is the very time he ought to marry. The ac-
cepted doctrine is, that 2 man shounld spend his
own fortune, then his wifce's fortune, and then
he may begin to get on at the bar. Philip has
a hundred pounds, let us say ; Charlotte has no-
thing; so that in about six weeks we may look
to hear of Philip being in sueccessful practice—"

¢ Successful nonsense !” cries the lady.
“Pon’t go on like a cold-blooded caleulating
machine! You don’t believe a word of what
you 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. “Nounsense!” again says my ro-
mantic being of a partner-of-existence.  “Don't |
tell mx, Sir. They wiLw be provided for! Ave:
we to be forever taking care of the morrow, and ‘

i
;

not trusting that we shall be cared for? You
may call your way of thinking prudence. I call
it sinful worldliness, 8ir.”  When my life-part-
ner speaks in a certain strain, I know that re-
monstrance is uscless 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 flippancy.  Besides, in
this case, though I argue against my wife, my
sympathy is on her side. I know Mr. Philip is
imprudent and headstrong, but I should like him
to succeed and be happy. T own he is a scape-
grace, but I wish him well.

So, just as the diligence of Laffitte and Cail-
lard is clearing out of Boulogne town, the con-
ductor causes the carriage to stop, and a young
fellow has monnted np on the roof in a twink-
ling; and the postillion says, ““Ii!” to his
horses, and away those squealing grays go clat-
tering.  And a young lady, happening to look
out of one of the windows of the intéricur, has
perfectly rccognized the young gentleman who
leaped up to the roof so nimbly; and the two
boys who were in the rotonde would have recog-
nized the gentleman, but that they were already

i eating the sandwiches which my wife had pro-

vided. And so the diligence goes on until it
reaches that hill where the girls used to come
and offer to sell you apples; and some of the
passengers descend and walk, and the tall young
man on the roof jumps down, and approaches
the party in-the interior, and a voung lady eries
out, “‘La!” and her mamma looks impenetrably
grave, and not in the least surprised; and her
father gives a wink of one eye, and says, *‘It’s
him, is it, by George!” and the two boys com-
ing out of the rotonde, their mouths full of sand-
wich, cry out, ¢ Hullo! It's Mr. Firmin.”

“ How do you do, ladies ?” he says, blushing
as red as an apple, 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, “Oh! how do you do,
Mr. Firmin ?”  And this is the remarkable dia-
logue that takes place. It is not very witty;
but Philip’s tones sends a rapture into one young
heart; and when he is absent, and has elimbed
up to his place in the cabriolet, the kick of his
boots on the roof gives the said young heart in-
expressible comfort and consolation.  Shine stars
and moon. Shrick gray horses through the calm
night. Snore sweetly, papa 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
sweet maiden meditation—who has given her
heart to the keeping of the champion who is so
near her.  Has he not been always their cham-
pion and preserver?  Don’t they owe to his gen-
crosity every thing in life?  One of the little
sisters wakes wildly, and cries in the night, and
Charlotte takes the child into her arms and
soothes her, * Iush, dear! IIc's there—he’s
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there,” she whispers, as she bends over the child.
Nothing wrong can happen with i there, she
foels.  If the robbers were to spring out from
yonder dark pines, why, he wounld jump down,
and they would «ll fiy before him!  The car-
riage rolls on through sleeping villages, and as
the old team retires all in a halo of smoke, and
the fresh horses come clattering up to their pole,
Charlotte sees a well-known white face in the
gleam of the earriage lanterns,  Through the
long avenues, the great vehicle rolls on its
course. The dawn peers over the poplars: the
stars quiver out of sight: the sun is up in the
sky, and the lieaven is all in a flame.  The
night is over—the night of nights.  In all the
round world, whether lighted by stars or sun-
shine, there were not twe people more happy
than these had been.

A very short time afterward, at the end of
October, our own little sea-side sojourn came to
an end.  That astounding bill tor roken glass,
chairs, erockery, was paid.  L'le London steamn-
er takes us all on board on a beautiful, sunny
autumn evening, and lands us at the Custom-
bouse Quay in the midst of a deep, dun fog,
through which our cabs have to work their way
over greasy pavements, and bearing two loads
of silent and terrificd children.  Ah, that re-
turn, it but after a fortnight’s absence and holi-
day!
1y pile, and yet so clearly visible in the dim twi-
light of master’s study!  We cheerfully break-
fast by candle-light for the first two days after
my arrival at home, and I have the pleasure of
cutting a part of my chin oft beeause it is too
dark to shave at nine o’clock in the morning.

My wite can’t be so unfeeling as to laugh and
be merry hecanse I have met with an accident
which temporarily disfigures me? If the dun
fog makes her joenlar, she Lias a very queer sense
of humor. She has a lefter before her, over
which she is perfectly radiant.  When she is
espeelally pleased T can see by her face and a
particular animation and aficetionateness to-
ward the rest of the family.  On this present

morning her face beams out of the fog-clouds. |

The room is illuminated by it, and perhaps by
the two candles which are placed one on either
side of the wrn,  The fire erackles, and flames,
and spits most cheerfully 5 and the sky without,
which is of the hue of brown paper, seems to sct
off the brightness of the little interior scene.

<A letter from Chatlotte, papa!” crics one

little girl, with au air of consequence.  ““Anda
lotter from uncle Philip, papal!™ crics another;
cand they like Paris so much,” continues the
little reporter,

¢ And there, Sir, didn’t T tell you?” eries the
lady, handing me over a letter.

¢ Aamma always told von so0,” echoes the
child, with an important nod of the head; ““and
[ shonldn't be surprised if he weve to be very
rich, should you, manuna?” continues this arith-
metician.

I would not put Miss Charlotte’s letter into
print if I could, for do you know that little per-

Oh, that heap of letters lving in a ghast-

son’s grammar was frequently incorrect; there
were three or four words spelled wrongly; and
the letter was so scored and marled with dashes
under crery other word, that it is clear to me her
education had been neglected; aud as I am
very toud of her, I do not wish to make fun of
her.  And I can’t print Mr. Philip’s letter, for I
haven't kept it.  Of what use keeping letters?
I suy, Burn, burn, burn.  No heart-pangs.  No
reproaches,  No yesterday.,  Was it happy, or
miserable?  To think of it is always melan-
choly.  Goto! I dare say it is the thought of
that fog which is making this sentence so dis-
mal.  Mcanwhile there is Madam Laura’s face
smiling out of the darkness, as pleased as may
be; and no wonder, she is always happy when
her friends are so.

Charlotte’s letter contained a full account of
the settlement of the Baynes family at Madame
Smolensk’s boarding-house, where they appear
to have been really comfortable, and to have
lived at o very cheap rate.  As for Mr, 'Lilip,
he made his way to a crib, to which his artist
friends had recommended him, on the Faubourg
St. Germain side of the water—the Ilotel Pous-
sin, in the strect of that name, which lies, you
know, between the Mazarin Library and the
Musde des Beaux Arts,  In former days my
gentleman had lived in state and bounty in the
English lLotels and quarter,  Now he found
himsclf very handsomely lodged for thirty franes
per montl, and with five or six pounds, he has
repeatedly said since, he could carry through the
month very comfortably. I don’t say, my young
traveler, that youw 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 Freneh rails 3 and when Louis Phil-
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 up his promised studies for the bar at
home; where, to do him justice, T believe the
fellow would never have done auy good.  And
he has not been in Paris a fortnight when that
fantastic jade Fortune, who had scemed to fly
away from him, gives him a smiling look of
“recognition, as if to say, ¢* Young gentleman, 1
i have not quite done with you,”

The good fortune was not much. Do not
snppose that Philip snddenly drew a twenty-thon.
sand pound prize in a lottery.  But, being in
much waut of money, he suddenly found himselt
enabled to earn some in o way pretty easy to
himself.

In the first place, Thilip found his friends Mr.
and Mrs. Mugford in a hewildered state in the
imidst of Paris, in which eity Mugford wonld
never consent to have a loquais de place, being

firmly convinced to the day of his death that he
knew the French language quite sufficiently for
all purposes of conversation.  Philip, who had
roften visited Paris before, came to the aid of his
friends in a two-franc dining-house, which he
‘freqn(:nted for economy’s sake; and they, be-
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cause they thought the banquet 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 caffy on the
bullyvard, 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 Firmin
does. He came back with us to our hotel—
Meurice’s,” said Mr. Mugford, ¢ and who should
drive into the yard and step out of his carriage
but Lord Ringwood—you know Lord Ringwood ;
every body knows him. As he gets out of his
carriage—¢ What ! is that you, Philip?’ says his
lordship, giving the young fellow his hand.
¢Come and breakfast 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, Philip
had never troubled his lordship’s knocker at all ;
and second, as luck would have it, on this very
day of their meeting his lordship had been to
dine with that well-known Parisian resident and
hon 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 Trim
straightway asked General Baynes to dinner,
where Lord Ringwood was present, along with
other distinguished company, whom 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 when he chose to use it,
was pleased on this occasion to remember Gen-
eral Baynes and his intimacy with his brotherin
old days. And of those old times they talked ;
the general waxing more cloquent, L suppose,
than his wont over Lovrd Trimn’s excellent wine.
And in the course of conversation Philip was
named, and the general, warm with drink, poured
out a most enthasiastic culogium on his young
friend, and mentioned how noble and sclf-deny-
ing Philip’s conduct had been in his own case.
And perhaps Lord Ringwood was pleased at
hearing these praises of his brother’s grandson ;
and perhaps he thought of old times, when he
had a heart, and he and his hrother loved each
other. And though he might think Philip Fir-
min an absurd young blockhead for giving up
any claims which he might have on General

3aynes, at any rate I have no doubt his lordship
thought, * This boy is not likely to come begging
money from me!” Henee, when he drove back
to his hotel on the very night after this dinner, ‘
and in the court-yard saw that Philip Firmin,
his brother’s grandson, the heart of the old n(»blc- i

man was smitten with a kindly sentiment, and
he bade I’hilip to come and see him.

I have deseribed some of Philip’s oddities, and
among these was a very remarkable change in
his appearance, which ensued very speedily after
his ruin. I know that the greater number of
story readers arc young, and those who are ever
so old remember that their own young days oc-
curred but a very, very short while ago. Don’t
you remember, most potent, grave, and reverend
senior, when you were 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 middie-aged gentleman, I
rather trust a smart new suait causes a sensation
of uncasiness—not from the tightness of the fit,
which may be a reason—but from the gloss and
splendor.  'When iy late kind friend, Mrs, ——,
gave me the emerald tabinet waistcoat, with the
gold shamrocks, I wore it once to go to Rich-
mond to dine with her; but I buttoned myself
so closely in an upper coat that I am sure no-
body in the omnibus saw what a painted vest I
had on.  Gold sprigs and emerald tabinet, what
a gorgeous raiment! It 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 pleasurc of possessing that
treasure. Do women, when they ave sixty, like

-handsome and fashionable attire, and a youthfnl

appearance? Look at Lady Jezebel’s blushing
cheek, her raven hair, her splendid garments!
But this disquisition may be carried to too great
a length. I want to note a fact which has oc-
curred not seldom in my experience—that men
who have lLeen great dandies will often and sud-
denly give up their long-uccustomed splendor of
dress, and walk about, most happy and con-
tented, with the shabbiest of coats and hats.
No. The majority of men are not vain about
their dress. For instance, within a very few
vears men used to have pretty feet. See in
what a resolute way they have kicked their pretty
boots off almost to a man, and wear great, thick,
formless, comfortable walking boots, of shape
scarcely more graceful than a tub!

When Philip Firmin first came on the town
there were dandies still; there were dazzling
waistcoats of velvet and brocade, and tall stocks
with cataracts of satin; there were pins, studs,
neck-chains, T know not what fantastic splendors
of youth. Ilis varnished boots grew upon for-
ests of trees. He had a most resplendent sil-
ver-gilt dressing-case presented to him by his
father (for which, it is true, the doctor neglect-
ed to pay, leaving that duty to his son). It
is a mere ceremony,” said the worthy doctor,
¢¢ g cumbrous thing you may fancy at first; but
take it abont with you. It looks well on a man’s
dressing-table at a country house. It poses 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
chanee in life away?”  Now, when misfortune

came, young 1’11111p flung '1\\'21} all these mag-
nificent follies. He wrapped himself virtute sud 5



am bound to say a more queer-looking
fellow than friend Philip seldom walked the
pavement of London or Paris. He could not
wear the nap off all his coats, or rub his elbows
into rags in six months; but, as hie would say
of himself with much simplicity, ““I do think I
run to seed more quickly than any fellow I ever
knew.  All my socks in holes, Mrs. 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 picces. I suspeet I
must have a bad laundress.”  Suspect! My
children used to laugh and erow as they sewed
buttons on to him.  As for the Little Sister, she
broke into his apartments in his absence, and said
that it turned her hair gray to sce the state of
his poor wardrobe. I believe that Mrs, Brandon
put in surreptitious linen into his drawers.  Ile
did not know. He wore the shirts in a content-
ed spirit.  The glossy boots began to erack and
then to burst, and Philip wore them with per-
feet equanimity.  Where were the beautiful Iav-
ender and lemon gloves of last year?  is great
naked hauds (with which he gesticulates so
grandly) were as brown as an Indian’s now.
We had liked him heartily in his days of splen-
dor; we loved Lim now in his threadbare suit.
I can fancy the young man striding into the
room where his lordship’s guests were assembled.
In the presence of great or small, Thilip has al-
ways been entirely unconcerned, and he is one
of the half-dozen men I have scen in my life
upon whom rank made no impression, It ap-
pears that, on occasion of this breakfast, there
were one or two dandies present who were aghast
at Philip's freedom of behavior.  1le engaged in
conversation with a famous French statesman
contradieted him with much energy in his own
language; and when the statesman asked wheth-
cr monsient was membre du Parvlement ? Philip
burst into one of his roars of laughter, which al-
most breaks the glasses on a table, and said, ¢ Je
snis journaliste, mousicur, 4 vos ordres!” Young
Timbury of the embassy was aghast at Philip's
insolence; and Dr. Botts, his lordship’s travel-
ing physician, looked at him with a terrified face.
A bottle of claret was brought, which almost all
the gentlemen present began to swallow, until
Philip, tasting his glass, called out, “Iaugh.
It's corked!” ¢ Roitis, and very badly corked,”
growls my lord, with one of his usual oaths.
“Why didn’t some of you fellows speak? Do
you like corked wine?” There were gailant
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.  ““ Your mother was a quiet soul, and
vour fathor nsed to bow like a dancing-master.
You ain’t much like him. I dinc at home most
days. Leave word in the morning with my peo-
ple, and come when you like, Philip,” he growl-
ed. A part of this news Philip narrated to us
in his letter, and other part was given verbally
by Mr. and Mrs, Mugford on their return to
London. ‘I tell you, Sir,” says Mugford, ‘‘he
has been taken by the hand by some of the tip-
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| top people, and I have hooked him at three guin-
leas a week for a letter to the Pall Mall Gazette”

And this was the cause of my wife’s exultation
and trinmphant < Didn’t I tell you?” Philip’s
foot was on the ladder; and who so capable of
mounting to the top? When happiness and a
fond and lovely girl were waiting for him there,
would he lose heart, spare exertion, or he afraid
to climb? He had no truer well-wisher than
myself, and no friend who liked him better,
though, I dare say, many admired him much
more than I did. DBut these were women for
i the most part; and women become so absurdly
unjust and partial to persons whom they love,
when these latter are in misfortune, that I am
surprised Mr. Philip did not quite lose his head
in his poverty, with such fond flatterers and syc-
ophants round him. Would you gradge him
the consolation to he had from these sweet uses
of adversity ?  Many a heart would be hardened
but for the memory of past griefs; when eyes,
now averted, perhaps, were full of sympathy,
and handsg, now cold, were cager to soothe and
suceor.

RICIIARD PORSON.

“ ORSON, Sir, is the first Greek scholar in

England : we all yield to him. Burney
is the third. Who the second is, I leave you to
guess.”—Such was the oracular response of old
Sam Parr, the sage of Ilatton, so famous in his
day for ponderous learning, tobacco-smoking,
Whiggery, and shagey eyvebrows.  Porsow’s
claim to the chief place in this classical triad is
conceded by all.  Of Burney, however, and his
“metrical conundrums,” as Butler, of Shrews-
bury, used to style them, and whom Lachmann,
in his work on choral measures, called, not very
politely, **Swmmum litterate Dritannic dedi-
cus,” we must be allowed to entertain very se-
rions donbts.  As to the second niche in this
temple of fame, which old ¢“Dr. Bellenden” (so
Porson nicknamed him) evidently reserved for
himself, there 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.”

And so Porson has at last found a regular
biographer.* More fortunate in this respect than
Bentley, he has had to wait only fifty-three years,
while the latter remained unhonored by any
regalar 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-
phics of some of their eminent lnguists, and,
even when these are at length written, we some-
how or other think that their authors might have
shown g little more ability., Monk’s ¢ Life of
Bentley,” for instance, is certainly rather prosy ;

* The Life of Richard Porsom, M.A.. ete. By theRev.
Jonx SELny Warsoxn, M.A., ete. Tondon, 1561, 8vo.




