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CHAPTER XXIV. NEC DULCES AMORES SPERNE, PUER,
NEQUE TU CHOREAS

'MY dear," Mrs. Baynes said to her daughter, 'you are going out a great deal in the
world now. You will go to a great number of places where poor Philip cannot hope
to be admitted.'

'Not admit Philip, mamma! then I'm sure I don't want to go," cries the girl.

'"Time enough to leave off going to parties when you can't afford it and marry him.
When I was a lieutenant's wife, I didn't go to any parties out of the regiment, my
dear!'

'Oh, then, I am sure I shall never want to go out!' Charlotte declares.

"You fancy he will always stop at home, I dare say. Men are not all so domestic as
your papa. Very few love to stop at home like him. Indeed, I may say that I have
made his home comfortable. But one thing is clear, my child. Philip can't always
expect to go where we go. He is not in the position in life. Recollect, your father is
a general officer, C.B., and may be K.C.B. soon, and your mother is a general
officer's lady. We may go anywhere. I might have gone to the drawing-room at
home if I chose. Lady Biggs would have been delighted to present me. Your aunt
has been to the drawing-room, and she is only Mrs. Major MacWhirter; and most
absurd it was of Mac to let her go. But she rules him in everything, and they have
no children. I have, goodness knows! I sacrifice myself for my children. You little
know what I deny myself for my children. I said to Lady Biggs, "No, Lady Biggs;
my husband may go. He should go. He has his uniform, and it will cost him
nothing except a fly and a bouquet for the man who drives; but / will not spend
money on myself, for the hire of diamonds and feathers, and, though I yield in
loyalty to no person, I dare say my Sovereign won't miss me." And I don't think her
Majesty did. She has other things to think of besides Mrs. General Baynes, |
suppose. She is a mother, and can appreciate a mother's sacrifices for her children.'

If 1 have not hitherto given you detailed reports of Mrs. General Baynes's
conversation, I don't think, my esteemed reader, you will be very angry.

'Now, child,' the General's lady continued, 'let me warn you not to talk much to
Philip about those places to which you go without him, and to which his position in
life does not allow of his coming. Hide anything from him? Oh dear, no! Only for
his own good, you understand. I don't tell everything to your papa. I should only
worrit him and vex him. When anything will please him and make him happy, then
I tell him. And about Philip? Philip, I must say it, my dear—I must as a mother say
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it—has his faults. He is an envious man. Don't look shocked. He thinks very well
of himself; and having been a great deal spoiled, and made too much of in his
unhappy father's time, he is so proud and haughty that he forgets his position, and
thinks he ought to live with the highest society. Had Lord Ringwood left him a
fortune, as Philip led us to expect when we gave our consent to this most unlucky
match—for that my dear child should marry a beggar is most unlucky and most
deplorable; I can't help saying so, Charlotte,—if I were on my deathbed I couldn't
help saying so; and I wish with all my heart we had never seen or heard of him.—
There! Don't go off in one of your tantrums! What was I saying, pray? I say that
Philip is in no position, or rather in a very humble one, which—a mere newspaper-
writer and a subaltern too—everybody acknowledges it to be. And if he hears us
talking about our parties to which we have a right to go—to which you have a right
to go with your mother, a general officer's lady—why, he'll be offended. He won't
like to hear about them and think he can't be invited; and you had better not talk
about them at all, or about the people you meet and dance with. At Mrs. Hely's you
may dance with Lord Headbury, the ambassador's son. And if you tell Philip he
will be offended. He will say that you boast about it. When I was only a
lieutenant's wife at Barrackpore, Mrs. Captain Capers used to go to Calcutta to the
Government House balls. I didn't go. But I was offended, and I used to say that
Flora Capers gave herself airs, and was always boasting of her intimacy with the
Marchioness of Hastings. We don't like our equals to be better off than ourselves.
Mark my words. And if you talk to Philip about the people whom you meet in
society, and whom he can't from his unfortunate station expect to know, you will
offend him. That was why I nudged you to-day when you were going on about Mr.
Hely. Anything so absurd! I saw Philip getting angry at once, and biting his
moustaches, as he always does when he is angry—and swears quite out loud—so
vulgar! There! you are going to be angry again, my love; I never saw anything like
you! Is this my Charly who never was angry? I know the world, dear, and you
don't. Look at me, how I manage your papa, and I tell you don't talk to Philip about
things which offend him! Now, dearest, kiss your poor old mother who loves you.
Go upstairs and bathe your eyes, and come down happy to dinner.' And at dinner
Mrs. General Baynes was uncommonly gracious to Philip: and when gracious she
was especially odious to Philip, whose magnanimous nature accommodated itself
ill to the wheedling artifices of an ill-bred old woman.

Following this wretched mother's advice, my poor Charlotte spoke scarcely at all to
Philip of the parties to which she went, and the amusements which she enjoyed
without him. I dare say Mrs. Baynes was quite happy in thinking that she was
'guiding' her child rightly. As if a coarse woman, because she is mean, and greedy,
and hypocritical, and fifty years old, has a right to lead a guileless nature into
wrong! Ah! if some of us old folks were to go to school to our children, I am sure,
madam, it would do us a great deal of good. There is a fund of good sense and
honourable feeling about my great-grandson Tommy, which is more valuable than
all his grandpapa's experience and knowledge of the world. Knowledge of the
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world forsooth! Compromise, selfishness modified, and double dealing. Tom
disdains a lie: when he wants a peach, he roars for it. If his mother wishes to go to
a party, she coaxes, and wheedles, and manages, and smirks, and curtseys for
months, in order to get her end; takes twenty rebuffs, and comes up to the scratch
again smiling;—and this woman is for ever lecturing her daughters, and preaching
to her sons upon virtue, honesty, and moral behaviour!

Mrs. Hely's little party at the Hotel de la Terrasse was very pleasant and bright; and
Miss Charlotte enjoyed it, although her swain was not present. But Philip was
pleased that his little Charlotte should be happy. She beheld with wonderment
Parisian duchesses, American millionaires, dandies from the embassies, deputies
and peers of France with large stars and wigs like papa. She gaily described her
party to Philip; described, that is to say, everything but her own success, which was
undoubted. There were many beauties at Mrs. Hely's, but nobody fresher or
prettier. The Miss Blacklocks retired very early and in the worst possible temper.
Prince Slyboots did not in the least heed their going away. His thoughts were all
fixed upon little Charlotte. Charlotte's mamma saw the impression which the girl
made, and was filled with a hungry joy. Good-natured Mrs. Hely complimented
her on her daughter. 'Thank God, she is as good as she is pretty,' said the mother, I
am sure speaking seriously this time, regarding her daughter. Prince Slyboots
danced with scarce anybody else. He raised a perfect whirlwind of compliments
round about Charlotte. She was quite a simple person, and did not understand one-
tenth part of what he said to her. He strewed her path with roses of poesy: he
scattered garlands of sentiment before her all the way from the antechamber
downstairs, and so to the fly which was in waiting to take her and parents home to
the boarding-house. 'By George, Charlotte, I think you have smitten that fellow,'
cries the General, who was infinitely amused by young Hely—his raptures, his
affectations, his long hair, and what Baynes called his low dress. A slight white
tape and a ruby button confined Hely's neck. His hair waved over his shoulders.
Baynes had never seen such a specimen. At the mess of the stout 120th, the lads
talked of their dogs, horses, and sport. A young civilian, smattering in poetry,
chattering in a dozen languages, scented, smiling, perfectly at ease with himself
and the world, was a novelty to the old officer.

And now the Queen's birthday arrived—and that it may arrive for many scores of
years yet to come is, I am sure, the prayer of all of us— and with the birthday his
Excellency Lord Estridge's grand annual féte in honour of his sovereign. A card for
their ball was left at Madame Smolensk's, for General, Mrs., and Miss Baynes; and
no doubt Monsieur Slyboots Walsingham Hely was the artful agent by whom the
invitation was forwarded. Once more the General's veteran uniform came out from
the tin-box, with its dingy epaulets and little cross and ribbon. His wife urged on
him strongly the necessity of having a new wig, wigs being very cheap and good at
Paris; but Baynes said a new wig would make his old coat look very shabby, and a
new uniform would cost more money than he would like to afford. So shabby he
went de cap a pied, with a moulting feather, a threadbare suit, a tarnished wig, and
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a worn-out lace, sibi constans. Boots, trousers, sash, coat, were all old and worse
for wear, and 'faith,' says he, 'my face follows suit.' A brave silent man was
Baynes; with a twinkle of humour in his lean wrinkled face.

And if General Baynes was shabbily attired at the Embassy ball, I think I know a
friend of mine who was shabby too. In the days of his prosperity, Mr. Philip was
parens cultor et infrequens of balls, routs, and ladies' company. Perhaps because
his father was angered at Philip's neglect of his social advantages and indifference
as to success in the world, Philip was the more neglectful and indifferent. The
elder's comedy-smiles, and solemn hypocritical politeness caused scorn and revolt
on the part of the younger man. Philip despised the humbug, and the world to
which such humbug could be welcome. He kept aloof from tea-parties then: his
evening-dress clothes served him for a long time. I cannot say how old his dress-
coat was at the time of which we are writing. But he had been in the habit of
respecting that garment and considering it new and handsome for many years past.
Meanwhile the coat had shrunk, or its wearer had grown stouter; and his grand
embroidered, embossed, illuminated, carved and gilt velvet dress waistcoat, too,
had narrowed, had become absurdly tight and short, and I dare say was the
laughing-stock of many of Philip's acquaintances, whilst he himself, poor simple
fellow, was fancying that it was a most splendid article of apparel. You know in
the Palais Royal they hang out the most splendid reach-me-down dressing-gowns,
waistcoats, and so forth. 'No,' thought Philip, coming out of his cheap dining-
house, and swaggering along the arcades, and looking at the tailors' shops, with his
hands in his pockets. "My brown velvet dress waistcoat with the gold sprigs, which
I had made at college, is a much more tasty thing than these gaudy ready-made
articles. And my coat is old, certainly, but the brass buttons are still very bright and
handsome, and, in fact, it is a most becoming and gentlemanlike thing." And under
this delusion the honest fellow dressed himself in his old clothes, lighted a pair of
candles, and looked at himself with satisfaction in the looking-glass, drew on a pair
of cheap gloves which he had bought, walked by the Quays, and over the Deputies'
Bridge, across the Place Louis XV., and strutted up the Faubourg St. Honor¢ to the
Hotel of the British Embassy. A half-mile queue of carriages was formed along the
street, and of course the entrance to the hotel was magnificently illuminated.

A plague on those cheap gloves! Why had not Philip paid three francs for a pair of
gloves, instead of twenty-nine sous? Mrs. Baynes had found a capital cheap glove
shop, whither poor Phil had gone in the simplicity of his heart; and now as he went
in under the-grand illuminated porte-cochére, Philip saw that the gloves had given
way at the thumbs, and that his hands appeared through the rents, as red as raw
beefsteaks. It is wonderful how red hands will look through holes in white gloves.
'And there's that hole in my boot, too,' thought Phil; but he had put a little ink over
the seam, and so the rent was imperceptible. The coat and waistcoat were tight, and
of a past age. Never mind. The chest was broad, the arms were muscular and long,
and Phil's face, in the midst of a halo of fair hair and flaming whiskers, looked
brave, honest, and handsome. For a while his eyes wandered fiercely and restlessly
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all about the room from group to group; but now—ah! now—they were settled.
They had met another pair of eyes, which lighted up with glad welcome when they
beheld him. Two young cheeks mantled with a sweet blush. These were Charlotte's
cheeks: and hard by them were mamma's, of a very different colour. But Mrs.
General Baynes had a knowing turban on, and a set of garnets round her old neck,
like gooseberries set in gold.

They admired the rooms: they heard the names of the great folks who arrived, and
beheld many famous personages. They made their curtseys to the ambassadress.
Confusion! With a great rip, the thumb of one of those cheap gloves of Philip's
parts company from the rest of the glove, and he is obliged to wear it crumpled up
in his hand: a dreadful mishap—for he is going to dance with Charlotte, and he will
have to give his hand to the vis-a-vis.

Who comes up smiling, with a low neck, with waving curls and whiskers, pretty
little hands exquisitely gloved, and tiny feet? 'Tis Hely Walsingham, lightest in the
dance. Most affably does Mrs. General Baynes greet the young fellow. Very
brightly and happily do Charlotte's eyes glance towards her favourite partner. It is
certain that poor Phil can't hope at all to dance like Hely. 'And see what nice neat
feet and hands he has got,’ says Mrs. Baynes. 'Comme il est bien ganté¢! A
gentleman ought to be always well gloved.'

'Why did you send me to the twenty-nine-sous shop?' says poor Phil, looking at his
tattered hand-shoes and red obstrusive thumb.

'Oh, you!—(here Mrs. Baynes shrugs her yellow old shoulders). 'Your hands
would burst through any gloves! How do you do, Mr. Hely? Is your mamma here?
Of course she is! What a delightful party she gave us! The dear ambassadress looks
quite unwell—most pleasing manners, I am sure; Lord Estridge, what a perfect
gentleman!'

The Bayneses were just come. For what dance was Miss Baynes disengaged? ' As
many as ever you like!' cries Charlotte, who, in fact, called Hely her little dancing-
master, and never thought of him except as a partner. 'Oh, too much happiness! Oh,
that this could last for ever!' sighed Hely, after a waltz, polka, mazurka, I know not
what, and fixing on Charlotte the full blaze of his beauteous blue eyes. 'For ever?'
cries Charlotte, laughing. 'T'm very fond of dancing, indeed; and you dance
beautifully; but I don't know that I should like to dance for ever.' Ere the words are
over, he is whirling her round the room again. His little feet fly with surprising
agility. His hair floats behind him. He scatters odours as he spins. The
handkerchief with which he fans his pale brow is like a cloudy film of muslin—and
poor old Philip sees with terror that Ais pocket-handkerchief has got three great
holes in it. His nose and one eye appeared through one of the holes while Phil was
wiping his forehead. It was very hot. He was very hot. He was hotter, though
standing still, than young Hely who was dancing. 'He! he! I compliment you on
your gloves, and your handkerchief, I'm sure,' sniggers Mrs. Baynes, with a toss of
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her turban. Has it not been said that a bull is a strong, courageous, and noble
animal, but a bull in a china-shop is not in his place? There you go. Thank you! I
wish you'd go somewhere else,' cries Mrs. Baynes, in a fury. Poor Philip's foot has
just gone through her flounce. How red is he! how much hotter than ever! There go
Hely and Charlotte, whirling round like two opera-dancers! Philip grinds his teeth,
he buttons his coat across his chest. How very tight it feels! How savagely his eyes
glare! Do young men still look savage and solemn at balls? An ingenuous young
Englishman ought to do that duty of dancing, of course. Society calls upon him.
But I doubt whether he ought to look cheerful during the performance, or flippantly
engage in so grave a matter.

As Charlotte's sweet round face beamed smiles upon Philip over Hely's shoulders,
it looked so happy that he never thought of grudging her her pleasure: and happy
he might have remained in this contemplation, regarding not the circle of dancers
who were galloping and whirling on at their usual swift rate, but her, who was the
centre of all joy and pleasure for him;—when suddenly a shrill voice was heard
behind him, crying, 'Get out of the way, hang you!' and suddenly there bounced
against him Ringwood Twysden, pulling Miss Flora Trotter round the room, one of
the most powerful and intrepid dancers of that season at Paris. They hurtled past
Philip; they shot him forward against a pillar. He heard a screech, an oath, and
another loud laugh from Twysden, and beheld the scowls of Miss Trotter as that
rapid creature bumped at length into a place of safety.

I told you about Philip's coat. It was very tight. The daylight had long been
struggling to make an entry at the seams. As he staggered up against the wall,
crack! went a great hole at his back; and crack! one of his gold buttons came off,
leaving a rent in his chest. It was in those days when gold buttons still lingered on
the breasts of some brave men, and we have said simple Philip still thought his coat
a fine one.

There was not only a rent of the seam, there was not only a burst button, but there
was also a rip in Philip's rich cut-velvet waistcoat, with the gold sprigs, which he
thought so handsome—a great heartrending scar. What was to be done? Retreat
was necessary. He told Miss Charlotte of the hurt he had received, whose face
wore a very comical look of pity at his misadventure—he covered part of his
wound with his gibus hat—and he thought he would try and make his way out by
the garden of the hotel, which, of course, was illuminated, and bright, and
crowded, but not so very bright and crowded as the saloons, galleries, supper-
rooms, and halls of gilded light in which the company, for the most part,
assembled.

So our poor wounded friend wandered into the garden, over which the moon was
shining with the most blank indifference at the riddling, feasting, and particoloured
lamps. He says that his mind was soothed by the aspect of yonder placid moon and
twinkling stars, and that he had altogether forgotten his trumpery little accident and
torn coat and waistcoat: but I doubt about the entire truth of this statement, for
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there have been some occasions when he, Mr. Philip, has mentioned the subject,
and owned that he was mortified and in a rage.

Well. He went into the garden: and was calming himself by contemplating the
stars, when, just by that fountain where there is Pradier's little statue of—Moses in
the bulrushes, let us say—round which there was a beautiful row of illuminated
lamps, lighting up a great coronal of flowers, which my dear readers are at liberty
to select and arrange according to their own exquisite taste;—near this little
fountain he found three gentlemen talking together.

The high voice of one Philip could hear, and knew from old days. Ringwood
Twysden, Esquire, always liked to talk and to excite himself with other persons'
liquor. He had been drinking the Sovereign's health with great assiduity, I suppose,
and was exceedingly loud and happy. With Ringwood was Mr. Woolcomb, whose
countenance the lamps lit up in a fine lurid manner, and whose eyeballs gleamed in
the twilight: and the third of the group was our young friend Mr. Lowndes.

'l owed him one, you see, Lowndes,' said Mr. Ringwood Twysden. 'l hate the
fellow! Hang him, always did! I saw the great hulkin' brute standin' there. Couldn't
help myself. Give you my honour, couldn't help myself. I just drove Miss Trotter at
him—sent her elbow well into him, and spun him up against the wall. The buttons
cracked off the beggar's coat, begad! What business had he there, hang him? Gad,
sir, he made a cannon off an old woman in blue, and went into—'

Here Mr. Ringwood's speech came to an end: for his cousin stood before him, grim
and biting his moustache.

'Hullo!" piped the other. "Who wants you to overhear my conversation? Dammy, |
say! I—'

Philip put out that hand with the torn glove. The glove was in a dreadful state of
disruption now. He worked the hand well into his kinsman's neck, and twisting
Ringwood round into a proper position, brought that poor old broken boot so to
bear upon the proper quarter, that Ringwood was discharged into the little font, and
lighted amidst the flowers, and the water, and the oil-lamps, and made a dreadful
mess and splutter amongst them. And as for Philip's coat, it was torn worse than
ever.

I don't know how many of the brass buttons had revolted and parted company from
the poor old cloth, which cracked and split, and tore under the agitation of that
beating angry bosom. I blush as I think of Mr. Firmin in this ragged state, a great
rent all across his back, and his prostrate enemy lying howling in the water, amidst
the spluttering crashing oil-lamps at his feet. When Cinderella quitted her first ball,
just after the clock struck twelve, we all know how shabby she looked. Philip was a
still more disreputable object when he slunk away. I don't know by what side door
Mr. Lowndes eliminated him. He also benevolently took charge of Philip's
kinsman and antagonist Mr. Ringwood Twysden. Mr. Twysden's hands, coat-tails,
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etc., were very much singed and scalded by the oil, and cut by the broken glass,
which was all extracted at the Beaujon Hospital, but not without much suffering on
the part of the patient. But though young Lowndes spoke up for Philip, in
describing the scene (I fear not without laughter), his Excellency caused Mr.
Firmin's name to be erased from his party lists: and I am sure no sensible man will
defend Philip's conduct for a moment.

Of this lamentable fracas which occurred in the hotel garden, Miss Baynes and her
parents had no knowledge for a while. Charlotte was too much occupied with her
dancing, which she pursued with all her might; papa was at cards with some sober
male and female veterans, and mamma was looking with delight at her daughter,
whom the young gentlemen of many embassies were charmed to choose for a
partner. When Lord Headbury, Lord Estridge's son, was presented to Miss Baynes,
her mother was so elated that she was ready to dance too. I do not envy Mrs. Major
MacWhirter, at Tours, the perusal of that immense manuscript in which her sister
recorded the events of the ball. Here was Charlotte, beautiful, elegant,
accomplished, admired everywhere, with young men, young noblemen of immense
property and expectations, wild about her, and engaged by a promise to a rude,
ragged, presumptuous, ill-bred young man, without a penny in the world—wasn't it
provoking? Ah, poor Philip! How that little sour yellow mother-in-law elect did
scowl at him when he came with rather a shame-faced look to pay his duty to his
sweetheart on the day after the ball. Mrs. Baynes had caused her daughter to dress
with extra smartness, had forbidden the poor child to go out, and coaxed her, and
wheedled her, and dressed her with I know not what ornaments of her own, with a
fond expectation that Lord Headbury, that the yellow young Spanish attaché, that
the sprightly Prussian secretary, and Walsingham Hely, Charlotte's partners at the
ball, would certainly call; and the only equipage that appeared at Madame
Smolensk's gate was a hack cab, which drove up at evening, and out of which poor
Philip's well-known tattered boots came striding. Such a fond mother as Mrs.
Baynes may well have been out of humour.

As for Philip, he was unusually shy and modest. He did not know in what light his
friends would regard his escapade of the previous evening. He had been sitting at
home all the morning in state, and in company with a Polish colonel, who lived in
his hotel, and whom Philip had selected to be his second in case the battle of the
previous night should have any suite. He had left that colonel in company with a
bag of tobacco and an order for unlimited beer, whilst he himself ran up to catch a
glimpse of his beloved. The Bayneses had not heard of the battle of the previous
night. They were full of the ball, of Lord Estridge's affability, of the Golconda
Ambassador's diamonds, of the appearance of the Royal princes who honoured the
féte, of the most fashionable Paris talk in a word. Philip was scolded, snubbed, and
coldly received by mamma; but he was used to that sort of treatment, and greatly
relieved by finding that she was unacquainted with his own disorderly behaviour.
He did not tell Charlotte about the quarrel: a knowledge of it might alarm the little
maiden; and so for once our friend was discreet, and held his tongue.
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But if he had any influence with the editor of Galignani's Messenger, why did he
not entreat the conductors of that admirable journal to forego all mention of the
fracas at the Embassy ball? Two days after the féte, I am sorry to say, there
appeared a paragraph in the paper narrating the circumstances of the fight. And the
guilty Philip found a copy of that paper on the table before Mrs. Baynes and the
General when he came to the Champs Elysées according to his wont. Behind that
paper sat Major-General Baynes, C.B., looking confused, and beside him his lady
frowning like Rhadamanthus. But no Charlotte was in the room.



CHAPTER XXYV. INFANDI DOLORES

PHILIP'S heart beat very quickly at seeing this grim pair, and the guilty newspaper
before them, on which Mrs. Baynes's lean right hand was laid. 'So, sir,' she cried,
'you still honour us with your company: after distinguishing yourself as you did the
night before last. Fighting and boxing like a porter at his Excellency's ball. It's
disgusting! I have no other word for it: disgusting!" And here I suppose she nudged
the General, or gave him some look or signal by which he knew he was to come
into action; for Baynes straightway advanced and delivered his fire.

'Faith, sir, more bub-ub-blackguard conduct I never heard of in my life! That's the
only word for it: the only word for it,' cries Baynes,

'"The General knows what blackguard conduct is, and yours is that conduct, Mr.
Firmin! It is all over the town: is talked of everywhere: will be in all the
newspapers. When his Lordship heard of it, he was furious. Never, never, will you
be admitted into the Embassy again, after disgracing yourself as you have done,’
cries the lady.

'Disgracing yourself, that's the word. And disgraceful your conduct was, begad!'
cries the officer second in command.

'You don't know my provocation,' pleaded poor Philip. 'As I came up to him
Twysden was boasting that he had struck me—and—and laughing at me.'

'And a pretty figure you were to come to a ball. Who could help laughing, sir?"

'He bragged of having insulted me, and I lost my temper, and struck him in return.
The thing is done and can't be helped,’ growled Philip.

'Strike a little man before ladies! Very brave indeed!' cries the lady.
'Mrs. Baynes!'

'T call it cowardly. In the army we consider it cowardly to quarrel before ladies,’
continues Mrs. General B.

'l have waited at home for two days, to see if he wanted any more,' groaned Philip.

'Oh, yes! After insulting and knocking a little man down, you want to murder him!
And you call that the conduct of a Christian— the conduct of a gentleman!'

'"The conduct of a ruffian, by George!' says General Baynes.
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'It was prudent of you to choose a very little man, and to have the ladies within
hearing!' continues Mrs. Baynes. 'Why, I wonder you haven't beaten my dear
children next. Don't you, General, wonder he has not knocked down our poor
boys? They are quite small. And it is evident that ladies being present is no
hindrance to Mr. Firmin's boxing-matches.'

"The conduct is gross and unworthy of a gentleman,' reiterates the General.

'You hear what that man says—that old man, who never says an unkind word?
That veteran, who has been in twenty battles, and never struck a man before
women yet? Did you, Charles? He has given you his opinion. He has called you a
name which I won't soil my lips with repeating, but which you deserve. And do
you suppose, sir, that I will give my blessed child to a man who has acted as you
have acted, and been called a—? Charles! General! I will go to my grave rather
than see my daughter given up to such a man!'

'Good Heavens!' said Philip, his knees trembling under him. 'You don't mean to say
that you intend to go from your word, and—'

'Oh! you threaten about money, do you? Because your father was a cheat, you
intend to try and make us suffer, do you?' shrieks the lady. 'A man who strikes a
little man before ladies will commit any act of cowardice, I dare say. And if you
wish to beggar my family, because your father was a rogue—'

'My dear!" interposes the General.

'Wasn't he a rogue, Baynes? Is there any denying it? Haven't you said so a hundred
and a hundred times? A nice family to marry into! No, Mr. Firmin! You may insult
me as you please. You may strike little men before ladies. You may lift your groat
wicked hand against that poor old man, in one of your tipsy fits: but I know a
mother's love, a mother's duty—and I desire that we see you no more.'

'Great Powers!' cries Philip, aghast. 'You don't mean to—to separate me from
Charlotte, General? I have your word. You encouraged me. I shall break my heart.
I'll go down on my knees to that fellow. I'll—oh!—you don't mean what you say!'
And, scared and sobbing, the poor fellow clasped his strong hands together, and
appealed to the General.

Baynes was under his wife's eye. 'l think,' he said, 'your conduct has been
confoundedly bad, disorderly, and ungentlemanlike. You can't support my child, if
you marry her. And if you have the least spark of honour in you, as you say you
have, it is you, Mr. Firmin, who will break off the match, and release the poor child
from certain misery. By George, sir, how is a man who fights and quarrels in a
nobleman's ball-room to get on in the world? How is a man, who can't afford a
decent coat to his back, to keep a wife? The more I have known you, the more I
have felt that the engagement would bring misery upon my child! Is that what you
want? A man of honour—' ('Honour!" in italics, from Mrs, Baynes.)



12 William Makepeace Thackeray

'Hush, my dear!—A man of spirit would give her up, sir. What have you to offer
but beggary, by George? Do you want my girl to come home to your lodgings, and
mend your clothes?'

'l think I put that point pretty well, Bunch my boy,' said the General, talking of the
matter afterwards. 'I hit him there, sir.'

The old soldier did indeed strike his adversary there with a vital stab. Philip's coat,
no doubt, was ragged, and his purse but light. He had sent money to his father out
of his small stock. There wore one or two servants in the old house in Parr Street
who had been left without their wages, and a part of these debts Philip had paid. He
knew his own violence of temper, and his unruly independence. He thought very
humbly of his talents, and often doubted of his capacity to get on in the world. In
his less hopeful moods, he trembled to think that he might be bringing poverty and
unhappiness upon his dearest little maiden, for whom he would joyfully have
sacrificed his blood, his life. Poor Philip sank back sickening and fainting almost
under Baynes's words.

"You'll let me—you'll let me see her?' he gasped out.
'She's unwell. She is in her bed. She can't appear to-day!' cried the mother.

'Oh, Mrs. Baynes! I must—I must see her,' Philip said; and fairly broke out in a sob
of pain.

'This is the man that strikes men before women!' said Mrs. Barnes. 'Very
courageous, certainly!'

'‘By George, Eliza!' the General cried out, starting up, 'it's too bad—"'

'Infirm of purpose, give me the daggers!' Philip yelled out, whilst describing the
scene to his biographer in after days. 'Macbeth would never have done the murders
but for that little quiet woman at his side. When the Indian prisoners are killed, the
squaws always invent the worst tortures. You should have seen that fiend and her
livid smile, as she was drilling her gimlets into my heart. I don't know how I
offended her, I tried to like her, sir. I had humbled myself before her, I went on her
errands. I played cards with her. I sat and listened to her dreadful stories about
Barrackpore and the Governor-General. [ wallowed in the dust before her, and she
hated me, I can see her face now: her cruel yellow face, and her sharp teeth and her
grey eyes. It was the end of August, and pouring a storm that day, I suppose my
poor child was cold and suffering upstairs, for I heard the poking of a fire in her
little room. When I hear a fire poked overhead now—twenty years after—the
whole thing comes back to me; and I suffer over again that infernal agony. Were I
to live a thousand years, I could not forgive her. I never did her a wrong, but I can't
forgive her. Ah, my Heaven, how that woman tortured me!'

'l think I know one or two similar instances,' said Mr. Firmin's biographer.

"You are always speaking ill of women,' said Mr. Firmin's biographer's wife.
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'No, thank Heaven!' said the gentleman. 'l think I know some of whom I never
thought or spoke a word of evil. My dear, will yon give Philip some more tea?' and
with this the gentleman's narrative is resumed.

The rain was beating down the avenue as Philip went into the street He looked up
at Charlotte's window: but there was no sign. There was a flicker of a fire there.
The poor girl had the fever, and was shuddering in her little room, weeping and
sobbing on Madame Smolensk's shoulder. 'Que c'était pitié a voir,’ Madame said.
Her mother had told her she must break from Philip; had invented and spoken a
hundred calumnies against him; declared that he never cared for her; that he had
loose principles, and was for ever haunting theatre* and bad company, 'It's not true,
mother, it's not true!' the little girl had cried, flaming up in revolt for a moment: but
she soon subsided in tears and misery, utterly broken by the thought of her
calamity. Then her father had been brought to her, who had been made to belief
some of the stories against poor Philip, and who was commanded his wife to
impress them upon the girl. And Baynes tried to obey orders; but he was scared
and cruelly pained by the sight of his little maiden's grief and suffering. He
attempted a weak expostulation, and began a speech or two. But his heart failed
him. He retreated behind his wife. She never hesitated in speech or resolution, and
her language became more bitter as her ally faltered. Philip was a drunkard; Philip
was a prodigal; Philip was a frequenter of dissolute haunts and loose companions.
She had the best authority for what she said. Was not a mother anxious for the
welfare of her own child? ('Begad, you don't suppose your own mother would do
anything that was not for your welfare, now?' broke in the General feebly.) 'Do you
think if he had not been drunk he would have ventured to commit such an atrocious
outrage as that at the Embassy? And do you suppose I want a drunkard and a
beggar to marry my daughter? Your ingratitude, Charlotte, is horrible!" cries
mamma. And poor Philip, charged with drunkenness, had dined for seventeen sous,
with a carafon of beer, and had counted on a supper that night by little Charlotte's
side: so, while the child lay sobbing on her bed, the mother stood over her, and
lashed her. For General Baynes,—a brave man, a kind-hearted man,—to have to
look on whilst this torture was inflicted, must have been a hard duty. He could not
eat the boarding-house dinner, though he took his place at the table at the sound of
the dismal bell. Madame herself was not present at the meal; and you know poor
Charlotte's place was vacant. Her father went upstairs, and paused by her bedroom
door, and listened. He heard murmurs within, and Madame's voice, as he stumbled
at the door, cried harshly, 'Qui est 1a?' He entered, Madame was sitting on the bed,
with Charlotte's head on her lap. The thick brown tresses were falling over the
child's white night-dress, and she lay almost motionless, and sobbing freely. 'Ah, it
is you, General!' said Madame. 'You have done a pretty work, sir!' 'Mamma says,
won't you take something, Charlotte dear?' faltered the old man. 'Will you leave her
tranquil?' said Madame, with her deep voice. The father retreated. When Madame
went out presently to get that panacea, une tasse de thé, for her poor little friend,
she found the old gentleman seated on a portmanteau at his door. 'Is she—is she a
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little better now?' he sobbed out. Madame shrugged her shoulders, and looked
down on the veteran with superb scorn. 'Vous n'étes qu'un poltron, Général!' she
said, and swept downstairs. Baynes was beaten indeed. He was suffering horrible
pain. He was quite unmanned, and tears were trickling down his old cheeks as he
sat wretchedly there in the dark. His wife did not leave the table as long as dinner
and dessert lasted. She read Galignani resolutely afterwards. She told the children
not to make a noise, as their sister was upstairs with a bad headache. But she
revoked that statement as it were (as she revoked at cards presently), by asking the
Miss Bolderos to play one of their duets.

I wonder whether Philip walked up and down before the house that night? Ah! it
was a dismal night for all of them: a racking pain, a cruel sense of shame, throbbed
under Baynes's cotton tassel; and as for Mrs. Baynes, I hope there was not much
rest or comfort under Zer old nightcap. Madame passed the greater part of the night
in a great chair in Charlotte's bedroom, where the poor child heard the hours toll
one after the other, and found no comfort in the dreary rising of the dawn.

At a very early hour of the dismal rainy morning, what made poor little Charlotte
fling her arms round Madame, and cry out, 'Ah, que je vous aime! ah, que vous
étes bonne, Madame!' and smile almost happily through her tears? In the first
place, Madame went to Charlotte's dressing-table, whence she took a pair of
scissors. Then the little maid sat up on her bed, with her brown hair clustering over
her shoulders; and Madame took a lock of it, and cut a thick curl; and kissed poor
little Charlotte's red eyes; and laid her pale cheek on the pillow, and carefully
covered her; and bade her, with many tender words, to go to sleep. 'If you are very
good, and will go to sleep, he shall have it in half-an-hour,' Madame said. 'And as I
go downstairs, I will tell Frangoise to have some tea ready for you when you ring.'
And this promise, and the thought of what Madame was going to do, comforted
Charlotte in her misery. And with many fond fond prayers for Philip, and consoled
by thinking, 'Now she must have gone the greater part of the way; now she must be
with him; now he knows I will never never love any but him,' she fell asleep at
length on her moistened pillow: and was smiling in her sleep, and I dare say
dreaming of Philip, when the noise of the fall of a piece of furniture roused her,
and she awoke out of her dream to see the grim old mother, in her white nightcap
and white dressing-gown, standing by her side.

Never mind. 'She has seen him now. She has told him now,' was the child's very
first thought as her eyes fairly opened. 'He knows that I never never will think of
any but him.' She felt as if she was actually there in Philip's room, speaking herself
to him; murmuring vows which her fond lips had whispered many and many a time
to her lover. And now he knew she would never break them, she was consoled and
felt more courage.

"You have had some sleep, Charlotte?' asks Mrs. Baynes. 'Yes, I have been asleep,
mamma.' As she speaks, she feels under the pillow a little locket containing—
what? I suppose a scrap of Mr. Philip's lank hair.
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'l hope you are in a less wicked frame of mind than when I left you last night,'
continues the matron. ,

'Was I wicked for loving Philip? Then I am wicked still, mamma!' cries the child,
sitting up in her bed. And she clutches that little lock of hair which nestles under
her pillow.

'What nonsense, child! This is what you get out of your stupid novels. I tell you he
does not think about you. He is quite a reckless careless libertine.'

'Yes, so reckless and careless that we owe him the bread we eat. He doesn't think
of me! Doesn't he? Ah—' Here she paused as a clock in a neighbouring chamber
began to strike. 'Now,' she thought, 'he has got my message!' A smile dawned over
her face. She sank back on her pillow, turning her head from her mother. She
kissed the locket and murmured: 'Not think of me! Don't you, don't you, my dear!'
She did not heed the woman by her side, hear her voice, or for a moment seem
aware of her presence. Charlotte was away in Philip's room; she saw him talking
with her messenger; heard his voice so deep and so sweet; knew that the promises
he had spoken he never would break. With gleaming eyes and flushing cheeks she
looked at her mother, her enemy. She held her talisman locket and pressed it to her
heart. No, she would never be untrue to him! No, he would never never desert her!
And as Mrs. Baynes looked at the honest indignation beaming in the child's face,
she read Charlotte's revolt, defiance, perhaps victory. The meek child who never
before had questioned an order, or formed a wish which she would not sacrifice at
her mother's order, was now in arms asserting independence. But I should think
mamma is not going to give up the command after a single act of revolt; and that
she will try more attempts than one to cajole or coerce her rebel.

Meanwhile let Fancy leave the talisman locket nestling on Charlotte's little heart
(in which soft shelter methinks it were pleasant to linger). Let her wrap a shawl
round her, and affix to her feet a pair of stout goloshes; let her walk rapidly
through the muddy Champs Elysées, where, in this inclement season, only a few
policemen and artisans are to be found moving. Let her pay a halfpenny at the Pont
des Invalides, and so march stoutly along the quays, by the Chamber of Deputies,
where as yet deputies assemble: and trudge along the river side, until she reaches
Seine Street, into which, as you all know, the Rue Poussin debouches. This was the
road brave Madame Smolensk took on a gusty, rainy, autumn morning, and on
foot, for five-franc pieces were scarce with the good woman. Before the Hotel
Poussin (ah, qu'on y était bien a vingt ans!) is a little painted wicket which opens,
ringing, and then there is the passage, you know, with the stair leading to the upper
regions, to Monsieur Philippe's room, which is on the first floor, as is that of
Bouchard, the painter, who has his atelier over the way. A bad painter is Bouchard,
but a worthy friend, a cheery companion, a modest amiable gentleman. And a rare
good fellow is Laberge of the second floor, the poet from Carcassonne, who
pretends to be studying law, but whose heart is with the Muses, and whose talk is
of Victor Hugo and Alfred de Musset, whose verses he will repeat to all comers.
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Near Laberge (I think I have heard Philip say) lived Escasse, a Southern man too—
a capitalist—a clerk in a bank, quoi'—whose apartment was decorated
sumptuously with his own furniture, who had Spanish wine and sausages in
cupboards, and a bag of dollars for a friend in need. Is Escasse alive still? Philip
Firmin wonders, and that old Colonel, who lived on the same floor, and who had
been a prisoner in England? What wonderful descriptions that Colonel Dujarret
had of les Meess Anglaises and their singularities of dress and behaviour! Though
conquered and a prisoner, what a conqueror and enslaver he was, when in our
country! You see, in his rough way, Philip used to imitate these people to his
friends, and we almost fancied we could see the hotel before us. It was very clean;
it was very cheap; it was very dark; it was very cheerful;—capital coffee and
bread-and-butter for breakfast for fifteen sous; capital bedroom au premier for
thirty francs a month—dinner if you would for I forget how little, and a merry talk
round the pipes and the grog afterwards—the grog, or the modest eau sucrée. Here
Colonel Dujarrot recorded his victories over both sexes. Here Colonel Tymowski
sighed over his enslaved Poland. Tymowski was the second who was to act for
Philip, in case the Ringwood Twysden affair should have come to any violent
conclusion. Here Laberge bawled poetry to Philip, who no doubt in his turn
confided to the young Frenchman his own hopes and passion; Deep into the night
he would sit talking of his love, of her goodness, of her beauty, of her innocence,
of her dreadful mother, of her good old father. Que sais-je? Have we not said that
when this man had anything on his mind, straightway he bellowed forth his
opinions to the universe? Philip, away from his love, would roar out her praises for
hours and hours to Laberge, until the candles burned down, until the hour for rest
was come and could be delayed no longer. Then he would hie to bed with a prayer
for her; and the very instant ho awoke begin to think of her and bless her, and
thank God for her love. Poor as Mr. Philip was, yet as the possessor of health,
content, honour, and that priceless pure jewel the girl's love,  think we will not
pity him much; though, on the night when he received his dismissal from Mrs.
Baynes, he must have passed an awful time, to be sure. Toss, Philip, on your bed of
pain, and doubt, and fear. Toll, heavy hours, from night till dawn. Ah! 'twas a
weary night through which two sad young hearts heard you tolling.

At a pretty early hour the various occupants of the crib at the Rue Poussin used to
appear in the dingy little salle-a-manger, and partake of the breakfast there
provided. Monsieur Menou, in his shirt-sleeves, shared and distributed the meal.
Madame Menou, with a Madras handkerchief round her grizzling head, laid down
the smoking coffee on the shining oilcloth, whilst each guest helped himself out of
a little museum of napkins to his own particular towel. The room was small: the
breakfast was not fine: the guests who partook of it were certainly not remarkable
for the luxury of clean linen; but Philip—who is many years older now than when
he dwelt in this hotel, and is not pinched for money at all you will be pleased to
hear (and between ourselves has become rather a gourmand)—declares he was a
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very happy youth at this humble Hotel Poussin, and sighs for the days whoa he was
sighing for Miss Charlotte

Well, he has passed a dreadful night of gloom and terror. I doubt that he has bored
Laberge very much with Iris tears and despondency. And now morning has come,
and, as he is having his breakfast with one or more of the before-named worthies,
the little boy-of-all-work enters, grinning, his plumeau under his arm, and cries,
'Une dame pour M. Philippe!'

'Une dame!' says the French colonel, looking up from his paper. 'Allez, mauvais
sujet!’

'Grand Dieu! what has happened?' cries Philip, running forward, as he recognises
Madame's tall figure in the passage. They go up to his room, I suppose, regardless
of the grins and sneers of the little hoy with the plumeau, who aids the maid-
servant to make the beds; and who thinks Monsieur Philippe has a very elderly
acquaintance.

Philip closes the door upon his visitor, who looks at him with so much hope,
kindness, confidence in her eyes, that the poor follow is encouraged almost ere she
begins to speak. 'Yes, you have reason; I come from the little person,’ Madame
Smolensk said. 'The means of resisting that poor dear angel! She has passed a sad
night! What? You, too, have not been to bed, poor young man!' Indeed Philip had
only thrown himself on his bed, and had kicked there, and had groaned there, and
had tossed there; and had tried to read, and, I dare say, remembered afterwards,
with a strange interest, the book he read, and that other thought which was
throbbing in his brain all the time whilst he was reading, and whilst the wakeful
hours went wearily tolling by.

'No, in effect,’ says poor Philip, rolling a dismal cigarette; 'the night has not been
too fine. And she has suffered too? Heaven bless her!'" And then Madame Smolensk
told how the little dear angel had cried all the night long, and how the Smolensk
had not succeeded in comforting her, until she promised she would go to Philip,
and tell him that his Charlotte would be his for ever and ever; that she never could
think of any man but him; that he was the best, and the dearest, and the bravest,
and the truest Philip, and that she did not believe one word of those wicked stories
told against him by—'Hold, Monsieur Philippe, I suppose Madame la Générale has
been talking about you, and loves you no more,' cried Madame Smolensk. 'We
other women are assassins—assassins, see you! But Madame la Générale went too
far with the little maid. She is an obedient little maid, the dear Miss!—trembling
before her mother, and always ready to yield—only now her spirit is roused: and
she is yours and yours only. The little dear gentle child! Ah, how pretty she was,
leaning on my shoulder. I held her there—yes, there, my poor gargon, and I cut this
from her neck, and brought it to thee. Come, embrace me. Weep; that does good,
Philip. I love thee well. Go—and thy little—it is an angel!" And so, in the hour of
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their pain, myriads of manly hearts have found woman's love ready to soothe their
anguish.

Leaving to Philip that thick curling lock of brown hair (from a head where now,
mayhap, there is a line or two of matron silver), this Samaritan plods her way back
to her own house, where her own cares await her. But though the way is long,
Madame's step is lighter now, as she thinks how Charlotte at the journey's end is
waiting for news of Philip; and I suppose there are more kisses and embraces,
when the good soul meets with the little suffering girl, and tells her how Philip will
remain for ever true and faithful; and how true love must come to a happy ending;
and how she, Smolensk, will do all in her power to aid, comfort, and console her
young friends. As for the writer of Mr. Philip's memoirs, you see I never try to
make any concealments. I have told you, all along, that Charlotte and Philip are
married, and I believe they are happy. But it is certain that they suffered dreadfully
at this time of their lives; and my wife says that Charlotte, if she alludes to the
period and the trial, speaks as though they had both undergone some hideous
operation, the remembrance of which for ever causes a pang to the memory. So,
my young lady, will you have your trial one day, to be borne, pray Heaven, with a
meek spirit. Ah, how surely the turn comes to all of us! Look at Madame Smolensk
at her luncheon-table, this day after her visit to Philip at his lodging, after
comforting little Charlotte in her pain. How brisk she is! How good-natured! How
she smiles! How she speaks to all her company, and carves for her guests! You do
not suppose she has no griefs and cares of her own? You know better. I dare say
she is thinking of her creditors; of her poverty; of that accepted bill which will
come due next week, and so forth. The Samaritan who rescues you, most likely,
has been robbed and has bled in his day, and it is a wounded arm that bandages
yours when bleeding.

If Anatole, the boy who scoured the plain at the Hotel Poussin, with his plumeau in
his jacket-pocket, and his slippers soled with scrubbing brushes, saw the embrace
between Philip and his good friend, I believe, in his experience at that hotel, he
never witnessed a transaction more honourable, generous, and blameless. Put what
construction you will on the business, Anatole, you little imp of mischief! your
mother never gave you a kiss more tender than that which Madame Smolensk
bestowed on Philip—than that which she gave Philip—than that which she carried
back from him and faithfully placed on poor little Charlotte's pale round cheek.
The world is full of love and pity, I say. Had there been less suffering, there would
have been less kindness. I, for one, almost wish to be ill again, so that the friends
who succoured me might once more come to my rescue.

To poor little wounded Charlotte in her bed, our friend the mistress of the
boarding-house brought back inexpressible comfort. Whatever might betide, Philip
would never desert her! 'Think you I would ever have gone on such an embassy for
a French girl, or interfered between her and her parents?’ Madame asked. Never,
never! But you and Monsieur Philippe are already betrothed before Heaven; and 1
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should despise you, Charlotte, I should despise him, were either to draw back. This
little point being settled in Miss Charlotte's mind, I can fancy she is immensely
soothed and comforted; that hope and courage settle in her heart; that the colour
comes back to her young cheeks; that she can come and join her family as she did
yesterday. 'I told you she never cared about him,' says Mrs. Baynes to her husband.
'Faith, no: she can't have cared for him much,' says Baynes, with something of a
sorrow that his girl should be so light-minded. But you and I, who have been
behind the scenes, who have peeped into Philip's bedroom and behind poor
Charlotte's modest curtains, know that the girl had revolted from her parents; and
so children will if the authority exercised over them is too tyrannical or unjust.
Gentle Charlotte, who scarce ever resisted, was aroused and in rebellion: honest
Charlotte, who used to speak all her thoughts, now hid them, and deceived father
and mother:—yes, deceived:—what a confession to make regarding a young lady,
the prima donna of our opera! Mrs. Baynes is, as usual, writing her lengthy scrawls
to sister MacWhirter at Tours, and informs the Major's lady that she has very great
satisfaction in at last being able to announce 'that that most imprudent and in all
respects ineligible engagement between her Charlotte and a certain young man,
son of a bankrupt London physician, is come to an end. Mr. F.'s conduct has been
so wild, so gross, so disorderly and ungentlemanlike, that the General (and you
know, Maria, how soft and tweet a tempered man Baynes is) has told Mr. Firmin
his opinion in unmistakable words, and forbidden him to continue his visits. After
seeing him every day for six months, during which time she has accustomed
herself to his peculiarities, and his often coarse and odious expressions and
conduct, no wonder the separation has been a shock to dear Char, though I believe
the young man feels nothing who has been the cause of all this grief. That he cares
but little for zer, has been my opinion all along, though she, artless child, gave him
her whole affection. He has been accustomed to throw over women; and the
brother of a young lady whom Mr. F. had courted and left (and who has made a
most excellent match since) showed his indignation at Mr. F.'s conduct at the
Embassy ball the other night, on which the young man took advantage of his
greatly superior size and strength to begin a vulgar boxing-match, in which both
parties were severely wounded. Of course you saw the paragraph in Galignani
about the whole affair. I sent our dresses, but it did not print them, though our
names appeared as amongst the company. Anything more singular than the
appearance of Mr. F. you cannot well imagine. I wore my garnets; Charlotte (who
attracted universal admiration) was in etc. etc. Of course, the separation has
occasioned her a good deal of pain; for Mr. F. certainly behaved with much
kindness and forbearance on a previous occasion. But the General will not hear of
the continuance of the connection. He says the young man's conduct has been too
gross and shameful; and when once roused, you know, I might as well attempt to
chain a tiger as Baynes. Our poor Char will suffer no doubt in consequence of the
behaviour of this brute, but she has ever been an obedient child, who knows how to
honour her father and mother. She bears up wonderfully, though, of course, the
dear child suffers at the parting. I think if she were to go to you and MacWhirter at
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Tours for a month or two, she would be all the better for change of air, too, dear
Mac. Come and fetch her, and we will pay the dawk. She would go to certain
poverty and wretchedness did she marry this most violent and disreputable young
man. The General sends regards to Mac, and I am,' etc.

That these were the actual words of Mrs. Baynes's letter I cannot, as a veracious
biographer, take upon myself to say. I never saw the document, though I have had
the good fortune to peruse others from the same hand. Charlotte saw the letter
some time after, upon one of those not unfrequent occasions, when a quarrel
occurred between the two sisters—Mrs. Major and Mrs. General—and Charlotte
mentioned the contents of the letter to a friend of mine who has talked to me about
his affairs, and especially his love affairs, for many and many a long hour. And
shrewd old woman as Mrs. Baynes may be, you may see how utterly she was
mistaken in fancying that her daughter's obedience was still secure. The little maid
had left father and mother, at first with their eager sanction; her love had been
given to Firmin; and an inmate—a prisoner if you will—under her father's roof, her
heart remained with Philip, however time or distance might separate them.

And now, as we have the command of Philip's desk, and are free to open and read
the private letters which relate to his history, I take leave to put in a document
which was penned in his place of exile by his worthy father, upon receiving the
news of the quarrel described in the last chapter of these memoirs:—

'Astor House, New York: September27.

'Dear Puiie,—I received the news in your last kind and affectionate letter with not
unmingled pleasure: but ah, what pleasure in life does not carry its amari aliquid
along with it! That you are hearty, cheerful, and industrious, earning a small
competence, I am pleased indeed to think: that you talk about being married to a
penniless girl I can't say gives me a very sincere pleasure. "With your good looks,
good manners, attainments, you might have hoped for a better match than a half-
pay officer's daughter. But 'tis useless speculating on what might have been. We
are puppets in the hands of fate, most of us. We are carried along by a power
stronger than ourselves. It has driven me, at sixty years of age, from competence,
general respect, high position, to poverty and exile. So be it! laudo manentem, as
my delightful old friend and philosopher teaches me—si celeres quatit
pennas—you know the rest. Whatever our fortune may be, I hope that my Philip
and his father will bear it with the courage of gentlemen.

'Our papers have announced the death of your poor mother's uncle, Lord
Ringwood, and I had a fond lingering hope that he might have left some token of
remembrance to his brother's grandson. He has not. You have probam pauperiem
sine dote. You have courage, health, strength, and talent. I was in greater straits
than you are at your age. My father was not as indulgent as yours, I hope and trust,
has been. From debt and dependence I worked myself up to a proud position by my
own efforts. That the storm overtook me and engulphed me afterwards, is true. But
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I am like the merchant of my favourite poet: I still hope—ay, at sixty-three!—to
mend my shattered ships, indocilis pauperiem pati. 1 still hope to pay back to my
dear boy that fortune which ought to have been his, and which went down in my
own shipwreck. Something tells me I must!—I will!

'l agree with you that your escape from Agnes Twysden has been a piece of good
fortune for you, and am much diverted by your account of her dusky innamorato!
Between ourselves, the fondness of the Twysdens for money amounted to
meanness. And though I always received Twysden in dear old Parr Street, as I trust
a gentleman should, his company was insufferably tedious to me, and his vulgar
loquacity odious. His son also was little to my taste. Indeed I was heartily relieved
when I found your connection with that family was over, knowing their rapacity
about money, and that it was your fortune, not you, they were anxious to secure for
Agnes.

'You will be glad to hear that I am in not inconsiderable practice already. My
reputation as a physician had preceded me to this country. My work on Gout was
favourably noticed here, and in Philadelphia, and in Boston, by the scientific
journals of those great cities. People are more generous and compassionate towards
misfortune here than in our cold-hearted island. I could mention several gentlemen
of New York who have suffered shipwreck like myself, and are now prosperous
and respected. I had the good fortune to be of considerable professional service to
Colonel J. B. Fogle, of New York, on our voyage out; and the Colonel, who is a
leading personage here, has shown himself not at all ungrateful. Those who fancy
that at New York people cannot appreciate and understand the manners of a
gentleman, are not a little mistaken; and a man who, like myself, has lived with the
best society in London, has, I flatter myself, not lived in that society quite in vain.
The Colonel is proprietor and editor of one of the most brilliant and influential
journals of the city. You know that arms and the toga are often worn here by the
same individual, and—

'l had actually written thus far when I read in the Colonel's paper —the New York
Emerald—an account of your battle with your cousin at the Embassy ball! Oh, you
pugnacious Philip! Well, young Twysden was very vulgar, very rude and
overbearing, and, I have no doubt, deserved the chastisement you gave him. By the
way, the correspondent of the Emerald makes some droll blunders regarding you in
his letter. We are all fair game for publicity in this country, where the press is free
with a vengeance; and your private affairs, or mine, or the President's, or our
gracious Queen's, for the matter of that, are discussed with a freedom which
certainly amounts to licence. The Colonel's lady is passing the winter in Paris,
where I should wish you to pay your respects to her. Her husband has been most
kind to me. I am told that Mrs. F. lives in the very choicest French society, and the
friendship of this family may be useful to you as to your affectionate father,
G.B.F.
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'Address as usual, until you hear further from me, as Dr. Brandon, New York. I
wonder whether Lord Estridge has asked you after his old college friend? When he
was Headbury and at Trinity, he and a certain pensioner whom men used to
nickname Brummell Firmin were said to be the best dressed men in the University.
Estridge has advanced to rank, to honours! You may rely on it, that he will have
one of the very next vacant garters. What a different, what an unfortunate career,
has been his quondam friend's!—an exile, an inhabitant of a small room in a great
hotel, where I sit at a scrambling public table with all sorts of coarse people! The
way in which they bolt their dinner, often with a knife, shocks me. Your remittance
was most welcome, small as it was. It shows my Philip has a kind heart. Ah! why,
why are you thinking of marriage, who are so poor? By the way, your encouraging
account of your circumstances has induced me to draw upon you for 100 dollars.
The bill will go to Europe by the packet which carries this letter, and has kindly
been cashed for me by my friends, Messrs. Plaster and Shinman, of Wall Street,
respected bankers of this city. Leave your card with Mrs. Fogle. Her husband
himself may be useful to you and your ever attached Father.'

We take the New York Emerald at Bays's, and in it I had read a very amusing
account of our friend Philip, in an ingenious correspondence entitled 'Letters from
an Attaché,' which appeared in that journal. I even copied the paragraph to show to
my wife, and perhaps to forward to our friend.

'l promise you,' wrote the attaché, 'the new country did not disgrace the old at the
British Embassy ball on Queen Vic's birthday. Colonel Z. B. Hoggins's lady, of
Albany, and the peerless bride of Elijah J. Dibbs, of Twenty-ninth Street in your
city, were the observed of all observers for splendour, for elegance, for refined
native beauty. The Royal Dukes danced with nobody else; and at the attention of
one of the Princes to the lovely Miss Dibbs, I observed his Royal Duchess looked
as black as thunder. Supper handsome. Back Delmonico to beat it. Champagne so-
so. By the way, the young fellow who writes here for the Pall Mall Gazette got too
much of the champagne on board—as usual, I am told. The Honourable R.
Twysden, of London, was rude to my young chap's partner, or winked at him
offensively, or trod on his toe, or I don't know what—but young F. followed him
into the garden; hit out at him; sent him flying like a spread eagle into the midst of
an illumination, and left him there sprawling. Wild rampageous fellow this young
F.; has already spent his own fortune, and ruined his poor old father, who has been
forced to cross the water. Old Louis Philippe went away early. He talked long with
our Minister about his travels in our country. I was standing by, but in course ain't
so ill-bred as to say what passed between them.'

In this way history is written. I dare say about others besides Philip, in English
papers as well as American, have fables been narrated.



CHAPTER XXVI. CONTAINS A TUG OF WAR

WHO was the first to spread the report that Philip was a prodigal, who had ruined
his poor confiding father? I thought I knew a person who might be interested in
getting under any shelter, and sacrificing even his own son for his own advantage. |
thought I knew a man who had done as much already, and surely might do so
again; but my wife flew into one of her tempests of indignation, when I hinted
something of this, clutched her own children to her heart, according to her maternal
wont, asked me was there any power would cause me to belie them? and sternly
rebuked me for daring to be so wicked, heartless, and cynical. My dear creature,
wrath is no answer. You call me heartless and cynic, for saying men are false and
wicked. Have you never heard to what lengths some bankrupts will go? To appease
the wolves who chase them in the winter forest, have you not read how some
travellers will cast all their provisions out of the sledge? then, when all the
provisions are gone, don't you know that they will fling out perhaps the sister,
perhaps the mother, perhaps the baby, the little dear tender innocent? Don't you see
him tumbling among the howling pack, and the wolves gnashing, gnawing,
crashing, gobbling him up in the snow? O horror—horror! My wife draws all the
young ones to her breast as I utter these fiendish remarks. She hugs them in her
embrace, and says, 'For shame!' and that [ am a monster, and so on. Go to! Go
down on your knees, woman, and acknowledge the sinfulness of our humankind.
How long had our race existed ere murder and violence began? and how old was
the world ere brother slew brother?

Well, my wife and I came to a compromise. I might have my opinion, but was
there any need to communicate it to poor Philip? No, surely. So I never sent him
the extract from the New York Emerald; though, of course, some other good-
natured friend did, and I don't think my magnanimous friend cared much. As for
supposing that his own father, to cover his own character, would lie away his son's
—such a piece of artifice was quite beyond Philip's comprehension, who has been
all his life slow in appreciating roguery, or recognising that there is meanness and
double-dealing in the world. When he once comes to understand the fact; when he
once comprehends that Tartuffe is a humbug and swelling Bufo is a toady; then my
friend becomes as absurdly indignant and mistrustful as before he was admiring
and confiding. Ah, Philip! Tartuffe has a number of good respectable qualities; and
Bufo, though an underground odious animal, may have a precious jewel in his
head. 'Tis you are cynical. [ see the good qualities in these rascals whom you spurn.
I see. I shrug my shoulders. I smile: and you call me cynic.
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It was long before Philip could comprehend why Charlotte's mother turned upon
him, and tried to force her daughter to forsake him. 'T have offended the old woman
in a hundred ways,' he would say. 'My tobacco annoys her; my old clothes offend
her; the very English I speak is often Greek to her, and she can no more construe
my sentences than I can the Hindostanee jargon she talks to her husband at dinner.'
'My dear fellow, if you had ten thousand a year she would try and construe your
sentences, or accept them even if not understood,' I would reply. And some men,
whom you and I know to be mean, and to be false, and to be flatterers and
parasites, and to be inexorably hard and cruel in their own private circles, will
surely pull a long face to-morrow, and say, 'Oh! the man's so cynical.'

I acquit Baynes of what ensued. I hold Mrs. B. to have been the criminal—the
stupid criminal. The husband, like many other men extremely brave in active life,
was at home timid and irresolute. Of two heads that lie side by side on the same
pillow for thirty years, one must contain the stronger power, the more enduring
resolution. Baynes, away from his wife, was shrewd, courageous, gay at times;
when with her he was fascinated, torpid under the power of this baleful superior
creature. 'Ah, when we were subs together in camp in 1803, what a lively fellow
Charley Baynes was!' his comrade, Colonel Bunch, would say. 'That was before he
ever saw his wife's yellow face; and what a slave she has made of him!'

After that fatal conversation which ensued on the day succeeding the ball, Philip
did not come to dinner at Madame's according to his custom. Mrs. Baynes told no
family stories, and Colonel Bunch, who had no special liking for the young
gentleman, did not trouble himself to make any inquiries about him. One, two,
three days passed, and no Philip. At last the Colonel says to the General, with a sly
look at Charlotte, 'Baynes, where is our young friend with the moustache? We have
not seen him these three days." And he gives an arch look at poor Charlotte. A
burning blush flamed up in little Charlotte's pale face, as she looked at her parents
and then at their old friend. 'Mr; Firmin does not come, because papa and mamma
have forbidden him,' says Charlotte. T suppose he only comes where he is
welcome.' .And, having made this audacious speech, I suppose the little maid
tossed her little head up; and wondered, in the silence which ensued, whether au
the company could hear her heart thumping.

Madame, from her central place, where she is carving, sees, from the looks of her
guests, the indignant flushes on Charlotte's face, the confusion on her father's, the
wrath on Mrs. Baynes's, that some dreadful words are passing; and in vain
endeavours to turn the angry current of talk. 'Un petit canard délicieux, goutez-en,
madame!' she cries. Honest Colonel Bunch sees the little maid with eyes flashing
with anger, and trembling in every limb. The offered duck having failed to create a
diversion, he, too, tries a feeble commonplace. 'A little difference, my dear, he
says, in an under voice. 'There will be such in the best-regulated families. Canard
sauvage trés bong, Madame, avec—' but he is allowed to speak no more, for—



