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height, in quiet, majestic self-possession wlien 
the visitors entered; and the most penetrating 
observer would hardly have divined that this 
proud pale face, at the slightest touch on the 
fibres of affection or pity, could become passion

ate with tenderness, or that this woman, who 
imposed a certain awe on those who approached 
her, was in a state of girlish simplicity and ig
norance concerning the world outside her fa
ther's books. 

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

clerk has been at the pains to hunt up and copy 
the police report, in which events connected -with 
our history are briefly recorded. 

*' MAEYLEBONE, IVednesday. — Thomas Tufton Hunt, 
professing to be a clergyman, but wearing au appearance 
of extreme squalor, was brought before Mr. Beaksby at 
this office, charged by Z 24 with being drunk and very 
disorderly on Tuesday se'nnight, and endeavoring by 
force and threats to effect his re-entrance into a house in 
Thomhaugh >Street, from which he had been previously 
ejected in a most unclerical and inebriated state. 

" On being taken to the station-house the reverend gen
tleman lodged a complaint on his own side, and averred 
that he had been stupefied and hocussed in the house in 
Thornhaugh Street by means of some drug, and that while 
in this state he had been robbed of a bill for £3S3, drawn 
by a person in New York, and accepted by Mr. P. Firmiu, 
barrister, of Parchment Buildingf?, Temple. 

*̂  Mrs. Brandon, the landlady of the house, No, — 
Thornhaugh Street, has been in the habit of letting lodg
ings for many yearr̂  past, and several of her friends, in
cluding Mr. Firniin, Mr. Eidley, the El. Acad., and other 
gentlemen, were in attendance to speak to her character, 
which is most re.=pectable. After Z 24 had given evidence 
the servant deposed that Hunt liad been more than once 
disorderly and druuk before that house, and had been 
forcibly ejected from it. On the night when the alleged 
robbery was said to have taken place he had visited the 
house in Thornhaugh Street, had left it in an inebriated 
state, and returned some hours afterward vowing that he 
had been robbed of the document in question, 

•̂•Mr. P. Firmin said: ' I am a barrister, and have 
chambers at Parchment Buildings, Temple, and know the 
person calling himt̂ elf Hunt. I have not accepted any 
bill of exchange, nor is my signature affixed to any such 
document.' 

" At this stage the worthy magistrate interposed, and 
said that this only went to prove that the bill was not 
completed by Mr. F.'s acceptance, and would by no means 
conclude the case set up before him. Dealing with it, 
however, on the merits, and looking at the way in which 
the charge had been preferred, and the entire absence of 
sufficient testimony to warrant him in deciding that even 
a piece of pap'ar had been abstracted in that house, or by 
tlie person accused, and believing tliat if he were to com
mit a conviction would be impossible, he dismissed the 
charge. 

"The lady left the court with her friends, and the ac
cuser, when called upon to pay a fine for drunkenness, 
broke out into very unclerical language, in the midst of 
whicli he was forcibly removed." 

Philip Firmin 's statement that he had given 
no bill of exchange was made not without hesi
tation on his part, and indeed at his friends' 
strong entreaty. I t was addressed not so much 
to the sitting magistrate as to that elderly indi
vidual at New York, who was warned no more 
to forge his son's name. I fear a coolness en
sued between Phil ip and his parent in conse
quence of the younger man 's behavior. T h e 
doctor had thought better of his boy than to sup
pose that, at a moment of necessity, Philip would 
desert him. He forgave Phil ip, nevertheless. 

CHAPTER XXXIX. 
IN WHICH SEVERAL PEOPLE HAVE THEIR TRIALS. 

IF Phil ip and his friend had happened to pass 
through High Street, Marylcbone, on their 

way to Thornhaugh Street to reconnoitre the 
Litt le Sister's house, they would have seen tlie 
Reverend Mr. Hunt , in a very dirty, battered, 
crest-fallen, and unsatisfactory state, marching 
to Marylebone from the station, where the rev
erend gentleman had passed the night, and un
der the custody of the police. A convoy of street 
boys followed the prisoner and his guard, mak
ing sarcastic remarks on both. Hunt ' s appear
ance was not improved since we had the pleas
ure of meeting him on the previous evening. 
"With a grizzled beard and hair, a dingy face, a 
dingy shirt, and a countenance mottled with 
dirt and drink, we may fancy the reverend man 
passing in tattered raiment through the street 
to make his appearance before the magistrate. 

You have no doubt forgotten the narrative 
which appeared in the morning papers two days 
after the Thornhaugh Street incident, but my 
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Perhaps since his marriage other influ^ces were 
at work upon him, etc. The parent made fur
ther remarks in this strain. A man who talces 
your money is naturally offended if you remon
strate ; you wound his sense of delicacy by pro
testing against his putting his hand in yonr 
pocket. The elegant doctor in New York con
tinued to speak of his unhappy son with a mourn
ful shake of the head ; he said, perhaps believed, 
that Philip's imprudence was in part the cause 
of his own exile. "This is not the kind of en
tertainment to which I would have invited you 
at my own house in England," he would say. 
" I thought to have ended my days there, and 
to have left my son in comfort, nay splendor. 
I am an exile in poverty: and he—but I will 
use no hard words." And to his female patients 
he would say: " No, my dear madam! Not a 
syllable of reproach shall escape these lips re
garding that misguided boy! But you can feel 
for me; I know you can feel for me." In the 
old days a high-spirited highwayman, who took 
a coach-passenger's purse, thought himself in
jured, and the traveler a shabby fellow, if he se
creted a guinea or two under the cushions. In 
the doctor's now rare letters he breathed a man
ly sigh here and there, to think that he had lost 
the confidence of his boy. I do believe that 
certain ladies of our acquaintance were inclined 
to think that the elder Pirmin had been not al
together well used, however much they loved 
and admired the Little Sister for her lawless act 
in her boy's defense. But this main point we 
liad won. The doctor at New Tork took the 
warning, and wrote his son's signature upon no 
more bills of exchange. Tlie good Goodenougli's 
loan was carried back to him in the very coin 
which he had supplied. lie said that his little 
nurse Brandon was splendide mendax, and that 
her robbery was a sublime and courageous act 
of war. 

In so far, since his marriage, Mr. Philip had 
been pretty fortunate. At need, friends had 
come to him. In moments of peril he had had 
succor and relief. Though he had married 
without money, fate had sent him a sufficiency. 
His flask had never been empty, and there was 
always meal in his bin. But now hard trials 
were in store for him: hard trials which we have 
said were endurable, and which he has long since 
lived tlirough. Any man who has played the 
game of life or whist, knows how for one while 
he will have a series of good cards dealt him, 
and again will get no truinps at all. After he 
got into his house in Milman Street and quitted 
the Little Sister's kind roof, our friend's good for
tune seemed to desert him. "Perhaps it was a 
punishment for my pride, because I was haughty 
with her, and—and jealous of that dear good 
little creature," poor Charlotte afterward owned 
in conversation with other friends: "but our 
fortune seemed to change when we were away 
from her, and that I must own." 

Perhaps, when she was yet under Mrs. Bran
don's roof, the Little Sister's provident care had 
done a great deal more for Charlotte than Char

lotte knew. Mrs. Philip had the most simple 
tastes in the world, and upon herself never spent 
an unnecessary shilling. Indeed, it was a won
der, considering her small expenses, how neat 
and nice Mrs. Philip ever looked. But she never 
could deny herself when the children were in 
question; and had them arrayed in all sorts of 
fine clothes ; and stitched, and hemmed all day 
and night to decorate their little persons ; and 
in reply to the remonstrances of the matrons her 
friends, showed how it was impossible children 
could bo dressed for less cost. If any thing ailed 
them, quick, the doctor must be sent for. Not 
worthy Goodenough, who came without a fee, 
and pooh-poohed lier alarms and anxieties ; but 
dear Mr. Bland, who had a feeling heart, and 
was himself a father of children, and who sup
ported those children by the produce of the pills, 
draughts, powders, visits, which he bestowed on 
all families into whose doors he entered. Bland's 
sympathy was very consolatory; but it was found 
to be very costly at the end of the year. " And, 
what then?" says Charlotte, with kindling cheeks. 
' ' Do you suppose we should grudge that money 
which was to give health to our dearest, dearest 
babies ? No. You can't have such a bad opin
ion of me as that!" And accordingly Mr. 
Bland received a nice little annuity from our 
friends. Philip had a joke about his wife's 
housekeeping which perhaps may apply to other 
young women who are kept by overwatchful 

j mothers too much in statu pupillari. When 
I they were married, or about to be married, 
Philip asked Charlotte what she would order for 
dinner? She promptly said she would order 
leg of mutton. "And after leg of mutton?" 
"Leg of beef, to be sure!" says Mrs. XJharlotte, 

j looking very pleased and knowing. And the 
fact is, as this little housekeeper was obliged de
murely to admit, their household bills increased 
produiiously after they loft Thornhaugh Street. 

i "And I can't understand, my dear, how the 
grocer's book should mount up so; and the but-

; terman's, and the beer," etc., etc. We have 
often seen the pretty little head bent over the 
dingy volumes, puzzling, puzzling: and the eld
est cliild would hold up a warning finger to ours, 
and tell them to be very quiet, as mamma was 
at her "atounts." 

I And now, I grieve to say, money became 
scarce for the payment of these accounts; and 
though Philip fancied he hid his anxieties from 
his wife, be sure she loved him too much to be 
deceived by one of the clumsiest hypocrites in 
the world. Only, being a much cleverer hypo
crite than her husband, she pretended to be de
ceived, and acted her part so well that poor 
Philip was mortified with her gayety, and chose 
to fancy his wife was indifferent to their misfor
tunes. She ought not to be so smiling and hap
py, he thought; and, as usual, bemoaned his 
lot to his fi-iends. " I come home racked ivith 
care, and thinking of those inevitable bills; I 
shudder. Sir, at every note that lies on the hall 
table, and would tremble as I dashed them open 
as they do on the stage. But I langh and put 
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on a jaunty air, and humbug Char. And I hear 
her singing ahout the house and laughing and 
cooing with the children, hy Jove. She's not 
aware of any thing. She does not know how 
dreadfully the 7-es domi is squeezing me. But 
before marriage she did, I tell you. Then, if 
any thing annoyed me, she divined it. If I felt 
ever so little unwell, you should have seen the 
alarm in her face! It was 'Philip, dear, how 
pale you are!' or, ' Philip, how flushed you are!' 
or, ' I am sure you have had a letter from your 
father. Why do you conceal any thing from 
me. Sir? You never should—never!' And 
now when the fox is gnawing at my side under 
my cloak, I laugh and grin so naturally that she 
believes I am all right, and she comes to meet 
me flouncing the children about in my face, and 
wearing an air of consummate happiness! I 
would not deceive her for the world, you know. 
But it's mortifying. Don't tell me! It is mor
tifying to be tossing awake all night, and racked 
with care all day, and have the wife of your bo
som chattering and singing and laughing, as if 
there were no cares, or doubts, or duns in the 
world. If I had the gout, and she were to laugh 
and sing, I should not call that sympathy. If 
I were arrested for debt, and she were to come 
grinning and laughing to the sponging-house, I 
should not call that consolation. Why doesn't 
she feel ? She ought to feel. There's Betsy, 
our parlor-maid. There's the old fellow who 
comes to clean the boots and knives. TJiey 
know how hard up I am. And my wife sings 
and dances while I am on the verge of ruin, by 
Jove; and giggles and laughs as if life was a 
pantomime!" 

Then the man and woman into whose ears 
poor Philip roared out his confessions and griefs 
hung down their blushing heads in humbled si
lence. They are tolerably prosperous in life, 
and, I fear, are pretty well satisfied with them
selves and each other. A woman who scarcely 
ever does any wrong, and rules and governs her 
own house and family, as my • , as the wife 
of the reader's humble servant most notoriously 
does, often becomes—must it be said ?—too cer
tain of her own virtue, and is too sure of the 
correctness of her own opinion. We virtuous 
people give advice a good deal, and set a con
siderable value upon that advice. We meet a 
certain man who has fallen among thieves, let 
as say. We succor him readily enough. We 
take him kindly to the inn and pay his score 
there; but we say to the landlord, "You must 
give this poor man his bed; his medicine at such 
a time, and his broth at such another. But, 
mind you, he must have that jihysic, and no 
other; that broth when we order it. We take 
his case in hand, you understand. Don't listen 
to him or any body else. We know all about 
every thing. Good-by. Take care of him. 
Mind the medicine and the broth!" and Mr. 
Benefactor or Lady Boantiful goes away per
fectly self-satisfied. ' 

Do you take this allegory? When Philip 
complained to us of his wife's friskiness and gay-

ety; when he bitterly contrasted her levity and 
carelessness with his own despondency and doubt, 
Charlotte's two principal friends were smitten by 
shame. "Oil, Philip! dear Philip!" his female 
adviser said (having looked at her husband once 
or twice as Firmin spoke, and in vain endeav
ored to keep her guilty eyes down on her work), 
"Charlotte has done this because she is hum
ble, and because she takes the advice of friends 
who are not. She knows every thing, and more 
than every thing; for her dear, tender heart is 
filled with apprehension. But we told her to 
show no sign of care, lest her husband should be 
disturbed. And she trusted in us; and she puts 
her trust elsewhere, Philip ; and she has hidden 
her own anxieties, lest yours should be increased; 
and has met you gayly when her heart was full 
of dread. We think she has done wrong now; 
but she did so because she was so simple, and 
trusted in us who advised her wrongly. Now 
we see that there ought to have been perfect con
fidence always between you, and that it is her 
simplicity and faith in us which have misled 
her." 

Philip hung down his head for a moment and 
hid his eyes; and we knew, during that minute 
when his face was concealed from us, how his 
grateful heart was employed. 

"And you know, dear Philip—" says Laura, 
looking at her husband, and nodding to (hat per
son, who certainly understood the hint. 

"And I say, Firmin," breaks in the lady's 
husband, "you understand, if you are at all— 
that is, if you—that is, if we can—" 

"Hold 3'our tongue!" shouts Firmin, with a 
face beaming over with happiness. " I know 
what you mean. You beggar, you are going to 
offer me money ! I see it in your face; bless 
you both! But we'll try and do without, please 
Heaven. And—and it's worth feeling a pinch 
of poverty to find such friends as 1 have had, 
and to share it with such a—such a—dash—dear 
little thing as I have at home. And I won't 
try and humbug Char aijy more. I'm bad at 
that sort of business. And good-night, and I'll 
never forget your kindness—never!" And he 
is off a moment afterward, and jumping down 
the steps of our door, and so into the park. And 
though there were not five pounds in the poor 
little house in Milman Street, thtre were not two 
happier people in London that night than Char
lotte and Philip l'"irmin. If he had his trou, 
hies, our friend had his immense consolations. 
Fortunate he, however poor, who has friends to 
help, and love to console him in his trials. 

CHAPTER XL. 

IK WHICH THE -LUCK GOES VEKT MUCH AGAIXST 
VS. 

EVERY man and woman among us has made 
his voyage to Lilipnt, and his tour in the king
dom of Brobdingnag. When I go to my native 
country town the local paper announces onr ar-
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rival; the laborers touch their hats as the pony-
c]iaise passes; the girls and old women drop 
courtesies; Mr. Hicks, the grocer and hatter, 
comes to his door, and makes a bow, and smirks 
and smiles. When our neighbor Sir John ar
rives at the hall he is a still greater personage; 
the bell-ringers greet the hall family with a peal; 
the rector walks over on an early day and pays 
his visit; and the fanners at market press round 
for a nod of recognition. Sir John at home is 
in Liliput: in Belgrave Square he is in Brob-
dingnag, where almost every body we meet is 
ever so much taller than ourselves. "Which 
do you like best, to be a giant among the pig
mies, or a pigmy among the giants?" I know 
what sort of company I prefer myself; but that 
is not the point. What I would hint is, that 
we possibly give ourselves patronizing airs before 
small people, as folks higher placed than our
selves give themselves airs before us. Patron
izing airs? Old Miss Mumbles, the half-pay 
lieutenant's daughter, who lives over the plumb
er's, with her maid, gives herself in her degree 
more airs than any duchess in Belgravia, and 
would leave the room if a tradesman's wife sat 
down in it. 

Now it has been said that few men in this 
city of London are so simple in their manners 
as Philip Firmin, and that he treated the patron 
whose bread he ate, and the wealthy relative who 
condescended to visit him, with a like freedom. 
lie is blunt but not familiar, and is not a whit 
more polite to my lord than to Jack or Tom at 
tlie coffee-house. He resents familiarity from 
vulgar persons, and those who venture on it re
tire maimed and mortified after coming into col

lision with him. As for the people he loves, 
he grovels before them, worships their boot-tips 
and their gown-hems. But he submits to them, 
not for their wealth or rank, but for love's sake. 
He submitted very magn|nimously at first to 
the kindnesses and caresses of Lady Ringwood 
and her daughters, being softened and won by 
the regard which they showed for his wife and 
children. 

Although Sir John was for the Eights of 
JIan every where all over the world, and had 
pictures of Franklin, Lafayette, and Wasliington 
in his library, he likewise had portraits of his own 
ancestors in that apartment, and entertained a 
very high opinion of the present representative 
of the Eingwood family. The character of the 
late chief of the house was notorious. Lord 
Ringwood's life had been irregular and his mor
als loose. His talents were considerable, no 
doubt, but they had not been devoted to serious 
study or directed to useful ends. A wild man in 
early life, ho had only changed his practii'es in 
later life in consequence of ill health, and became 
a hermit as a Certain Person became a monk. He 
was a frivolous person to the end, and was not 
to be considered as a public man and statesman; 
and this light-minded man of pleasure had been 
advanced to the third rank of the peerage, while 
his successor, his superior in intellect and mo
rality, remained a Baronet still. How blind the 
Ministry was which refused to recognize so much 
talent and wortli! Had there been public vir
tue or common sense in the governors of the 
nation, merits like Sir John's never could haves 
been overlooked. But Ministers were notori
ously a family clique, and only helped each oth
er. Promotion and patronage were disgrace
fully monopolized by the members of a very few 
families who were not better men of business, 
men of better character, men of more ancient 
lineage (though birth, of course, was a mere ac
cident) than Sir John himself. In a word, un
til they gave him a peerage, he saw very little 
hope for the cabinet or the country. 

In a very early page of this history mention 
was made of a certain Philip Eingwood, to whose 
protection Philip Firmin's mother confided her 
boy when ho ivas first sent to school. Philij) 
Ringwood was Firmin's senior by seven years; 
he came to Old Parr Street twice or thrice dur
ing his stay at school, condescended to take the 
"tips," of which the poor doctor was liberal 
enough, but never deigned to take any notice of 
young Firmin, who looked up to his kinsman 
with awe and trembling. From school Philip 
Eingwood speedily departed to college, and then 
entered upon ptiblic life. He was the eldest son 
of Sir John Ringwood, with whom our friend 
has of late made acquaintance. 

Mr. Eingwood was a much greater personage 
than the baronet his father. Even when the 
latter succeeded to Lord Eingwood's estates and 
came to London, he could scarcely be said to 
equal his son in social rank; and the younger 
patronized his parent. What is the secret of 
r-reat social) It is not to be gained by 
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beauty, or wealth, or birth, or wit, or valor, or 
eminence of any kind. It is a gift of Fortune, 
bestowed, like that goddess's favors, capricious
ly. Look, dear madam, at the most fashion
able ladies at present reigning in London. Are 
they better bred, or more amiable, or richer, or 
more beautiful than yourself? See, good Sir, 
the men who lead the fashion, and stand in the 
bow-window at Black's; are they wiser, or wit
tier, or more agreeable people than you ? And 
yet you know what your fate would be if you 
were put up at that club. Sir John Ringwood 
never dared to be proposed there, even after his 
great accession of fortune on the earl's death. 
His son did not encourage him. People even 
said that Ringwood would blackball his father 
if he dared to offer himself as a candidate. 

I never, I say, could understand the reason of 
Philip Ringwood's success in life, though you 
must acknowledge that he is one of our most 
eminent dandies. He is affable to dukes. He 
patronizes marquises. He is not witty. He is 
not clever. He does not give good dinners. 
How many baronets are there in the British em
pire ? Look to your book and see, I tell you 
there are many of these whom Philip Ringwood 
would scarcely admit to wait at one of his bad 
dinners. By calmly asserting himself in life, 
this man has achieved his social eminence. We 
may hate him ; but we acknowledge his superi
ority. For instance, I should as soon think of 
asking him to dine with mo as I should of slap
ping the Archbishop ot Canterbury on the back. 

Mr. Ringwood has a meagre little house in 
J\Iay Fair, and belongs to a public office, where 
he patronizes his chej. His own family bow 
down before him; his mother is humble in his 
company; his sisters are respectful; his father 
does not brag of his own liberal principles, and 
never alludes to the rights of man in the son's 
presence. He is called "Mr. Ringwood" in the 
family. The person who is least in awe of him 
is his younger brother, who has been known to 
make faces behind th.e elder's back. But he is 
a dreadfully headstrong and ignorant child, and 
respects nothing. Lady Ringwood, by the-way, 
is Mr. Ringwood's step-mother. His own mother 
was the daughter of a noble house, and died in 
giving birth to this paragon. 

Philip Firmin, who had not set eyes upon his 
kinsman since they were at school together, re
membered some stories which were current about 
Ringwood, and by no means to that eminent 
dandy's credit—stories of intrigue, of play, of 
various libertine exploits on Mr. Ringwood's 
part. One day Philip and Charlotte dined with 
Sir John, who was talking, and chirping, and 
laying down the law, and bragging away accord
ing to his wont, when his son entered and asked 
for dinner. He had accepted an invitation to 
dine at Garterton House. The duke had one 
of his attacks of gout just before dinner. The 
dinner was off. If Lady Ringwood would give 
him a slice of mutton he would be very much 
obliged to her. A place was soon found for him. 
' ' And, Philip, this is your namesake and our 

cousin, Mr. Philip Firmin," said the baronet, 
presenting his son to his kinsman. 

"Your father used to give me sovereigns when 
I was at school. I have a faint recollection of 
you, too. Little white-headed boy, weren't you ? 
How is the doctor and Mrs. Firmin ? AH right?" 

" Why, don't you know his father ran away?" 
calls out the youngest member of the family. 
"Don't kick me, Emily. He did run away!" 

Then Mr. Ringwood remembered, and a faint 
blush tinged his face. "Lapse of time. I 
know. Shouldn't have asked after such a lapse 
of time." And he mentioned a case in which a 
duke, who was very forgetful, had asked a mar
quis about his wife, who had run away with an 
earl, and made inquiries about the duke's son, 
who, as every body knew, was not on terms with 
his father. 

"This is Mrs. Firmin—Mrs. Philip Firmin!" 
cried Lady Ringwood, rather nervously; and I 
suppose Mrs. Pliilip blushed, and the blush be
came her; for Mr. Ringwood afterward conde
scended to say to one of his sisters that their 
new-found relative seemed one of your rough-
and-ready sort of gentlemen, but his wife was 
really very well bred, and quite a pretty young 
woman, and presentable any where—really any 
where. Charlotte was asked to sing one or two 
of her little songs after dinner. Mr. Ringwood 
was delighted. Her voice M'as perfectly true. 
What she sang she sang admirably. And he 
was good enough to hum over one of her songs 
("during which performance he showed that /H'S 
voice was not exempt from little frailties), and 
to say he had heard Lady Philomela Shakerley 
sing that very song at Glenmavis last autumn ; 
and it was such a favorite that the duchess asked 
for it every night—actually every night. When 
our friends were going home Mr. Ringw ood gave 
I'hilip almost the whole of one finger to shake: 
and while Philip was inwardly raging at his im
pertinence, believed that he had entirely fasci
nated his humble relatives, and that he had been 
most good-natured and friendly. 

I can not tell why this man's patronage chafed 
and goaded our worthy friend so as to drive him 
beyond the bounds of all politeness and reason. 
The artless remarks of the little boy, and the 
occasional simple speeches of the young ladies, 
had only tickled Philip's humor and served to 
amuse him when he met his relatives. I sus
pect it was a certain free-and-easy manner which 
Mr. Ringwood chose to adopt toward Mrs. Philip 
wliich annoyed her husband. He had said no
thing at which offense could be taken : perhaps 
he was quite unconscious of offending; nay, 
thought himself eminently pleasing: perhaps he 
was not more impertinent toward her than to
ward other women: but in talking about him 
Mr. Firmin's eyes flashed very fiercely, and he 
spoke of his new acquaintance and relative, with 
his usual extreme candor, as an upstart, and an 
arrogant conceited puppy whose ears he would 
like to pull. 

How do good women learn to discover men 
who are not good ? Is it by instinct ? How do 
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they learn those stories about men ? I protest 
I never told my wife any thing good or bad re
garding this Mr. Eingwood, though of course, as 
a man about town, I have heard—who has not ? 
—little anecdotes regarding his career. His con
duct in that affair with Mi.ss Willowby was heart
less and cruel; his behavior to tiiat unhappy 
Blanche Painter nobody can defend. My wife 
conveys her opinion regarding Philip Ringwood, 
his life, principles, and morality, Ijy looks and 
silences whicli are more awful and killing than 
the bitterest words of sarcasm or reproof. Philip 
Pirmin, who knows her ways, watches her feat
ures, and, as I have said, humbles himself at her 
feet, marked the lady's awful looks when he 
came to describe to us his meeting with his cous
in, and tiie magnificent patronizing airs which 
Mr. Ringwood assumed. 

"What?" he said, "you don't like him any 
more than I do? I thought you would not; 
and I am so glad." 

Pliilip's friend said she did not know Mr. 
Kingwood, and had never spoken a word to him 
in her life. 

" Y e s ; but you know of him," cries the im
petuous Pirmin. " What do you know of him, 
witli his monstrous puppyism and arrogance?" 
Oh, Mrs. Laura knew very little of him. She 
did not believe—she liad much rather not be
lieve—what the world said about Mr. Eingwood. 

' ' Suppose we were to ask the AVoolcombes 
tlieir opinion of your character, Philip ?" cries 
that gentleman's biographer, with a laugh. 

"My dear!" says Laura, with a yet severer 
look, the severity of which glance I must explain. 
The differences of Woolcombe and his wife were 
notorious. Their unhappiness was known to all 
the world. Society was beginning to look with 
a very, very cold face upon Mrs. Woolcombe. 
After quarrels, jealousies, battles, reconcilia
tions, scenes of renewed violence and furious 
language, had come indifference, and the most 
reckless gayety on the woman's part. Her 
home was splendid, but mean and miserable; 
all sorts of stories were rife regarding her hus
band's brutal treatment of poor Agnes, and her 
own imprudent behavior. Mrs. Laura was in
dignant when this unhappy woman's name was 
ever mentioned, except when she thought how 
our warm true-hearted Philip had escaped from 
the heartless creature. "What a blessing it 
was that you were ruined, Philip, and that she 
deserted you!" Laura would say. "What for
tune would repay you for marrying such a wo
man?" 

' ' Indeed it was worth all I had to lose her," 
says Philip, " and so the doctor and I are quits. 
If he had not spent my fortune, Agnes would 
have married me. If she had married me, I 
might have turned Othello, and have been hung 
for smothering her. Why, if I had not been 
poor, I should never have been married to little 
Char—and fancy not being married to Char!" 
Tlie worthy fellow here lapses into silence, and 
indulges in an inward rapture at the idea of liis 
own excessive happiness. Then ho is seared 
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again at the thought which his own imagination 
has raised. 

" I say! Fancy being without the kids and 
Char!" he cries, with a blank look. 

"That horrible father—that dreadful mother 
—pardon me, Philip; but when I think of the 
worldliness of those unhappy people, and how 
that poor unhappy woman has been bred in it, 
and ruined by it—I am so, so, so—en?-cu/ed, 
that I can't keep my temper!" cries the lady. 
" I s the woman answerable, or the parents, who 
liardened her heart, and sold her—sold her to 
that—0!" Our illustrious friend Woolcombe 
was signified by " that 0 ," and the lady once 
more paused, choked with wrath as she thought 
about that 0 , and that O's wife. 

" I wonder he has not Othello'd her," re
marks Philip, with his hands in his pockets. 
" I should, if she had been mine, and gone on 
as they say she is going on." 

" I t is dreadful, dreadful to contemplate!" 
continues the lady. "To think she was sold by 
her own parents, poor thing, poor thing!." The 
guilt is with them who led her wrong." 

"Nay," says one of the three interlocutors. 
"Why stop at poor Mr. and Mrs. Twysdon? 
Why not let them off, and accuse their parents ? 
who lived worldly too in their generation. Or, 
stay; they descend from William the Conquer
or. Let us absolve poor Weldone Twysden, 
and his heartless wife, and have the Norman 
into court." 

"Ah, Arthur! Did not our sin begin with 
the beginning," cries the lady, "and have wo 
not its remedy ? Oh, this poor creature, this 
poor creature! May she know where to take 
refuge from it, and learn to rejjent in time!" 

The Georgian and Circassian girls, they say, 
used to submit to their lot very complacently, 
and were quite eager to get to market at Con
stantinople iind be sold. Mrs. Woolcombe want
ed nobody to tempt her aw.iy from poor Philip. 
She liopped away from the old love as soon as 
ever the new one appeared with his bag of 
money. She know quite well to whom she was 
selling herself, and for what. The tempter 
needed no skill, or artifice, or eloquence. He 
had none. But he showed her a purse, and 
three fine houses — and she came. Innocent 
child, forsooth! She knew quite as much about 
the world as papa and mamma; and the law
yers did not look to her settlement more warily 
and coolly than she herself did. Did she not 
live on it afterward? I do not say she lived 
reputably, but most comfortably: as Paris, and 
Rome, and Naples, and Florence can tell you, 
where she is well known; where she receives a 
great deal of a certain kind of company; where 
she is scorned and flattered, and splendid, and 
lonely, and miserable. She is not miserable 
when she sees children: she does not care for 
other persons' children, as she never did for her 
own, even when they were taken from her. She 
is, of course, hurt and angry, when quite com
mon, vulgar people, not in society, you under
stand, turn away from her, and avoid her, and 
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won't come to her parties. She gives excellent 
dinners which jolly fogys, rattling bachelors, 
and doubtful ladies frequent; but she is alone 
and unhappy—unhappy because she does not 
see parents, sister, or brother? Allans, r/ion 
hon Monsieur! She never cared for parents, 
sister, or brother; or for baby; or for man 
(except once for Philip a little, little bit, when 
her pulse would sometimes go up two beats in a 
minute at his appearance). But she is unhappy, 
because she is losing her figure, and from tight 
lacing her nose has become very red, and the 
pearl powder won't lie on it somehow. And 
though you may have thought Woolcombe an 
odious, ignorant, and underbred little wretch, 
you must own that at least he had red blood in 
his veins. Did he not spend a great part of his 
fortune for the possession of this cold wife ? For 
whom, did she ever make a sacrifice, or feel a 
pang? I am sure a greater misfortune than 
any which has befallen friend Philip might have 
happened to him, and so congratulate him on 
his escape. 

Having vented his wrath upon the arrogance 
and impertinence of this solemn puppy of a Phil
ip Ringwood, our friend went away somewhat 
soothed to his club in St. James's Street. The 
Megatherium Club is only a very few doors from 
the much more aristocratic establishment of 
Black's. Mr. Philip Ringwood and Jlr. Wool-
ccmbe were standing on the steps of Black's. 
iMr. Ringwood waved a graceful little kid-gloved 
hand to Philip and smiled on him. Mr. Wool
combe glared at our friend out of his opal eye
balls. Philip had once proposed to kick Wool
combe into the sea. He somehow felt as if ho 
would like to treat Ringwood to tlie same bath. 
Meanwhile Mr. Ringwood labored under the no
tion that he and his new-found acquaintance were 
on the very best possible terms. 

At one time poor little Woolcombe loved to 
be seen with Philip Ringwood. He thought he 
acquired distinction from the companionship of 
that man of fashion, and would hang on Ring-
wood as they walked the Pall Mall pavement. 

" Do you know that great hulking, overbear
ing brute ?" says Woolcombe to his companion 
on the steps of Black's. I'erhaps somebody 
overlieard them from tlie bow-window. (I tell 
you every thing is overheard in London, and a 
great deal more too.) 

"Brute, is he?" says Ringwood; "seems a 
rough, overbearing sort of chap." 

" Blackguard doctor's son. Bankrupt. Fa
ther ran away," says the dusky man with the 
opal eyeballs. 

" I have heard he was a rogue—the doctor; 
but I like him. Remember ho gave me three 
sovereigns when I was at school. Always like 
a fellow who tips yoit when you are at school." 
And here Ringwood beckoned his brougham 
wliich was in waiting. 

" Shall we see you at dinner? MTiere are 
yon going?" asked Mr. Woolcombe. " I f you 
are going toward—" 

" Toward Gray's Inn, to see my lawyer; have 

an appointment there; be with you at eight!" 
And Mr. Ringwood skipped into his little 
brougham and was gone. 

Tom Eaves told Philip. Tom Eaves belongs 
to Black's Club, to Bays's, to the Megatherium, 
I don't know to how many clubs in St. James's 
Street. Tom Eaves knows every body's busi
ness, and all the scandal of all the clubs for the 
last forty years. He knows who has lost money, 
and to whom ; what is the talk of the opera-box, 
and what the scandal of the coulisses; who is 
making love to whose daughter. Whatever men 
and women are doing in May Fair is the farrago 
of Tom's libel. He knows so many stories that, 
of course, he makes mistakes in names some
times, and says tliat Jones is on the verge of 
ruin when he is thriving and prosperous, and it 
is poor Brown who is in difficulties; or informs 
us that Mrs. Fanny is flirting with Captain Ogle 
when both are as innocent of a flirtation as you 
and I are. Tom ceitainly is mischievous, and 
often is wrong ; but when he speaks of our neigh
bors he is amusing. 

" It is as good as a play to see Ringwood and 
Othello together," says Tom to Philip. "How 
proud the black man is to be seen with him! 
Heard him abuse you to Ringwood. Ringwood 
stuck up for you and for your poor governor— 
spoke up like a man—like a man who sticks up 
for a fellow who is down. How the black man 
brags about having Ringwood to dinner! Al
ways having him to dinner. Yoti should have 
seen Ringwood shake him off! Said he was 
going to Gray's Inn. Heard him say Gray's Inn 
Lane to his man. Don't believe a word of it." 

Now I dare say you are mueli too fashionable 
to know that Milman Street is a little cul-de-sac 
of a street which leads into Guildford Street, which 
leads into Gray's Inn Lane. Philip went his 
way homeward, shaking off Tom Eaves, who, 
for his part, trolled off to his other clubs, telling 
people how he had just been talking with that 
bankrupt doctor's son, and wondering how Phil
ip should get money enough to ])ay his club sub
scription. Philip then went on his way, striding 
homeward at his usual manly pace. 

Whose black brougham was tliat ?—the black 
brougham with the cliestnut horse walking up 
and down Guildford Street. Mr. Ringwood's 
crest was on the brougham. When Philip en
tered his drawing-room, having opened the door 
with his own key, there sat Mr. Ringwood, talk
ing to Mrs. Charlotte, who was taking a cup of 
tea at five o'clock. She and the children liked 
that cup of tea. Sometimes it served Mrs. Char 
for dinner when Philip dined from home. 

" I f I had known you were coming here, you 
might have brought me home and saved me a 
long walk," said Philip, wiping a burning fore
head. 

"So I might—so I might!" said the other. 
" I never thought of it. I had to see my law
yer in Gray's Inn ; and it was then I thought 
of coining on to see you, as I was telling Mrs. 
Finnin; and a very nice quiet place you live 
in !" 
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MOKE FKEB THAN WELOOME. 

This was very well. But for the first and only 
time of his life Philip was jealous. 

" Don't drub so with your feet! Don't like 
to ride when you jog so on the floor," said Phil
ip's eldest darling, who had clambered on papa's 
knee. " Why do you look so ? Don't squeeze 
my arm, papa!" 

Mamma was utterly unaware that Philip had 
any cause for agitation. "You have walked all 
the way from Westminster and the club, and you 
are quite hot and tired!" she said. " Some tea, 
my dear ?" 

Philip nearly choked with the tea. From 
under his hair, which fell over his forehead, he 
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looked into liis wife's face. It wore such a sweet 
look of innocence and wonder that, as he regard
ed her, the spasm of jealousy passed off. No : 
there was no look of guilt in those tender eyes. 
Philip could only read in them the wife's tender 
love and anxiety for himself. 

But what of Mr. Ringwood's face ? When the 
first little blush and hesitation had passed away 
Mr. Ringwood's pale countenance reassumed 
that calm, self-satisfied smile which it custom
arily wore-. "The coolness of the man mad
dened rae," said Philip, talking about the little 
occurrence afterward, and to his usual confidant. 

"Gracious powers!" cries the other. " I f I 
went to see Charlotte and the children would 
you be jealous of me, you bearded Turk ? Are 
you prepared with sack and bow-string for every 
man who visits Mrs. Firmin? If you are to 
come out in this character you will lead your
self and your wife pretty lives. Of course you 
quarreled with Lovelace then and there, and 
threatened to throw him out of window then 
and there ? Your custom is to strike when you 
are hot; witness—" 

"Oh dear, no!" cried Philip, interrupting 
me. " I have not quarreled with him yet." 
And he ground his teeth, and gave a very fierce 
glare with his eyes. " I sate him out quite 
civilly. I went with him to the door; and I 
have left directions that he is never to pass it 
again—that's all. But I have not quarreled 
with him in the least. Two men never behaved 
more politely than we did. We bowed and 
grinned at each other quite amiably. But I 
own, when he held out his hand I was obliged 
to keep mine behind my back, for they felt very 
mischievous, and inclined to— Well, never 
mind. Perhaps it is as you say, and he means 
no sort of harm." 

Where, I say again, do women learn all the 
mischief they know ? Why should my wife have 
such a mistrust and horror of this gentleman ? 
She took Philip's side entirely. She said she 
thought he was quite right in keeping that per
son out of his house. What did she know about 
that person ? Did I not know myself? He was 
a libertine, and led a bad life. He had led 
young men astray, and taught them to gamble, 
and helped them to ruin themselves. We have 
all heard stories about the late Sir Philip Ring-
wood ; that last scandal in which he was en
gaged three years ago, and which brought his 
career to an end at Naples, I need not, of course, 
allude to. But fourteen or fifteen years ago, 
about which time this present portion of our 
little story is enacted, what did she know about 
Ringwood's misdoings? 

No : Philip Firmin did not quarrel with Phil
ip Ringwood on this occasion. But he shut his 
door on Mr. Ringwood. He refused all invita
tions to Sir John's house, which, of course, came 
less frequently, and which then ceased to come 
at all. Rich folks do not like to be so treated 
by the poor. Had Lady Ringwood a notion of 
the reason why Philip kept away from her house ? 
I think it is more than possible. Some of Phil

ip's friends knew her; and she seemed only pain
ed, not surprised or angry, at a quarrel which 
somehow did take place between the two gentle
men not very long after that visit of Mr. Ring-
wood to his kinsman in Milman Street. 

" Your friend seems very hot-headed and vio
lent-tempered," Lady Ringwood said, speaking 
of that very quarrel. " I am sorry he keeps 
that kind of company. I am sure it must be 
too expensive for him." 

As luck would have it, Philip's old school-
friend. Lord Ascot, met us a very few days after 
the meeting and parting of Philip and his cousin 
in Milman Street, and invited us to a bachelor's 
dinner on the river. Our wives (without whose 
sanction no good man would surely ever look a 
wliitebait in the face) gave us permission to at
tend this entertainment, and remained at home, 
and partook of a tea-dinner (blessings on them!) 
with the dear children. Men grow young again 
when they meet at these parties. We talk of 
flogging, proctors, old cronies ; we recite old 
school and college jokes. I hope that some of 
us may carry on these pleasant entertainments 
until we are fourscore, and that our toothless 
old gums will mumble the old stories, and will 
laugh over the old jokes with ever-renewed gus
to. Does the kind reader remember the account 
of such a dinner at the commencement of this 
history? On this afternoon. Ascot, Maynard, 
Burroughs (several of the men formerly men
tioned), reassembled. I think we actually like 
each other well enough to be pleased to hear of 
each other's successes. I know that one or two 
good fellows, upon whom fortune has frowned, 
have found other good fellows in that company 
to help and aid them; and that all are better 
for that kindly free-masonry. 

Before the dinner was served the guests met 
on the green of the hotel, and examined that 
fair landscape, which surely does not lose its 
charm in our eyes because it is commonly seen 
before a good dinner. The crested elms, the 
shining river, the emerald meadows, the painted 
parterres of flowers around, all wafting an agrees 
able smell oi friture, of flowers and flounders 
exquisitely commingled. Who has not enjoyed 
these delights ? May some of us, I say, live to 
drink the '58 claret in the year 1900! I have 
no doubt that the survivors of our society will 
still laugh at the jokes which we used to relish 
when the present century was still only middle-
aged. Ascot was going to be married. Would 
he be allowed to dine next year ? Frank Ber
ry's wife would not let him come. Do you re
member his tremendous fight with Biggs? Re
member? who didn't? Marston was Berry's 
bottle-holder; poor Marston, who was killed in 
India. And Biggs and Berry were the closest 
friends in life ever after. Who would ever 
have thought of Brackley becoming serious, and 
being made an archdeacon ? Do you remem
ber his fight with Ringwood ? What an infer
nal bully he was, and how glad we all were 
when Brackley thrashed him! What different 
fates await men! Who would ever have imag-
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ined Nosey Brackley a curate in the mining dis
tricts, and ending by wearing a rosette in his 
hat ? Who would ever have thought of King-
wood becoming such a prodigious swell and lead
er of fashion ? He was a very shy fellow; not 
at all a good-looking fellow: and what a wild 
fellow he had become, and what a lady-killer! 
Isn't he some connection of yours, Firmin ? 
Philip said yes, but that he had scarcely met 
Eingwood at all. And one man after another 
told anecdotes of Eingwood; how he had young 
men to play in his house; how he had played 
in that very " Star and Garter;" and how he 
always won. Yon must please to remember 
that our story dates back some sixteen years, 
when the dice-box still rattled occasionally, and 
the king was turned. 

As this old school-gossip is going on. Lord 
Ascot arrives, and with him this very Eingwood 
about whom the old school-fellows had just been 
talking. He came down in Ascot's phaeton. 
Of course, the greatest man of the party always 
waits for Eingwood. " If we had had a duke 
at Greyfriars," says some grumbler, "Ring-
wood would have made the duke bring him 
down." 

Philip's friend, when he beheld the arrival of 
Mr. Eingwood, seized Firmin's big arm and 
whispered— 

" Hold your tongue. No fighting. No quar
rels. Let by-gones be by-gones. Eemember, 
there can be no earthly use in a scandal." 

' ' Leave me alone," says Philip, ' ' and don't 
be afraid." 

I thought Eingwood seemed to start back for 
a moment, and perhaps fancied that he looked a 
little pale; but he advanced with a gracious smile 
toward Philip, and remarked, " It is a long time 
since we have seen you at my father's." 

Philip grinned and smiled too. " I t was a 
long time since he had been in Hill Street." 
But Philip's smile was not at all pleasing to be
hold. Indeed, a worse performer of comedy than 
our friend does not walk the stage of this life. 

On this the other gayly remarked he was glad 
Philip had leave to join the bachelor's party. 
Meeting of old school-fellows very pleasant. 
Hadn't been to one of them for a long time: 
though the " Friars" was an abominable hole: 
that was the truth. "Who was that in the shovel-
hat ? a bishop? what bishop?" 

It was Brackley, the Archdeacon, who turned 
very red on seeing Emgwood. For the fact is, 
Brackley was talking to Pennystone, the little 
boy about whom the quarrel and fight had taken 
place at school, when Eingwood had proposed 
forcibly to take Pennystone's money from him. 
" I think, Mr. Eingwood, that Pennystone is 
big enough to hold his own now, don't you ?" 
said the Archdeacon; and with this the Venera
ble man turned on his heel, leaving Eingwood 
to face the little Pennystone of former years, 
now a gigantic country squire, with health ring
ing in his voice, and a pair of great arms and 
fists that would have demolished six Eingwoods 
in the field. 

The sight of these quondam enemies rather 
disturbed Mr. Eingwood's tranquillity. 

" I was dreadfully bullied at that school," he 
said, in an appealing manner, to Mr. Penny
stone. " I did as others did. It was a horri
ble place, and I hate the name of it. I say. 
Ascot, don't you think that Barnaby's motion 
last night was very ill-timed, and that the 
Chancellor of the Exchequer answered him very 
neatly ?" 

This became a cant phrase among some of us 
wags afterward. Whenever we wished to change 
a conversation, it was, " I say. Ascot, don't you 
think Barnaby's motion was very ill-timed, and 
the Chancellor of the Exchequer answered him 
very neatly ?" Tou know Mr. Eingwood would 
scarcely have thought of coming among such 
common people as his old school-fellows, but 
seeing Lord Ascot's phaeton at Black's, he con
descended to drive down to Richmond with his 
lordship, and I hope a great number of his 
friends in St. James's Street saw him in that 
noble company. 

Windham was the chairman of the evening— 
elected to that post because he is very fond of 
making speeches to which he does not in the 
least expect you to listen. All men of sense 
are glad to hand over this ofiice to him : and I 
hope, for my part, a day will soon arrive (but I 
own, mind you, that I do not carve well) when 
we shall have the speeches done by a skilled 
waiter at the side-table, as we now have the 
carving. Don't you find that you splash the 
gravy, that you mangle the meat, that you can't 
nick the joint in helping the company to a din
ner-speech ? I, for my part, own that I am in 
a state of tremor and absence of mind before the 
operation; in a condition of imbecility during 
the business; and that I am sure of a headache 
and indigestion the next morning. What then ? 
Have I not seen one of the bravest men in the 
world, at a city-dinner last year, in a state of 
equal panic? I feel that I am wandering 
from Philip's adventures to his biographers, and 
confess I am thinking of the dismal^osco I my
self made on this occasion at the Eichmond 
dinner. 

You see, the order of the day at these meet
ings is to joke at every thing—to joke at the 
chairman, at all the speakers, at the army and 
navy, at the venerable the legislature, at the 
bar and bench, and so forth. If we toast a bar
rister we show how admirably he would have 
figured in the dock : of a sailor, how lamentably 
sea-sick he was: if a soldier, how nimbly he ran 
away. For example, we drank the Venerable 
Archdeacon Brackley and the army. We de
plored the perverseness which had led him to 
adopt a black coat instead of a red. War had 
evidently been his vocation, as he had shown by 
the frequent battles in which he had been en
gaged at school. For what was the other great 
warrior of the age famous? for that Eoman feat
ure in his face, which distinguished, which gave 
a name to, our Brackley—a name by which we 
fondly clung. (Criesof "Nosey, Nosey!") Might 
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that feature ornament ere long the face of—of 
one of the chiefs of that army of which he was 
a distinguislied field-oiBcer! Might— Here I 
confess I fairly broke down, lost the thread of 
my joke—at which Brackley seemed to look rath
er severe—and finished the speech with a gobble 
about regard, esteem, every body respect you, 
and good health, old boy—which answered quite 
as well as a finished oration, however the author 
might be discontented with it. 

The Archdeacon's little sermon was very 
brief, as the discourses of sensible divines some
times will be. He was glad to meet old friends 
—to make friends with old foes. (Loud cries of 
"Bravo, Nosey!") In the battle of life, every 
man must meet with a blow or two; and every 
brave one would take his facer with good-humor. 
Had he quarreled with any old school-fellow in 
old times? He wore peace not only on his 
coat bat in his heart. Peace and good-will 
were the words of the day in the army to which 
he belonged; and he hoped that all ofiicers in 
it were animated by one esprit de corps. 

A silence ensued, during which men looked 
toward Mr. Ringwood as the "old foe" toward 
whom the Archdeacon had held out the hand of 
amity: but Ringwood, who had listened to the 
Archdeacon's speech with an expression of great 
disgust, did not rise from his chair—only remark
ing to his neighbor Ascot, "Why should I get 
np ? Hang him, I have nothing to say. I say, 
Ascot, why did you induce me to come into this 
kind of thing?" 

Fearing that a collision might take place be
tween Philip and his kinsman, I had drawn 
Philip away from the place in the room to which 
Lord Ascot beckoned him, saying, "Nevermind, 
Philip, about sitting by the Lord," by whose side 
I knew perfectly well that Mr. Ringwood would 
find a place. But it was our lot to be separated 
from his lordship by merely the table's breadth, 
and some intervening vases of flowers and fruits 
through which we could see and hear our oppo
site neighbors. When Ringwood spoke ' ' of 
this kind of thing" Philip glared across the ta
ble, and started as if he was going to speak ; but 
his neighbor pinched him on the knee, and whis
pered to him, " Silence—no scandal. Remem
ber!" The other fell back, swallowed a glass 
of wine, and made me far from comfortable by 
performing a tatoo on my chair. 

The speeches went on. If they were not more 
eloquent they were more noisy and lively than 
before. Then the aid of song was called in to 
enliven the banquet. The Archdeacon, who had 
looked a little uneasy for the last half hour, rose 
up at the call for a song, and qSitted the room. 
"Let us go too, Philip," said Philip's neighbor. 
" You don't want to hear those dreadful old col
lege songs over again ?" But Philip sulkily said, 
" You go; I should like to stay." 

Lord Ascot was seeing the last of his bachelor 
life. He liked those last evenings to be merry; 
he lingered over them, and did not wish them 
to end too quickly. His neighbor was long since 
tired of the entertainment, and sick of our com

pany. Mr. Ringwood had lived of late in a 
world of such fashion that ordinary mortals were 
despicable to him. He had no affectionate re
membrance of his early days, or of any body 
belonging to them. While Philip was singing 
his song of Doctor Luther I was glad that he 
could not see the face of surprise and disgust 
which his kinsman bore. Other vocal perform
ances followed, including a song by Lord Ascot, 
which, I am bound to say, was hideously out of 
tune; but was received by his near neighbor 
complacently enough. 

The noise now began to increase, the choruses 
were fuller, the speeches were louder and more 
incoherent. I don't think the company heard 
a speech by little Mr. Vanjohn, whose health 
was drunk as representative of the British Turf, 
and who said that he had never known any 
thing about the turf or about play, until their old 
school-fellow, his dearfriend—his swell friend, if 
hemightbe permitted the expression—Mr. Ring-
wood, taught him the use of cards ; and once, 
in his own house, in May Fair, and once in this 
very house, the " Star and Garter," showed him 
how to play the noble game of Blind Hookey. 
' ' The men are drunk. Let us go away, Ascot. 
I didn't come for this kind of thing!" cried-Ring-
wood, furious, by Lord Ascot's side. 

This was the expression which Mr. Ringwood 
had used a short time before, when Philip was 
about to interrupt him. He had lifted his gun 
to fire then, but his hand had been held back. 
The bird passed him once more, and he could 
not help taking aim. "This kind of thing is 
very dull, isn't it, Ringwood ?" he called across 
the table, pulling away a flower, and glaring at 
the other through the little open space. 

" Dull, old boy ? I call it doosed good fun," 
cries Lord Ascot, in the height of good-humor. 

"Dull? What do you mean?" asked my 
lord's neighbor. 

" I mean, you would prefer having a couple 
of packs of cards, and a little room, where you 
could win three or four hundred from a young 
fellow? It's more profitable and more quiet 
than ' this kind of thing.'" 

" I say, I don't know what you mean !" cries 
the other. 

" W h a t ! You have forgotten already ? Has 
not Vanjohn just told you, how you and Mr. 
Deuceace brought him down here, and won his 
money from him ; and then how you gave him 
his revenge at your own house in—" 

"Did I come here to be insulted by that fel
low?" cries Mr. Ringwood, appealing to his 
neighbor. 

" If that is an insult you may put it in your 
pipe and smoke it, Mr. Ringwood!" cried Philip. 

"Come away, come away. Ascot! Don't 
keep me here listening to this bla—" 

" If you say another word," says Philip, "I ' l l 
send this decanter at your head!" 

"Come, come—nonsense! No quarreling! 
Make it up! Every body has had too much! 
Get the bill, and order the omnibus round!" A 
crowd was on one side of the table and the other. 
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One of the cousins had not the least wish that the 
((uarrel should proceed any farther. 

When, being in a quarrel, Philip Pirmin as
sumes the calm and stately manner he is per
haps in his most dangerous state. Lord Ascot's 
phaeton (in which Mr. Kingwood showed a great 
unwillingness to take a seat by the driver) was 
at the hotel gate, an omnibus and a private car
riage or two were in readiness to take home the 
other guests of the feast. Ascot went into the 
hotel to light a final cigar, and now Philip, 
springing forward, caught by the arm the gen
tleman sitting on the front seat of the phaeton. 

"S top!" he said. "You used a word just 
now—" 

' ' What word ? I don't know any thing about 
words!" cries the other, in a loud voice. 

"You said 'insulted,'" murmured Philip, in 
the gentlest tone. 

" I don't know what I said," said Eingwood, 
peevishly. 

" I said, in reply to the words which you for
get, ' that I would knock you down,' or words to 
that etiect. If you feel in the least aggrieved, 
you know where my chambers are—with Mr. 
Vanjohn, whom you and your mistress inveigled 
to play cards when he was a boy. You are not 
lit to come into an honest man's house. It was 
only because I wished to spare a lady's feelings 
that I refrained from turning you out of mine. 
Good-night, Ascot!" and with great majesty Mr. 
Philip returned to his companion and the Han
som cab which was in waiting to convey these 
two gentlemen to London. 

I was quite correct in my surmise that Philip's 
antagonist would take no further notice of the 
quarrel to Philip, personally. Indeed, he af
fected to treat it as a drunken brawl, regarding 
which no man of sense would allow himself to 
be seriously disturbed. A quarrel between two 
men of the same family—between Philip and 
his own relative who had only wished him well ? 
It was absurd and impossible. What Mr. Ring-
wood deplored was the obstinate ill-temper and 
known violence of Philip, which were forever 
leading him into these brawls, and estranging 
his fiimily from him. A man seized by the coat, 
insulted, tlireatened with a decanter! A man 
of station so treated by a person whose own posi
tion was most questionable, whose father was a 
fugitive, and who himself was struggling for 
precarious subsistence! The arrogance was too 
great. With the best wishes for the unhappy 
young man, and his amiable (but empty-headed) 
little wife, it was impossible to take further no
tice of them. Let the visits cease. Let the 
carriage no more drive from Berkeley Square to 
Milman Street. Let there be no presents of 
game, poultry, legs of mutton, old clothes, and 
what not. Henceforth, therefore, the Ringwood 
carriage was unknown in the neighborhood of 
the Foundling, and the Ringwood footmen no 
more scented with their powdered heads the 
Firmins' little hall-ceiling. Sir John said to 
the end that he was about to procure a comfort
able place for Philip when his deplorable violence 

obliged Sir John to break off all relations with 
the most misguided young man. 

Nor was the end of the mischief here. We 
have all read how the gods never appear alone— 
the gods bringing good or evil fortune. When 
two or three little pieces of good luck had be
fallen our poor friend, my wife triumjihantly 
cried out, " I told you so! Did I not always 
say that Heaven would befriend that dear, inno
cent wife and children; that brave, generous, 
imprudent father?" And now when tlie evil 
days came, this monstrous logician insisted that 
poverty, sickness, dreadful doubt and terror, hun
ger and want almost, were all equally intended 
for Philip's advantage, and would work for good 
in the end. So that rain was good, and sun
shine was good; so that sickness was good, and 
health was good; that Philip ill was to be as 
happy as Philip well, and as thankful for a sick 
house and an empty pocket as for a warm fire
side and a comfortable larder. Mind, I ask no 
Christian philosopher to revile at his ill-fortunes, 
or to despair. I will accept a toothache (or any 
evil of life) and bear it without too much grum
bling. But I can not say that to have a tooth 
pulled out is a blessing, or fondle the hand wliich 
wrenches at my jaw. 

" They can live without their fine relations, 
and their donations of mutton and turnips," cries 
my wife, with a toss of her head. "The way in 
which those people patronized Philip and dear 
Charlotte was perfectly intolerable. Lady Eing
wood knows how dreadful the conduct of that 
Mr. Eingwood is, and—and I have no patience 
with Iter!" How, I repeat, do women know 
about men? How do they telegraph to each 
other their notices of alarm and mistrust ? and 
fly as birds rise up with a rush and a skurry 
when danger appears to be near ? All this was 
very well. But Mr. Tregarvan heard some ac
count of the dispute between Philip and Mr. 
Ringwood, and applied to Sir John for furtlier 
particulars; and Sir John—liberal man as he 
was and ever had been, and priding himself lit
tle. Heaven knew, at the privilege of rank, which 
was merely adventitious-—was constrained to 
confess that this young man's conduct showed 
a great deal too much laissez aller. He had 
constantly, at Sir John's own house, manifested 
an independence which had bordered on rude
ness ; he was always notorious for his quarrel
some disposition, and lately had so disgraced 
himself in a scene with Sir John's eldest son, 
Mr. Eingwood—had exhibited such brutality, 
ingratitude, and—and inebriation, that Sir John 
was free to confess he had forbidden the gentle
man his door. 

" A n insubordinate, ill-conditioned fellow, 
certainly!" thinks Tregarvan. (And I do not 
say, though Philip is my friend, that Tregarvan 
and Sir John were altogether wrong regarding 
their proteije.) Twice Tregarvan had invited 

I him to breakfast, and Philip had not appeared. 
i More than once he had contradicted Tregarvan 
about the Review. He had said that the Ee-

, view was not getting on, and if you asked Philip 
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his candid opinion, it would not get on. Six 
numbers had appeared, and it did not meet \vith 
that attention which the public ought to pay to 
it. The public was careless as to the desif;ns of 
that Great Power which it was Tregarvan's aim 
to defy and confound. He took council with 
himself He walked over to the publisher's and 
inspected the books; and the result of that in
spection was so disagreeable that he went home 
straightway and wrote a letter to Philij) Firinin, 
Esq., New Milraan Street, Guildford Street, 
which that poor fellow brought to his usual ad
visers. 

That letter contained a check for a quarter's 
salary, and bade adieu to Mr. Firmin. The 
writer would not recapitulate the causes of dis
satisfaction which he felt respecting tlie conduct 
of the Review. He was much disappointed in 
its progress, and dissatisfied with its general 
management. He thought an opportunity was 
lost which never could be recovered for exposing 
the designs of a Power which menaced the lib
erty and tranquillity of Europe. Had it been 
directed with proper energy that Review might 
have been an aegis to that threatened liberty, a 
lamp to lighten the darkness of that menaced 
freedom. It might have pointed the way to the 
cultivation bonamm llterarum; it might have 
fostered rising talent; it might have chastised 
the arrogance of so-called critics; it might have 
served the cause of truth. Tregarvan's hopes 
were disappointed: he would not say by whose 
remissness or fault. He had done his utmost in 
the good work, and, finally, would thank Mr. 
Eirmin to print off the articles already purchased 
and paid for, and to prepare a brief notice for 
the next number, announcing the discontinuance 
of the Review; and Tregarvan showed my wife 
a cold shoulder for a considerable time after
ward, nor were we asked to his tea-parties, I 
forget for how many seasons. 

Tliis to us was no great loss or subject of an
noyance ; but to poor Philip ? It was a matter 
of life and almost death to him. He never 
could save much out of his little pittance. Here 
were fifty pounds in his hand, it is true ; but 
bills, taxes, rent, the hundred little obligations 
of a house, were due and pressing upon him; 
and in the midst of his anxiety our dear little 
Mrs. Philip was about to present him with a 
third ornament to his nursery. Poor little Ter-
tius arrived duly enough; and, such hypocrites 
were we, that the poor mother was absolutely 
thinking of calling the child Tregarvan Firmin, 
as a comi)liment to Mr. Tregarvan, who had 
been so kind to them, and Tregarvan Firmin 
would be such a pretty name, she thought. We 
imagined the Little Sister knew nothing about 
Philip's anxieties. Of course, she attended Mrs. 
Philip through her troubles, and we vow that we 
never said a word to her regarding Philip's own. 
But Mrs. Brandon went into Philip one day, as 
he was sitting very grave and sad with his two 
first-born children, and she took both his hands 
and said, "You know, dear, I have saved over 

[ so much: and I always intended it for—you 
i know who." And here she loosened one hand 
from him, and felt in her pocket for a purse, and 

, put it into Philip's hand, and wept on his shoul
der. And Philip kissed her, and thanked God 

' for sending him such a dear friend, and gave her 
back her purse, though indeed he had but five 
pounds left in his own when this benefactress 
came to him. 

Yes; but there were debts owing to him. 
There was his wife's little portion of fifty pounds 
a year, which had never been paid since the sec
ond quarter after their marriage, which had hap
pened now more than three years ago. As Phil
ip had scarce a guinea in the world, he wrote to 
Mrs. Baynes, his wife's mother, to explain his 
extreme want, and to remind her that this mon
ey was due. Mrs. General Baynes was living at 
Jersey at this time in a choice society of half pay 
ladies, clergymen, captains, and the like, among 
whom I have no doubt she moved as a great lady. 
She wore a large medallion of the deceased Gen
eral on her neck. She wept dry tears over that 
interesting cameo at frequent tea-parties. She 
never could forgive Philip for taking away her 
child from her, and if any one would take away 
others of her girls she would be equally unfor
giving. Endowed with that wonderful logic 
with which women are blessed, I believe she 
never admitted, or has been able to admit in her 
own mind, that she did Philip and her daughter 
a wrong. In the tea-parties of her acquaintance 
she groaned over the extravagance of her son-in-
law and his brutal treatment of her blessed child. 
Many good people agreed with her and shook 
their respectable noddles when the name of that 
prodigal Philip was mentioned over her muffins 
and Bohea. He was prayed for; his dear wid
owed mother-in-law was pitied, and blessed with 
all the comfort reverend gentlemen could sujjply 
on the spot. " Upon my honor, Firmin, Emily 
and I were made to believe that you were a mon
ster. Sir—with cloven feet and a forked tail, by 
George !—and now I have heard your story, by 
Jove, I think it is you and not Eliza Baynes who 
were wronged. She has a deuce of a tongue, 
Eliza has: and a temper—poor Charles knew 
what that was !" In fine, when Philip, reduced 
to his last guinea, asked Charlotte's mother to 
pay her debts to her sick daughter, Mrs. Gener
al B. sent Philip a ten-pound note, open, hy 
Captain Swang, of the Indian army, who hap
pened to be coming to England. And that, 
Philip says, of all the hard knocks of fate, has 
been the very hardest which he has had to en
dure. 

But the poor little wife knew nothing of this 
cruelty, nor, indeed, of the poverty which was 
hemming round her curtain; and in the midst 
of his griefs Philip Firmin was immensely con
soled by the tender fidelity of the friends whom 
God liad sent him. Their griefs were drawing to 
an end now. Kind readers all, may your sor
rows, may mine, leave us with hearts not embit
tered, and humbly acquiescent to the Great Will! 
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tTNITED STATES. 

OUR Record closes on the 2d of July, while the 
issvie of the operations before Richmond, to 

which all eyes have been so long turned, remains 
undecided. The official returns from the army have 
been so carefully withheld by Government that we 
can only give a bare outline of the leading events 
which have occurred during the month:—After the 
bloody but undecisive battle of Fairoaks, fought 
on the 31st of May and the 1st of June, nothing of de
cisive importance took place until the 2Gth, though 
there was continual skirmishing and firing at differ
ent portions of the line. At this time the right 
wing of our army had extended to the north of 
Richmond, covering an extent of many miles, the 
general dyp )t for stores and munitions being at the 
White House, on the Pamunky River, some twenty 
miles in the rear ; three armj' corps had crossed the 
Chickahominy, and were posted between that stream 
and Richmond. It became apparent that the ene
my had been largely reinforced from various quar
ters, and that our forces were not sufliciently numer
ous to maintain their long line, much less to assail 
the Confederate capital from that direction. 

It would seem that some days before General 
M'Clellan, now that the destruction of the Merriinac 
had put the James River under our control, had de
termined to make that his base of operations, and 
had made preparations to withdraw his right wing 
from its position. The supplies at the White House 
were accordingly moved down the Pamunky and 
York rivers, to be sent up the James, upon which 
the army, commencing with the left wing, was to 
be moved, crossing the Chickahominy, to be followed 
by the right wing. On the 26th the enemy made 
an attack in force upon our extreme right, at Me-
chanicsville; our troops, according to orders, falling 
back. Severe fighting took place on the three fol
lowing days, the details of which, from official 
sources, will be published before this number of the 
Magazine reaches our readers; we do not therefore 
reproduce the isolated accounts furnished by various 
newspaper correspondents. By Monday our army 
had taken up its new position, resting on the James 
River, within the support of our gun-boats. Here 
their rear was assailed by forces from Richmond ; 
and at the close of Monday, June 30, the date of our 
latest intelligence, it was presumed that the action 
would be renewed on the following day. As we 
have said, the othcial reports have not been pub
lished, and as we close it is impossible to sav wheth
er tliese operations of our army are to be considered 
a retreat or a strategic movement to secure a moaj 
favoralde assailing position. 

An unsuccessful demonstration was made upon 
Charleston on the 16th of June. The whole avail
able force of this Department had been concentrated 
upon James Island, and the enemy were in force near 
the centre of the island to prevent the advance upon 
Charleston. At Secessionville they had erected 
a strong intrenchment. General Benham, who was 
temporarily in command—General Hunter having 
left for the head-quarters at Hilton Head—undertook 
to carry these works, in order to open a passage for 
direct operations against Fort Johnson and Charles
ton. The assault was bravely made, but was wholly 
unsuccessful; after a severe fight of five hours our 
forces were repulsed, and driven back with a loss es
timated at about 700 in killed, wounded, and miss

ing. James Island was subsequently abandoned by 
us, and our troops withdrawn to the head-quarters 
of the Southern Division at Hilton Head. 

General Pope having been appointed by the Pres
ident to the chief command in the Shenandoah Val
ley, including the corps under Fremont, Banks, and 
M'Dowell, General Fremont asked to be relieved 
from the command of his corps, on the ground that 
" t he position assigned to him, by the appointment 
of Major-General Pope as Commander-in-Chief of 
the Army of Virginia, was subordinate and inferior 
to that heretofore held by him, arid to remain in 
the subordinate command now assigned would large
ly reduce his rank and consideration in the service." 
His request was immediately granted. 

On the 1st of July the President, in re.sponse to 
the official request of the Governors of eighteen 
States, issued a call for 300,000 additional men for 
the army. 

From the extreme South and Southwest the intel
ligence is of comparatively slight importance. New 
Orleans is perfectly quiet under the government of 
General Butler, and General Shepley, the military 
commander; but neither there nor in Memphis is 
there apparent any considerable Union feeling. The 
report that Governor Stanly, of North Carolina, 
had closed the schools for colored people, adverted 
to in our last Record, proves to have been erroneous. 

The position of the body of the army of Beaure
gard is not yet ascertained ; the reports of the large 
numbers of prisoners taken during their retreat turn 
out to be unfounded. It is reported that our gun
boats from up and down the Mississippi have met at 
Vicksburg, and that the attack upon that place has 
commenced. The Cumberland Gap, the main 
avenue of communication between the Southwest 
and A '̂irginia, was seized by our forces under Gen
eral Morgan on the 18 th of June, it having been 
evacuated Ijy the enemy. A gun-boat expedition 
sent from Memphis up the White River, in Arkansas, 
had an action, on the 18th, at Fort Cliarles, 85 miles 
from the mouth of the river. The fort was taken, 
with considerable loss ; ours was also severe, a shot 
penetrating the boiler of the Mound City, one of our 
gun-boats, and a large part of her crew were killed 
or disabled by the escaping steam. On the 2r)th 
the first train from Memphis to Corinth was attack
ed, twelve miles from the former place, by a bodv 
of the enemy's cavalry. On it were a company of 
Ohio soldiers, of whom ten were killed and a number 
made prisoners. 

The Tax-bill has finally passed both Houses of 
Congress. I ts special provisions are so numerous 
that our space will not permit us to give an abstn. ot. 
We note only a few of the most important general 
features : They include direct imposts, averaging 3 
per cent, upon manufactured articles, most of which, 
however, are specially enumerated; of those enum
erated distilled spirits pay 20 cents per gallon, ales 
1 dollar per barrel; licenses, varying from 5 to 200 
dollars, upon almost every profession ; stamps, from 
3 cents to 1 dollar upon the paper used for bills of 
exchange, and from 1 to 20 dollars upon conveyances 
of real estate; the income-tax is 3 per cent, on the 
excess over $600 of all incomes up to .$10,000, and 5 
per cent, on those greater. To collect these taxes a 
Commissioner of Internal Revenue is to be appoint
ed, at a salary of $4000, and various district collect
ors and assessors, as specified in the bill. Every 
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