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" Dick Woodenspoon, listen to me onc&again, 
and for the last time. You have been tried se
verely, and learned a lesson which I hope will 
last you all the days of your life. Pardon me 
if I shrank not from striking heavily—I did it 
in love. You now know the value of your wife. 
Pray to God every day of your life that you 
may bo worthy of her. Truth and virtue like 
hers are not like the hues of the photograph; 
they will stand the warm glare of the sun, and 
the breath of heaven, and the touch of the 
world's hand, and be not a whit the less pure or 
the less bright. Confide more in her and less 
in yourself, and believe that a woman is the 
best guardian of her own honor and of her hus
band's. Give your own kindly heart fair play, 
Dick, and love her with the whole strength of 
it—unselfishly, as a man should love a woman, 
and not as a child loves a toy. But mark me, 
Dick, should you ever again go off in your tan
trums, then let this sweet child come to me for 
protection:" and as I spoke I drew her over to 
my side, and kissed her fair brow. "As sure 
as my name is Chubble, I will divorce you from 
her, and marry her myself—I will, by heaven! 
And now, God bless you; I'll take a lounge in 
the Champs Elyse'es till 'tis time to dine." 

My surgery worked a complete cure upon 
Dick Woodenspoon. He made the best hus
band in the world, and he and his wife were a 
pattern couple. A little more than a year after
ward I paid them a visit. Lucy was then a 
blooming matron, but she had formed a new 
attachment, and Dick was not at all jealous of 
lier divided love; nay, I must admit that he 
loved her all the better when he saw her caress-
iug their little boy. He wasn't in the least jeal
ous of any thing she said or did, and endured 
with wonderful complacency my kissing his wife 
upon our first meeting. We had some pleasant 
chat about old times as we sat over our wine 
by the fireside after dinner, and as Lucy held up 
little Dick to me to kiss, and I looked into his 
large, staring blue eyes, and saw the incipient 
growth of soft flaxen hair upon his little skull, 
slie smiled archly at her husband as she said— 

" Hasn't he fine, broad shoulders, Caleb ?" 
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CHAPTER XLII. 
INJURED INIJOCENCE. 

From Clive Newcome, Esq., to Lieut.-Col. New-
come, C.B. 

" BRIGHTON, June 12, 18—. 
" IVl"^ DEAKEST FATIIEK—^As the weather was 

l i J . growing very hot at Naples, and you wish
ed I should come to England to see Mr. Binnie, 
I came accordingly; and have been here throe 
weeks, and write to you from Aunt Honeyman's 
parlor at Brighton, where you ate your last din
ner before embarking for India. I found your 
splendid remittance on calling in Eog Court, and 

' Continued from tlie December Number. 

have invested a part of the sum in a good horse 
to ride, upon which I take my diversion with 
other young dandies in the park. Plorac is in 
England, but he has no need of your kindness. 
Only think! ho is Prince de Moncontour now, 
the second title of the Due d'lvry's family; and 
M. le Comte de Elorac is Due d'lvry in conse
quence of the demise of t'other old gentleman. 
I believe the late duke's wife shortened his life. 
0 what a woman! She caused a duel between 
Lord Kew and a Erenchman, which has in its 
turn occasioned all sorts of evil and division in 
families, as you shall hear. 

" In the first place, in consequence of the duel 
and of incompatibility of temper, the match be
tween Kew and E. N. has been broken off. I 
met Lord Kew at Naples with his mother and 
brother, nice quiet people as you would like 
them. Kew's wound and subsequent illness have 
altered him a good deal. He has become much 
more serious than he used to be; not ludicrously 
so at all, but he says he thinks his past life has 
been useless and-even criminal, and he ivishes 
to change it. He has sold his horses, and sown 
his wild oats. He has turned quite a sober, quiet 
gentleman. 

"At our meeting he told me of what had hap
pened between him and Ethel, of whom he spoke 
most kindly and generously, but avowing his opin
ion that they never could have been happy in 
married life. And now I tliink my dear old fa
ther wiU see that there may be anotlier reason 
besides my desire to see Mr. Binnie, which has 
brought me tumbling back to England again. 
If need be to speak, I never shall have, I hoiJe, 
any secrets from you. I have not said much 
about one which has given me the deuce's dis
quiet for ten months past; because there was no 
good in talking about it, or vexing you needlessly 
with reports of my griefs and woes. 

" Well, when we were at Baden in Septembei' 
last, and E. and I wrote those letters in common 
to you, I daresay you can fancy what my feelinj:s 
might have been toward such a beautiful young 
creature, who has a hundred faults, for which I 
love her just as much as for the good that is in 
her. I became dreadfully smitten indeed, and 
knowing that she was engaged to Lord Kew, I 
did as you told me you did once when the ene
my was too strong for you—/ ran away. I had 
a bad time of it for two or three months. At 
Rome, however, I began to take matters more 
easily, my naturally fine appetite returned, and 
at the end of the season I found myself uncom
monly happy in the society of the Miss Balliols 
and the Miss Freemans; but when Kew told me 
at Naples of what had happened, there was 
straightway afi-esh eruption in my heart, and I 
was fool enough to come almost without sleep to 
London in order to catch a glimpse of the bright 
eyes of E. N. 

" She is now in this very house up-stairs with 
one aunt, while the other lets lodgings to her. 
1 have seen her but very seldom indeed since 1 
came to London, where Sir Brian and Lady Ann 
do not pass the season, and Ethel goes about to 
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a dozen parties every week with old Lady Kew, 
who neither loves you nor me. Hearing E. say 
she was coming down to her parents at Brighton, 
I made so bold as to waylay her at the train 
(though I didn't tell her that I passed three 
hours in the waiting-room); and we made the 
journey together, and she was very kind and 
beautiful, and though I suppose I might just as 
well ask the Eoyal Princess to have me, I can't 
help hoping and longing and hankering after 
her. And Aunt Honeyman must have found 
out that I am fond of her, for the old lady has 
received me with a scolding. Uncle Charles 
seems to be in very good condition again. I 
saw him in full clerical feather at Madame de 
Moncontour's, a good-natured body who drops 
her h's, though Florae is not aware of their ab
sence. Pendennis and Warrington I know would 
send you their best regards. Pen is conceited, 
but much kinder in reality than he has the air of 
being. Fred Bayham is doing well, and pros
pering in his mysterious way. 

" Mr. Binnie is not looking at all well; and 
Mrs. Mack—well, as I know you never attack a 
lady behind her lovely back, I won't say a word 
of Mrs. Mack—but she has taken possession of 
Uncle James, and seems to me to weigh upon 
him somehow. Rosey is as pretty and good-
natured as ever, and has learned two new songs; 
but you see with my sentiments in another quar
ter, I feel as it were guilty and awkward in com
pany of Kosey and her mamma. They have 
become the very greatest friends with Bryanstone 
Square, and Mrs. Mack is always citing Aunt 
Ilobson as the most superior of women, in which 
opinion I daresay,Aunt Hobson concurs. 

"Good-by, my dearest father; my sheet is 
full; I wish I could put my arm in yours and 
pace up and down the pier with you, and tell 
you more and more. But you know enough 
now, and that I am your affectionate son al
ways, C. N." 

In fact, when Mr. Clive appeared at Steyne 
Gardens, stepping out of the fly, and handing 
Miss Ethel thence, Miss Honeyman of course 
was very glad to see her nephew, and saluted 
him with a little embrace to show her sense of 
pleasure at his visit. But the next day, being 
Sunday, when Clive with a most engaging smile 
on his countenance walked over to breakfast 
from his hotel, Miss Honeyman would scarcely 
speak to him during the meal, looked out at 
him very haughtily from under her Sunday cap, 
and received his stories about Italy with " Oh! 
ah! indeed!" in a very unkind manner. And 
when breakfast was over, and she had done 
washing her china, she fluttered up to Clive with 
such an agitation of plumage, redness of craw, 
and anger of manner, as a maternal hen shows 
if she has reason to think you menace her chick
ens. She fluttered up to Clive, I say, and cried 
out, " Not in this house, Clive—not in this house, 
I beg you to understand that.'" 

Clive, looking amazed, said, " Certainly not, 
ma'am; I never did do it in the house, as I 

know you don't like it. I was going into the 
Square." The young man meaning that he was 
about to smoke, and conjecturing that his aunt's 
anger applied to that practice. 

" You know very well what I mean, Sir I 
Don't try to turn me off in that highty-tighty 
way. My dinner to-day is at half-past one. 
You can dine or not as you like," and the old 
lady flounced out of the room. 

Poor Clive stood rolling his cigar in sad per
plexity of spirit, until Mrs. Honeyman's servant 
Hannah entered, who, for her part, grinned and 
looked particularly sly. " In the name of good
ness, Hannah, what is the row about ?" cries Mr. 
Clive. " What is my aunt scolding at ? What 
are you grinning at, you old Cheshire cat?" 

" Git long. Master Clive," says Hannah, pat
ting the cloth. 

" Get along! why get along, and where am I 
to get along to ?" 

"Did'ee do ut really now, Master Clive?" 
cries Mrs. Honeyman's attendant, grinning with 
the utmost good-humor. "Well, she be as 
pretty a young lady as ever I saw; and as I told 
my Missis, ' Miss Martha,' says I, ' there's a pair 
on 'em.' Though Missis was mortal angry to 
be sure. She never could bear it." 

"Bear what? you old goose!" cries Clive, 
who by these playful names had been wont to 
designate Hannah these twenty years past. 

" A young gentleman and a young lady a-
kissing of each other in the railway coach," says 
Hannah, jerking up with her finger to the ceil
ing, as much as to say, " There she is! Lar, 
she be a pretty young creature, that she be! and 
so I told Miss Martha." Thus differently had 
the news which had come to them on the pre
vious night affected the old lady and her maid. 

The news was, that Miss Kewcome's maid (a 
giddy thing from the countr}', who had not even 
learned as yet to hold her tongue) had announced 
with giggling delight to Lady Ann's maid, who 
was taking tea with Mrs. Hicks, that Mr. Clive 
had given Miss Ethel a kiss in the tunnel, and 
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she supposed it was a match. This intelligence 
Hannah Hicks took to her mistress, of whose 
angry behavior to Clive the next morning you 
may now understand the cause. 

Clive did not know whether to laugh or to be 
in a rage. He swore that he was as innocent 
of all intention of kissing Miss Ethel as of em
bracing Queen Elizabeth. He was shocked to 
think of his cousin, walking above, fancy-free in 
maiden meditation, while this conversation re
garding her was carried on below. How could 
he face her, or her mother, or even her maid, 
now he had cognizance of this naughty calumnv- ? 
" Of course Hannah had contradicted it ?" "Of 
course I have a-done no such a thing indeed," 
replied Master dive's old friend; " of course I 
have set 'em down a bit; for when little Trim
mer said it, and she supposed it was all settled 
-between you, seeing how it had been a-going on 
in foreign parts last year, Mrs. Pincott says, 
' Hold your silly tongue. Trimmer,' she says; 
'Miss Ethel marry a painter, indeed, Trimmer 1' 
says she, ' while she has refused to be a Count
ess,' she says; ' and can be a Marchioness any 
day, and will be a Marchioness. Marry a paint
er, indeed!' Mrs. Pincott says ; ' Trimmer, I'm 
surprised at your impidence.' So, my dear, I 
got angry at that," Olive's champion continued, 
•'and says I, if my young Master ain't good 
enough for any young lady in this world, says I, 
I'd like you to show her to me : and if his dear 
father, the Colonel, says I, ain't as good as your 
old gentleman up-stairs, says I, who has gruel 
and dines upon doctor's stuff, then, Mrs. Pin
cott, says I, my name isn't what it is, says I. 
Those were my very words. Master Clive, my 
dear; and then Mrs. Pincott says, Mrs. Hicks, 
she says, you don't understand society, she says ; 
you don't understand society, he! he!" and the 
country ladj', with considerable humor, gave an 
imitation of the town lady's manner. 

At this juncture Miss Honeyman re-entered 
the parlor, arrayed in her Sunday bonnet, her 
stiff and spotless collar, her Cashmere shawl, 
and Agra brooch, and carrying her Bible and 
Prayer-book, each stitched in its neat cover of 
brown silk. "Don't stay chattering here, you 
idle woman," she cried to her attendant with 
extreme asperity. "And you. Sir, if you wish 
to smoke your cigars, you had best walk down 
to the cliff where the Cockneys are !" she added, 
glowering at Clive. 

"Now I understand it all," Clive said, trying 
to deprecate her anger. " My dear good aunt, 
it's a most absurd mistake; upon my honor Miss 
Ethel is as innocent as you are." 

"Innocent or not, this house is not intended 
for assignations, Clive! As long as Sir Brian 
Newcome lodges here, you will be pleased to 
keep away from it. Sir; and though I don't ap
prove of Sunday traveling, I think the veiy best 
thing you can do is to put yourself in the train 
and go back to London." 

And now, young people, who read my moral 
pages, you will see how highly imprudent it is 
to sit with your cousins in railway-carriages; 

and how, though you may not mean the slightest 
harm in the world, a great deal may be attrib
uted to you; and how, when you think you are 
managing your little absurd love-affairs ever so 
quietly, Jeames and Betsy in the servants'-hall 
are very likely talking about them, and you are 
putting yourself in the power of those menials. 
If the perusal of these lines has rendered one 
single young couple uncomfortable, surely my 
amiable end is answered, and I have written 
not altogether in vain. 

Clive was going away, innocent though he 
was, yet quivering under his aunt's reproof, and 
so put out of countenance that he had not even 
thought of lighting the great cigar which he stuck 
into his foolish mouth; when a shout of "Clive 1 
Clive!" from half-a-dozen little voices roused 
him, and presently as many little Neweomes 
came toddling down the stairs, and this one 
clung round his knees, and that at the skirts of 
his coat, and another took his hand and said, he 
must come and walk with them on the beach. 

So away went Clive to walk with his cousins, 
and then to see his old friend Miss Cann, with 
whom and the elder children he walked to church, 
and issuing thence greeted Lady Ann and Ethel 
(who had also attended the semce) in the most 
natural way in the world. 

While engaged in talking with these. Miss 
Honeyman came out of the sacred edifice, crisp 
and stately in the famous Agra brooch and Cash
mere shawls. The good-natured Lady Ann had 
a smile and a kind word for her as for every 
body. Clive went up to his maternal aunt to 
offer his arm. "You must give him up to us 
for dinner. Miss Honeyman, if you please to be 
so very kind. He was so good-natured in es
corting Ethel down," Lady Ann said. 

" Hm! my lady," says Miss Honeyman, perk
ing her head up in her collar. Clive did not 
know whether to laugh or not, but a fine blush 
illuminated his countenance. As for Ethel, she 
was and looked perfectly unconscious. So, rus
tling in her stiff black silk, Martha Honeyman 
walked with her nephew silent by the shore of 
the much-sounding sea. The idea of courtship, 
of oseulatoiy processes, of marrying and giving 
in marriage, made this elderly virgin chafe and 
fume, she never having, at any period of her 
life, indulged in any such ideas or practices, 
and being angry against them, as childless wives 
will sometimes be angry and testy against ma
trons with their prattle about their nurseries. 
Now, Miss Cann was a different sort of spinster, 
and loved a bit of sentiment with all her heart, 
from which I am led to conclude—but, pray, is 
this the history of Miss Cann or of the New-
comes ? 

All these Neweomes then entered into Miss 
Honeyman's house, where a number of little 
knives and forks were laid for them. Ethel was 
cold and thoughtful; Lady Ann was perfectly 
good-natured as her wont was. Sir Brian came 
in on the arm of his valet presently, wearing 
that look of extra neatness which invalids have, 
who have just been shaved and combed, and 
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made ready by their attendants to receive com
pany. He was voluble: though there was a 
perceptible change in his voice: he tallced chief
ly of matters which had occurred forty years ago, 
and especially of dive's own father, when he 
was a boy, in a manner which interested the 
young man and Ethel. " He threw me down 
in a chaise—sad chap—always reading Orme's 
History of India—wanted marry Frenchwoman. 
He wondered Mrs. Newcome didn't leave Tom 
any thing—'pon my word, quite s'prise." Tlie 
events of to-day, the House of Commons, the 
City, had little interest for him. All the chil
dren went up and shook him by the hand, with 
awe in their looks, and he patted their yellow 
lieads vacantly and kindly. He asked Clive 
(several times) where he had been ? and said 
he himself had had a slight 'tack—vay slight— 
was getting well ev'y day—strong as a horse— 
go back to Parliament d'rectly. And then he 
became a little peevish with Parker, his man, 
about liis broth. The man retired, and came 
back presently, with profound bows and gravity, 
to tell Sir Brian dinner was ready, and he went 
away quite briskly at this news, giving a couple 
of fingers to Clive before he disappeared into 
the upper apartments. Good-natured Lady Ann 
was as easy about this as about the other events 
of this world. In later days, with what a strange 
feeling we remember that last sight we have of 
the old friend; that nod of farewell, and shake 
of the liaud, that last look of the face and figure 
as the door closes on him, or the coach drives 
away! So the roast mutton was ready, and all 
the children dined very heartily. 

The infantile meal had not been long con
cluded, when servants announced " the Marquis 
of Farintosh;" and that nobleman made his ap
pearance to pay his respects to Miss Newcome 
and Lady Ann. He brought the very last news 
of the very last party in London, where " Really, 
upon my honor, now, it was quite a stupid party, 
because Miss Newcome wasn't there. It was 
now, really." 

Miss Newcome remarked, " If he said so upon 
his honor, of course she was satisfied." 

" As you weren't there," the young nobleman 
continued, " the Miss Rackstraws came out quite 
strong; really they did now, upon my honor. 
It was quite a quiet thing. Lady Morriborough 
hadn't even got a new gown on. Lady Ann, 
you shirk London society this year, and we miss 
you: we expected you to give us two or three 
things this season; we did now, really. I said 
to Tufthunt, only yesterday, why has not Lady 
Ann Newcome given any thing? You know 
Tuftliunt? They say he's a clever fellow, and 
that—but he's a low little beast, and I hate 
him." 

Lady Ann said, "Sir Brian's bad state of 
liealth prevented her from going out this sea
son, or receiving at home." 

" I t don't prevent j'our mother from going 
out, though," continued my lord. "Upon my 
honor, I think unless she got two or three things 
every night, I think she'd die. Lady Kew's like 

one of those horses, you know, that unless they 
go they drop." 

" Thank you for my mother," said Lady Ann. 
" She is, upon my honor. Last niglit I know 

she was at ever so many places. She dined at 
the Bloxam's, for I was there. Then she said 
she was going to sit with old Mrs. Crackthorpe, 
who has broke her collar bone (that Crackthorpe 
in the Life Guards, her grandson, is a brute, 
and I hope she won't leave him a shillin'); and 
then she came on to Lady Hawkstone's, where 
I heard her say she had been at the—at the 
Elowerdales', too. People begin to go to those 
riowerdales. Hanged if I know where they 
won't go next. Cotton spinner, wasn't he ?" 

" So were we, my lord," says Miss Newcome. 
" Oh yes, I forgot! But you're of an old fam

ily—^very old family." 
" We can't help it," said Miss Ethel, archly. 

"Indeed, she thought she was." 
"Do you believe in the Barber-Surgeon?" 

asked Clive. And my lord looked at him with 
a noble curiosity, as much as to say, " Who the 
deuce was the Barber-Surgeon? and who the 
devil are you ?" 

"Why should we disown our family?" Miss 
Ethel said, simply. " I n those early days I 
suppose people did—did all sorts of things, and 
it was not considered at all out of the way to 
be Surgeon to William the Conqueror." 

"Edward the Confessor," interposed Clive. 
"And it must be true, because I have seen a 
picture of the Barber-Surgeon: a friend of mint, 
M'Collop, did the picture, and I dare say it is 
for sale still." 

Lady Ann said " she should be delighted to 
see it." Lord Parintosh remembered th.it the 
M'Collop had the moor next to his in Argyle-
shire, but did not choose to commit himself 
with the stranger, and preferred looking at his 
own handsome face and admiring it in the glass 
until the last speaker had concluded lus re
marks. 

As Clive did not oifcr any further conversa
tion, but went back to a table where he began 
to draw the Barber-Surgeon, Lord Farintosli 
resumed the delightful talk. "What infernal 
bad glasses tliese are in these Brighton lodging-
houses! They make a man look quite green, 
really they do—and there's nothing green in 
me, is there. Lady Ann ?" 

"But you look very unwell. Lord Parintosh ; 
indeed you do," Miss Newcome said, gravely. 
" I think late hours, and smoking, and going to 
that horrid Piatt's, where I dare say you go—" 

"Go? don't I? But don't call it horrid; 
really, now, don't call it horrid!" cried the no
ble Marquis. 

"Well—something has made you look far 
from well. You know how very well Lord Far-
intosh used to look, mamma—and to see liini 
now, in only his second season—Oh, it is melan
choly !" 

" God bless my soul. Miss Newcome! wliai 
do you mean ? I think I look pretty well," anil 
the noble youth passed his hand through his 
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hair. " I t is a hard life, I know; that tearin' 
about night after night, and sittin' np till erer 
so much o'clock; and then all these races, you 
know, comin' one after another—it's enough to 
knock up any fellow. I'll teU you what I'll do, 
Miss Newcome. I'll go down to Codlington, to 
mj' mother; I will, upon my honor, and lie quiet 
all July, and then I'll go to Scotland—and you 
shall see whether I don't look better next sea
son." 

•'Do, Lord EarintoshI" said Ethel, greatly 
amused, as much, perhaps, at the young Mar
quis, as at her cousin Clive, who s.at while the 
other was speaking, fuming with rage, at his 
table. "What are you doing, Clire ?" she asks. 

" I was trying to draw. Lord knows who— 
Lord Newcome, who was killed at the battle of 
Ijosworth," said the artist, and the girl ran to 
look at the picture. 

"AVhy, you have made him like Punch!" 
cries the young lady. 

" It's a shame caricaturing one's own flesh 
and blood, isn't it?" asked Clive, gravely. 

"What a droll, funny picture!" exclaims Lady 
Ann. "Isn't it capital. Lord Farintosh?" 

" I dare say—I confess I don't understand 

that sort of thing," says his lordship. "Don't, 
upon my honor. Thei-e's Odo Carton, always 
making those caricatures—/ don't understand 
'em. You'll come up to town to-morrow, won't 
you ? And you're goin' to Lady Hm's, and to 
llm and Hm's, ain't you?" (The names of 
these aristocratic places of resort were quite in
audible.) "You mustn't let Miss Blackcap 
lia\'e it all her own way, j-ou know, that you 
mustn't." 

" She won't have it all her own way," says 
Miss Ethel. "Lord Farintosh, will you do me 
a favor? Lady Innishowan is your aunt." 

"Of course she is'my aunt." 
"AVill you be so veiy good as to get a card 

for her party on Tuesday, for my cousin, Mr. 
Clive Ncwcome? Clive, ])lease be introduced 
to the Marquis of Farintosh." 

The young Marquis perfectly well recollected 
those mustaches and their wearer on a former 
niglit, though he had not thought fit to make 
any sign of recognition. "Any thing you wish. 
Miss Ncwcome,"he said; "delighted, I'm sure;" 
and turning to Clive—"In the army, I sup
pose?" 

" I am an artist," says Clive, turning very red. 
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" Oil, really, I didn't know!" cries the noble
man ; and my lord bursting out laughing pres
ently as he was engaged in conversation with 
Miss Ethel on the balcony, Clive thought, very 
likely with justice, "He is making fun of m}' 
mustaches. Confound him! I should like to 
pitch him over into the street." But this was 
only a kind wish on Mr. Newcome's part; not 
followed out by any immediate fulfillment. 

As the Marquis of Farintosh seemed inclined 
to prolong his visit, and his company was ex
ceedingly disagreeable to Clive, the latter took 
his departure for an afternoon walk, consoled 
to think that he should have Ethel to himself 
at the evening's dinner, when Lady Ann would 
be occupied about Sir Brian, and would be sure 
to be putting the children to bed, and, in a word, 
Avould give him a quarter of an hour of delight
ful tete-a-tete with the beautiful Ethel. 

Clive's disgust was considerable when he came 
to dinner at length, and found Lord Farintosh, 
likewise invited, and sprawling in the drawing-
room. His hopes of a tete-a-tete were o\'er. 
Ethel and Lady Ann and my lord talked, as all 
people will, about their mutual acquaintance: 
what parties were coming off, who was going to 
marry whom, and so forth. And as the per
sons about whom they conversed were in their 
own station of life, and belonged to the fash
ionable world, of which Clive had but a slight 
knowledge, he chose to fancy that his cousin 
was giving herself airs, and to feel sulky and 
uneasy during their dialogue. 

Miss Newcome had faults of her own, and 
was worldly enough, as perhaps the reader has 
begun to perceive; but in this instance no harm, 
sure, was to be attributed to her. If two gos
sips in Aunt Honeyman's parlor had talked over 
the affairs of Mr. Jones and Mr. Brown, Clive 
would not have been angry; but a young man 
of spirit not tmfrequently mistakes his vanity 
for independence: and it is certain that nothing 
is more offensive to us of the middle class than 
to liear the names of great folks constantly in
troduced into conversation. 

So Clive was silent and ate no dinner, to the 
alarm of Martha, who had put him to bed many 
a time, and always had a maternal eye over 
liim. When he actually refused currant and 
raspberry tart, and custard, the chef-d'oeuvre of 
Mrs. Honeyman, for which she had seen him 
absolutely cry in his childhood, the good Mar
tha was alarmed. 

"Law, Master Clive!" she said, "do 'ec eat 
some. Missis made it, }-ou know she did;" 
and she insisted on bringing back the tart to 
Jiim. 

Lady Ann and Ethel laughed at this eager
ness on the worthy old woman's ])art. " Do 'ee 
eat some, Clive," says Etliel, imitating honest 
Mrs. Hicks, who had left the room. 

"It 's doosid good," remarked Lord Farin
tosh. 

" Tlien do 'ee eat some more," said Miss New-
come: on which the young nobleman, holding 
out his plate, obsen'ed with much affability, tliat 

the cook of the lodgings was really a stunner 
for tarts. 

" The cook, dear me, it's not the cook !" cries 
Miss Ethel. "Don't you remember the prin
cess in the Arabian Nights, who was such a 
stunner for tarts. Lord Farintosh ?" 

Lord Farintosh couldn't say that he did. 
" Well, I thought not; but there was a prin

cess in Arabia or China, or somewhere, who 
made such delicious tarts and custards that no
body's could compare with them; and there is 
an old lady in Brighton who has the same won
derful talent. She is the mistress of this house." 

" And she is my aunt, at your lordship's serv
ice," said Mr. Clive, with great dignity. 

" Upon my honor! did you make 'em, Lady 
Ann ?" asked my lord. 

"The Queen of Hearts made tarts!" cried 
out Miss Newcome, rather eagerly, and blush
ing somewhat. 

"My good old aunt, Miss Honeyman, made 
this one," Clive would go on to sscy. 

"Mr. Honeyman's sister, the preacher, you 
know, where we go on Sunday," Miss Ethel in
terposed. 

" The Honeyman pedigree is not a matter of 
very great importance," Lady Ann remarked, 
gently. " Kuhn, will you have the goodness to 
take away these things? When did you hear 
of Colonel Newcome, Clive ?" 

An air of deep bewilderment and perplexity 
had spread over Lord Farintosh's fine counte
nance M'hile this talk about pastry had been go
ing on. The Arabian Princess, the Queen of 
Hearts making tarts. Miss Honeyman? Who 
tlie deuce were all these ? Such may have been 
his lordship's doubts and queries. WhateAcr 
his cogitations were lie did not give utterance 
to them, but remained in silence for some time 
as did the rest of the little party. Clive tried 
to think he had asserted his independence by 
showing that he was not ashamed of his old 
aunt; but the doubt may be whether there was 
any necessity for presenting her in this company, 
and whether Mr. Clive had not much better 
have left the tart question alone. 

Ethel evidently thought so: for she talked 
and rattled in the most lively manner with Lord 
Farintosh for the rest of tlic evening, and scarce
ly chose to say a word to her cousin. Lady-
Ann was absent with Sir Brian and her chil
dren for the most part of the time: and thus 
Clive had the pleasure of listening to Miss New-
come uttering all sorts of odd little paradoxes, 
firing the while sly shots at Mr. Clive, and, in
deed, making fun of his friends, exhibiting hei--
self in not the most agreeable light. Her talk 
only sen'ed the more to bewilder Lord Farin
tosh, who did not tmderstand a tithe of her i.',-
lusions; for Heaven, which had endowed the 
young Marquis with personal chamis, a large 
estate, an ancient title and the pride belonging 
to it, had not supplied his lordship witli a great 
quantity of brains, or a very feeling heart. 

Lady Ann came back from the upper regions 
presently with ratlier a grave face, and saying 
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that Sir Brian was not so well this evening, upon 
which the young men rose to depart. My lord 
said he had " a most delightful dinner and a 
most delightful tart, 'pon his honor," and was 
the only one of the little company who laughed 
at his own remark. Miss Ethel's eyes flashed 
scorn at Mr. Clive when that unfortunate sub
ject was introduced again. 

My lord was going back to London to-mor
row. Was Miss Newcome going back? Wouldn't 
he like to go back in the train with her!—an
other unlucky observation. Lady Ann said, " It 
would depend on the state of Sir Brian's health 
the next morning whether Ethel would return ; 
and both of you gentlemen are too young to be 
her escort," added the kind lady. 
Then she shook hands with Clive, 
as thinking she had said something 
too severe for him. 

Farintosh in the mean time was 
taking leave of Miss Newcome. 
"Pray, pray," said his lordship, 
" don't throw me over at Lady In-
nishowan's. You know I hate balls 
and never go to 'em, except when 
you go. I hate dancing, I do, 'pon 
my honor." 

"Thank you," said Miss New-
come, with a courtesy. 

"Except with one person—only 
one person, upon my honor. I'll 
remember and get the invitation 
for your friend. And if you would 
hilt try that mare, I give you my honor I bred 
her at Codlington. She's a beauty to look at, 
and as quiet as a lamb." 

" I don't want a horse like a lamb," replied 
the young lady. 

"Well—she'll go like blazes now: and over 
timber she's splendid now. She is, upon my 
honor." 

"When I come to London perhaps you may 
trot her out," said Miss Ethel, giving him her 
hand and a fine smile. 

Clive came up biting his lips. " I suppose 
you don't condescend to ride Bhurtpore any 
more now ?" he said. 

" Poor old Bhurtpore! The children ride 
him now," said Miss Ethel—giving Clive at the 
same time a dangerous look of her eyes, as 
though to see if her shot had hit. Then she 
added, "No—he has not been brought up to 
town this year: he is at Newcome, and I like 
him very much." Perhaps she thought the shot 
had struck too deep. 

But if Clive was hurt he did not show his 
wound. "You have had him these four years 
— ĵ'es, it's four j'cars since my father broke him 
for you. And you still continue to like him ? 
What a miracle of constancy! You use him 
sometimes in the country—when you have no 
better horse—what a compliment to Bhurtpore!" 

"Nonsense!" Miss Ethel here made Clive 
a sign in her most imperious manner to stay a 
moment when Lord Farintosh had departed. 

But he did not choose to obey this order. 

" Good-night," he said, " before I go I must 
shake hands with my aunt down-stairs." And 
he was gone, following close upon Lord Farin
tosh, who I dare say thought, "Why the deuce 
can't he shake hands with his aunt up here ?" 
and when Clive entered Miss Honeyman's back 
parlor, making a bow to the young nobleman, 
my lord went away more perplexed than ever; 
and the next day told friends at White's what 
uncommonly queer people thoseNewcomes were. 
" I give you my honor there was a fellow at 
Lady Ann's whom they call Clive, who is a 
painter by trade—his uncle is a preacher—his 
father is a horse-dealer, and his aunt lets lodg
ings and cooks the dinner." 

CHAPTER XLIII. 
EETUKN8 TO SOME OLD FKIEND6. 

T H E haggard youth burst into my chambers, 
in the Temple, on the very next morning, and 
confided to me the story which has been just 
here narrated. When he had concluded it, 
with many ejaculations regarding the heroine 
of the tale, " I saw her. Sir," he added, "walk
ing with the children and Miss Cann as I drove 
round in the fly to the station—and didn't even 
bow to her." 

"Why did you go round by the cliff?" asked 
Clive's friend. " That is not the way from the 
Steyne Arms to the railroad." 

"Hang it," says Clive, turning verj- red, " I 
wanted to pass just under her windows, and if 
I saw her, not to see her; and that's what I 
did." 

"Why did she walk on the clilF?" mused 
Clive's friend, "at that early hour? Not to 
meet Lord Farintosh, I should think. He never 
gets up before twelve. It must have been to 
see you. Didn't you tell her you were going 
away in the morning?" 

" I tell you what she does with me," continues 
Mr. Clive. " Sometimes she seems to like me, 
and then she leaves me. Sometimes she is 
quite kind—kind she always is—I mean, you 
know. Pen—you know what I mean; and then 
up comes the old Countess, or a young Mar
quis, or some fellow with a handle to his name, 
and she whistles me off' till the next convenient 
opportunity." 
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"Women are like that, my ingenuous youth," 
says Clive's counselor. 

" I won't stand it. / won't be made a fool 
of!" he continues. " She seems to expect every 
body to bow to her, and moves through the world 
with her imperious airs. 0 how confoundedly 
handsome she is with them! I tell you wliat. 
I feel inclined to tumble down and feel one of 
her pretty little feet on my neck, and say. There! 
Trample my life out. Make a slave of me. Let 
me get a silver collar and mark ' Ethel' on it, 
and go through the world with my badge." 

" And a blue ribbon for a footman to hold 
you by; and a muzzle to wear in the dog-days. 
Bow! wow!" says Mr. Pendennis. 

(At this noise Mr. Warrington puts his head 
in from the neighboring bedchamber, and shows 
a beard just lathered for shaving. "We are 
talking sentiment! Go back till you are want
ed !" says Mr. Pendennis. Exit he of the soap
suds.) 

" Bcjn't make fun of a fellow," Clive contin
ues, laughing ruefully. "You see I -nmst talk 
about it to somebody. I shall die if I don't. 
Sometimes, Sir, I rise up in my might and I 
defy her lightning. The sarcastic dodge is the 
best: I have borrowed that from you. Pen, old 
boy. That puzzles her: that would beat her if 
I could but go on with it. But there comes a 
tone of her sweet voice, a look out of those kill
ing gray eyes, and all my frame is in a thrill and 
a tremble. When she was engaged to Lord Kcw 
I did battle with the confounded passion—and I 
ran away from it like an honest man, and the 
gods rewarded me with ease of mind after a 
while. But now the thing rages worse than 
ever. Last night, I give you my honor, I heard 
every one of the confounded hours toll, except 
the last, when I was dreaming of my father, and 
the chamber-maid woke me with a hot water 

j"g-" 
" Did she scald you ? What a cruel cham

ber-maid! I see you have shaven the mus
taches off." 

"Farintosh asked me whether I was going in 
the army," said Clive, "and she laughed. I 
thought I had best dock them. Oh, I would like 
to cut my head off as well as my hair." 

" Have you ever asked her to marry you ?" 
asked Clive's friend. 

" I have seen her but five times since my re
turn from abroad," the lad went on; " there has 
been always somebody by. Who am I ? a paint
er with five hundred a year for an allowance. 
Isn't she used to walk upon velvet and dine upon 
silver; and hasn't she got marquises and barons, 
and all sorts of swells, in her train ? I daren't 
ask her—" 

Here his friend hummed Montrose's lines— 
" He either fears his fate too much, or his desert 
is small, who dares not put it to the touch, and 
win or lose it all." 

" I own I dare not ask her. If she were to 
refuse me, I know I should never ask again. 
This isn't the moment, when all Swelldom is at 
her feet, for me to come fonvard and say, 

' Maiden, I have watched thee daily, and I think 
thou lovest me well.' I read that ballad to her 
at Baden, Sir. I drew a picture of the Lord of 
Burleigh wooing the maiden, and asked what 
she would have done ?" 

" Oh, you did 1 I thought, when we were at 
Baden, we were so modest that we did not even 
whisper our condition." 

" A fellow can't help letting it be seen and 
hinting it," says Clive, with another blush. 
" They can read it in our looks fast enough: 
and what is going on in our minds, hang them! 
I recollect she said, in her grave, cool way, that 
after all the Lord and Lady of Burleigh did not 
seem to have made a very good marriage, and 
that the lady would have been much happier in 
marrying one of her own degree." 

" 'That was a very prudent saying for a young 
lady of eighteen," remarks Clive's friend. 

" Yes; but it was not an unkind one. Say 
Ethel thought—thought what was the case; and 
being engaged herself, and knowing how friends 
of mine had provided a very pretty little partner 
for me—she is a dear, good little girl, little 
Eosey; and twice as good. Pen, when her moth
er is away—knowing this and that, I say, sup
pose Ethel wanted to give me a hint to keep 
quiet, was she not right in the counsel she gave 
me ? She is not fit to be a poor man's wife. 
Fancy Ethel Newcome going into the kitchen 
and making pies like Aunt Iloneyman!" 

"The Circassian beauties don't sell under so 
many thousand purses," remarked Mr. Penden
nis. "If there's a beauty in a well-regulated 
Georgian family, they fatten her: they feed her 
with the best Racahout des Arahes. They give 
her silk robes, and perfumed baths ; have her 
taught to play on the dulcimer, and dance and 
sing; and when she is quite perfect, send her 
down to Constantinople for the Sultan's inspec
tion. The rest of the family never think of 
grumbling, but eat coarse meat, bathe in the 
river, wear old clothes, and praise Allah for 
their sister's elevation. Bah! Do you suppose 
the Turkish system doesn't obtain all the world 
over ? My poor Clive, this article in the May 
Pair Market is beyond your worship's price. 
Some things in this world are made for onr bet
ters, young man. Let Dives say grace for his 
dinner, and the dogs and Lazarus bo thankful 
for the crumbs. Here comes Warrington, shaven 
and smart as if he was going out a-courting." 

Thus it will be seen, that in his communica
tion with certain friends who approached nearer 
to his own time of life, Clive was n)uch more 
eloquent and rhapsodical than in the letter which 
he wrote to his father, regarding his passion for 
Miss Ethel. He celebrated her with pencil and 
pen. He was forever drawing the outline of 
her head, the solemn eyebrow, the nose (that 
wondrous little nose), descending from the 
straight forehead, the short upper lip, and chin 
sweeping in a full cun-e to the neck, etc., etc., 
etc. A frequenter of his studio might see a 
whole gallery of Ethels there represented: when 
Mrs. Mackenzie visited that place, and remark-
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ed one face and figure repeated on a hundred 
canvases and papers, gray, white, and brown, I 
Ijelieve she was told that the original was a fa-
nions Iloman model, from whom Clive had 
studied a gi-eat deal during his residence in 
Italy; on which Mrs. Mack gave it as her opin
ion that Clive was a sad wicked young fellow. 
Tlie widow thought rather the better of him for 
being a sad wicked young fellow; and as for 
!Miss Eosey, she, of course, was of mamma's way 
of thinking. Rosey went through the w ôrid con
stantly smiling at whatever occurred. She was 
good-humored through the dreariest long even
ings at the most stupid parties ; sate good-hu-
moredly for hours at Shoolbred's while mamma 
Vvas making purchases; heard good-humoredly 
those old, old stories of her mother's day after 
day; bore an hour's joking or an hour's scolding 
with equal good-humor; and whatever had been 
tlie occurrences of her simple day, whether there 
was sunshine or cloudy weather, or flashes of 
lightning and bursts of rain, I fancy Miss Mac
kenzie slept after them quite undisturbedly, and 
was sure to greet the morrow's dawn with a 
smile. 

Had Clive become more knowing in his trav
els, had Love or Experience opened his eyes, 
tliat they looked so differently now upon objects 
which before used well enoiigh to please them ? 
It is a fact that, until he went abroad, he thought 
widow Mackenzie a dashing, lively, agreeable 
woman: he used to receive her stories about 
Cheltenham, the colonies, the balls at Govern
ment House, the observations which the bishop 
made, and the peculiar attention of the Chief-
Justice to Mrs. Major McShane, with the Major's 
imeasy behavior—all these to hear at one time 
did Clive not ungraciously incline. " Our friend, 
Mrs. Mack," the good old Colonel used to say, 
" is a clever woman of the world, and has seen 
a gi'eat deal of company." That story of Sir 
Tliomas Sadman dropping a pocket-handker
chief in his court at Colombo, which the Queen's 
Advoeate O'Goggarty picked up, and on which 
Laura MacS. was embroidered, while the Major 
was absolutely in the witness-box giving evidence 
against a native servant who had stolen one of 
his cocked-hats—that stoiy always made good 
Thomas Newcome laugh, and Clive used to en
joy it too, and the widow's mischievous fun in 
narrating it; and now, behold, one day when 
Jlrs. Mackenzie recounted the anecdote in her 
l)est manner to Messrs. Pendennis and Wamng-
ton, and Frederick Bayham, who had been in
vited to meet Mr. Clive in Fitzroy Square—when 
Mr. Binnie chuckled, when Rosey, as in duty 
boiind, looked discomposed, and said "Law, 
mamma!"—not one sign of good-humor, not one 
ghost of a smile, made its apparition on dive's 
dreary face. He painted imaginary portraits 
with a strawberry stalk; he looked into his wa
ter-glass as though he would plunge and drown 
there; and Bayham had to remind him that the 
claret-jug was anxious to have another embrace 
from its constant friend, F. B. When Mrs. Mack 
wont away distributing smiles, Clive groaned out. 

" Good Heavens! how that story does bore me!'' 
and lapsed into his former moodiness, not giv
ing so much as a glance to Eosey, whose sweet 
face looked at him kindly for a moment, as she 
followed in the wake of her mamma. 

"The mother's the woman for my money," I 
heard F. B. whisper to Wamngton. " Splendid 
figure-head, Sir^—magnificent build. Sir, from 
bows to stern—I like 'em of that sort. Thank 
you, Mr. Binnie, I iciU take a back-hander, as 
Clive don't seem to drink. The youth. Sir, has 
grown melancholy with his travels; I'm inclined 
to think some noble Roman has stolen the young 
man's heart. Why did you not send us over a 
picture of the charmer, Clive ? Young Ridley, 
Mr. Binnie, j-ou will be happ_y to hear, is bidding 
fair to take a distinguished place in the world 
of arts. His picture has been greatly admired; 
and my good friend Mrs. Ridley tells me that 
Lord Todmorden has sent him over an order to 
])aint him a couple of pictures at a hundred 
guineas a-picce." 

" I should think so. J . J.'s pictures will be 
worth five times a hundred guineas ere five years 
are over," says Clive. 

" In that case it wouldn't be a bad specula
tion for our friend Sherrick," remarked F. B., 
" to pvirchase a few of the young man's works. 
I would, only I haven't the capital to spare. 
Mine has been vested in an Odessa venture. Sir, 
in a large amount of wild oats, which up to the 
present moment make me no return. But it 
will always be a consolation to me to think that 
I have been the means—the humble means—of 
furthering that deserving young man's prospects 
in life." 

" You, F. B . ! and how ?" we asked. 
" By certain humble contributions of mine 

to the press," answered Bayham, majestically. 
"Mr. Warrington, the claret happens to stand 
with j-ou; and exercise does it good. Sir. Yes, 
the articles, trifling as they may appear, have 
attracted notice," continued F. B., sipping his 
wine with great gusto. " They are noticed, 
I'endennis, give me leave to say, by parties who 
don't value so much the literary or even tlie 
political part of the 'Ball-Mall Gazette,' though 
I)otIi, I am told by those who read them, are con
ducted with considerable—consummate ability. 
John Ridley sent a hundred pounds over to his 
father, the other day, who funded it in his son's 
name. And Ridley told the story to Lord Tod-
morden, when the venerable nobleman congrat
ulated him on having such a child. I wish F. B. 
had one of the same sort, Sir." In which sweet 
prayer we all of us joined with a laugh. 

One of us had told Mrs. Mackenzie (let tlie 
criminal blush to own that quizzing his fellow-
creatures used at one time to form part of his 
youthful amusement) that F'. B. w-as the son of 
a gentleman of most ancient family and vast 
landed possessions, and as Bayham was particu
larly attentive to the widow, and grandiloquent 
in his remarks, she was greatly pleased by his 
politeness, and pronounced him a most distim/iu: 
man—reminding her, indeed, of General Hop-
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kirk, who commanded in Canada. And she 
bade Rosey sing for Mr. Bayham, who was in a 
rapture at the young lady's performances, and 
said no wonder such an accomplished daughter 
came from such a mother, though how such a 
mother could have a daughter of such an age he, 
F. B., was at a loss to understand. Oh, Sir! Mrs, 
Mackenzie was charmed and overcome at this 
novel compliment. Meanwhile the little artless 
Rosey warbled on her pretty ditties. 

" It is a wonder," growled out Mr. Wan'ing-
ton, " that that sweet girl can belong to such 
a woman. I don't understand much about 
women, but that one appears to me to be— 
hum!" 

"What, George?" asked Warrington's friend. 
"Well, an oggling, leering, scheming, artful 

old campaigner," grumbled the misogynist. "As 
for the little girl, I should like to have her to sing 
to me all night long. Depend upon it she would 
make a much better wife for Clive than that 
fashionable cousin of his he is hankering after. 
I heard him bellowing about her the other day 
in chambers, as I was dressing. What the deuce 
does the boy want with a wife at all ?" And 
Rosey's song being by this time finished, War
rington went up with a blushing face and abso
lutely paid a compliment to Miss Mackenzie— 
an almost unheard-of effort on George's part. 

" I wonder whether it is every young fellow's 
lot," quoth George, as we trudged home togeth
er, " to pawn his heart away to some girl that's 
not worth the winning? Psha! it's all mad 
rubbish this sentiment. The women ought not 
to be allowed to interfere with us: married if a 
man must be, a suitable wife should be portion
ed out to him, and there an end of it. W)iy 
doesn't the young man marry this girl, and get 
back to his business and paint his pictures ? 
Because his father wishes it—and the old Nabob 
yonder, who seems a kindly-disposed, easy-going, 
old Heathen philosopher. Here's a pretty little 
girl: money I suppose in sufBcieney—every thing 
satisfactory, except, I grant you, the campaigner. 
The lad might daub his canvases, chrLsten a child 
a year, and be as' happy as any young donkey 
that browses on this common of ours—but he 
must go and hee-haw after a zebra, foi'sooth! a 
/itsus naturcn is she! I never spol^e to a woman 
of fashion, thank my stars—I don't know the 
nature of the beast; and since I went to our 
race-balls, as a boy, scarcely ever saw one; as I 
don't frequent operas and parties in London like 
you young flunkies of the aristocracy. I lieard 
you talking about this one, I couldn't help it, as 
my door was open, and the young one was 
shouting like a madman. What! does he choose 
to hang on on sufferance and hope to be taken, 
provided Miss can get no better ? Do you mean 
to say that is the genteel custom, and that wo
men in your confounded society do such things 
every day ? Rather than have such a creature 
I would take a savage woman, who should nurse 
my dusky brood; and rather than have a daugh
ter brought up to the trade I would bring Jier 
down from the woods and sell her in Virginia." 

With which burst of indignation our friend's an
ger ended for that night. 

Though Mr. Clive had the felicity to meet his 
cousin Ethel at a party or two in the ensuing 
weeks of the season, every time he perused the 
features of Lady Kew's brass knocker in Queen 
Street, no result came of the visit. At one of 
their meetings in the world Ethel fairly told him 
that her grandmother would not receive him. 
"You know, Clive, I can't help myself: nor 
would it be proper to make you signs out of the 
window. But you must call for all that: grand
mamma may become more good-humored: or ifj 
you don't come, she may suspect I told you not 
to come: and to do battle with her day after day 
is no pleasure. Sir, I assure you. Here is Lord 
Farintosh coming to take me to dance. You 
must not speak to me all the evening, mind that. 
Sir," and away goes the young lady in a waltz 
with the Marquis. 

On the same evening—as he was biting his 
nails, or cursing his fate, or wishing to invite 
Lord Farintosh into the neighboring garden of 
Berkeley Square, whence the policeman might 
carry to the station-house the corpse of the sur
vivor. Lady Kew would bow to him with perfect 
graciousness: on other nights her ladyship would 
pass and no more recognize him than tlie serv
ant who opened the door. 

If she was not to see him at her grandmother's 
house, and was not particularly unhappy at his 
exclusion, why did Bliss Newcome encourage 
Mr. Clive so that he should try and see her? 
If Clive could not get into the little house in 
Queen Street, why was Lord Farintosh's enor
mous cab-horse looking daily into the first floor 
windows of that street? Why were little quiet 
dinners made for him, before the opera, before 
going to the play, upon a half dozen occasions, 
when some of the old, old Kew poit was brought 
out of the cellar, whore cobwebs had gathered 
round it ere Farintosh was born ? The dining-
room was so tiny that not more than five people 
could sit at the little round table, tliat is, not 
more than Lady Kew and her grand-dauglitor. 
Miss Crotchet, the late vicar's daugliter, at Kew-
bury, one of the Miss Toadins, and Captain 
Walleye, or Tommy Henchman, Farintosli's 
kinsman .and admirer, who were of no conse
quence, or old Fred Tiddler, whose wife was an 
invalid, and who was always ready at a mo
ment's notice ? Crackthorpe once went to one 
of these dinners, but that young soldier being a 
frank and high-spirited youth abused the enter
tainment and declined more of them. " I tell 
you what I was wanted for," the Captain told 
his mess and Clive at the Regent's Park Bar
racks afterward. " I was expected to go as 
Farintosh's Groom of the Stole, don't you know, 
to stand, or if I could sit, in the back seat of the 
box, while His Royal Highness made talk with 
the Beauty; to go out and fetch the carriage, 
and walk down stairs with that d— crooked old 
dowager, that looks as if she usually rode on a 
broomstick, by Jove, or else with tliat bony, old, 
painted, sheep-faced companion, who's raddled 
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like an old bell-wether. I think, Newcome, you 
seem to be rather hit by the Belle Coiisine—so 
was I last season; so were ever so many of the 
fellows. By Jove, Sir! there's nothing I know-
more comfortable or inspiritin' than a younger 
son's position, when a Marquis cuts in with fif
teen thousand a year! We fancy we've been 

• making running, and suddenly we find ourselves 
nowhere. Miss Mary, or Miss Lucy, or Miss 
Ethel, saving your presence, will no more look 
at us, than my dog will look at a bit of bread, 
when I ofier her this cutlet. Will you—old wo
man ? no, you old slut, that you won't!" (to 
Mag, an Isle of Skye terrier, who, in fact, pre
fers the cutlet, having snuffed disdainfully at the 
bread)—" that you won't, no more than any of 
your sex. Why, do you suppose if Jack's eldest 
brother had been dead—BarebonesBelsize they 
used to call him (I don't believe he was a bad 
fellow, though he was fond of psalm-singing)— 
do you suppose that Lady Clara would have 
looked at that cock-tail, Barney Newcome ? Beg 
your pardon, if he's your cousin—but a more 
odious little snob I never saw." 

" I give you up, Barnes," said Clive, laugh
ing; "any body may shy at him and I shan't 
interfere." 

" I understand, but at nobody else of the 
family. Well, what I mean is, that that old 
woman is enough to spoil any young girl she 
takes in hand. She dries 'era up, and poisons 
'em. Sir; and I was never more glad than when 
I heard that Kew had got out of her old clutches. 
Frank is a fellow that will always be led by some 
woman or another; and I'm only glad it should 
be a good one. They say his mother's serious, 
and that; but why shouldn't she be ?" continues 
honest Crackthorpe, puiflng his cigar with great 
energy. They say the old dowager doesn't be
lieve in God nor devil: but she is in such a 
funk to be left in the dark that she howls and 
raises the doose's own delight if her candle goes 
out. Toppleton slept next room to her at Gron-
ingham, and heard her; didn't you, Top?" 

" Heard her howling like an old cat on the 
tiles," says Toppleton—" thought she was at first. 
My man told me that she used to fling all sorts 
of things—boot-jacks and things, give you my 
honor—at her maid, and that the woman was all 
over black and blue." 

" Capital head that is Newcome has done of 
Jack Belsize!" says Crackthorpe, from out of 
his cigar. 

"And Kew's too—famous likeness! I say, 
Newcome, if you have 'em printed, the whole 
brigade '11 subscribe. Make your fortune, see 
if you won't," cries Toppleton. 

" He's such a heavy swell; he don't want to 
make his fortune," ejaculates Butts. 

"Butts, old boy, he'll paint you for nothing, 
and send you to the Exhibition, where some 
widow will" fall in love with you; and you shall 
be put as frontispiece for the Book of Beauty, 
by Jove," cries another military satirist—to 
whom Butts— 

"Yon hold your tongue, you old Saracen's 

Head; they're going to have you done on the 
bear's grease pots. I say, I suppose Jack's all 
right now. When did he wTite to you last, 
Cracky?" 

" He wrote from Palermo—a most jolly letter 
from him and Kew. He hasn't touched a card 
for nine months; Is going to give up play. So 
is Frank, too, grown quite a good boy. So will 
you, too. Butts, you old miscreant, repent of 
your sins, pay your debts, and do something 
handsome for that poor deluded milliner in Al
bany Street. Jack says Kew's mother has writ
ten over to Lord Highgate a beautiful letter— 
and the old boy's relenting, and they'll come to
gether again—Jack's eldest son now, you know. 
Bore for lady Susan only having girls." 

" Not a bore for Jack, though," cries another. 
And what a good fellow Jack was; and what a 
trump Kew is; and how famously he stuck by 
him: went to see him in prison and paid him 
out! and what good fellows we all are, in gen
eral, became the subject of the conversation, 
the latter part of which took place in the smok
ing-room of the Regent's Park Barracks, then 
occupied by that regiment of Life Guards of 
which Lord Kew and Mr. Belsize had been 
members. Both were still fondly remembered 
by their companions; and it was because Bel
size had spoken very warmly of Clive's friendli
ness to him that Jack's friend, the gallant Crack
thorpe, had been interested in our hero, and 
found an opportunity of making his acquaint
ance. 

With these frank and pleasant young men 
Clive soon formed a considerable intimacy: and 
if any of his older and peaceful friends chanced 
to take their afternoon airing in the Park, and 
survey the horsemen there, we might have the 
pleasure of beholding Mr. Newcome in Rotten 
Row, riding side by side with other dandies, 
who had mustaches blonde or jet, who wore 
flowers in their buttons (themselves being flow
ers of spring), who rode magnificent thorough
bred horses, scarcely touching their stirrups with 
the tips of their varnished boots, and who kiss
ed the most beautiful primrose - colored kid 
gloves to lovely ladies passing them in the 
Ride. Clive drew portraits of half the oflScers 
of the Life Guards Green; and was appointed 
painter in ordinary to that distinguished corps. 
His likeness of the Colonel would make you die 
with laughing: his picture of the Surgeon was 
voted a master-piece. He drew the men in the 
saddle, in the stable, in their flannel dresses, 
sweeping their flashing swords about, receiving 
lancers repelling infantry, nay, cutting a sheep in 
two, as some of the warriors are known to be able 
to do at one stroke. Detachments of Life Guards
men made their appearance in Charlotte Street, 
which was not very distant from their barracks; 
the most splendid cabs were seen prancing be-
for his door; and curly-whiskered youths, of 
aristocratic appearance, smoking cigars out of 
liis painting-room window. How many times 
did Clive's next door neighbor, little Mr. Finch, 
the miniature painter, run to peep through his 
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parlor blinds, hoping that a sitter was coming, 
and " a carriage-party" driWng up! What 
wrath Mr. Scowler, A.E.A., was in, because a 
young hopo'niythumb dandy, who wore gold 
chains, and his collars turned down, should 
spoil the trade, and draw portraits for nothing. 
Why did none of the young men come to 
Scowler?- Scowler was obliged to own that 
Mr. Newcome had considerable talent, and a 
good knack at catching a likeness. He could 
not paint a bit, to be sure, but his heads in 
black and white were really tolerable; his 
sketches of horses very vigorous and life-like. 
Mr. Gandish said if Clive would come for three 
or four years into his academy he could make 
something of him. Mr. Smee shook his head, and 
said he was afraid that kind of loose, desultory 
study, that keeping of aristocratic company, was 
any thing but favorable to a young artist—Smee, 
who would walk five miles to attend an evening 
party of ever so little a great man ! 

CHAPTER XLIV. 
IN WniCH MR. CHAELE8 HONEYMAN APPEAE8 IN AN AMI-

AULE LIGHT. 

MR. FREDERICK B.ITH.IM waited at Fitzroy 
Square while Clive was yet talking with his 

friends there, and 
favored that gentle
man with his com
pany home to the 
usual smoky re
freshment. Clive 
always rejoiced in 
F. B.'s society, 
whether he was in 
a sportive mood, or, 
as now, in a solemn 
and didactic vein. 
F. B. had been 
more than ordinar
ily majestic all tlie 
evening. " I dare
say you find me a 
good deal altered, 
Clive," he remark
ed; " I am a good 
deal altered. Since 

that good Samaritan, your kind father, Jiad 
compassion on a poor fellow fallen among 
thieves (though I don't say, mind you, he was 
much better than his company), F. B. has 
mended some of his ways. I am trying a 
course of industry, Sir. Powers, perhaps nat
urally great, have been neglected over the wine 
cup and the die. I am beginning to feel my 
way; and my chiefs yonder, who have just 
walked home with their cigars in their mouths, 
and without as much as saying F. B., my boy, 
shall we go to the Haunt and have a cool lob
ster and a glass of table-beer—which they cer
tainly do not consider themselves to be—I say, 
Sir, the Politician and the Literary Critic" (there 
was a most sarcastic emphasis laid on these 
jihrascs, characterizing Mes.srs. Warrington and 
Pondennis) "may find there is a humble con

tributor to the ' Pall Mall Gazette,' whose name, 
maybe, the amateur shall one day reckon even 
higher than their own. Mr. Warrington I do 
not say so much—he is an able man, Sir, an 
able man; but there is that about your exceed
ingly self-satisfied friend, Mr. Arthur Penden-
nis, which—well, well—let time show. You 
did not—get the—hem—paper at Kome and 
Naples, I suppose ?" 

"Forbidden by the Inquisition," .says Clive, 
delighted; " and at Naples the king furious 
against it." 

" I don't iconder they don't like it at Rome, 
Sir. There's serious matter in it which may .set 
tlie prelates of a certain cJiurch rather in a tre
mor. You haven't read—the—ahem—the Pul
pit Pencilings in the P. M. G. ? Slight sketches, 
mental and corporeal, of our chief divines now 
in London;—and signed Laud Latimer ?" 

" I don't do much in that way," said Clive. 
" So much the worse for you, my friend. Not 

that I mean to judge any other fellow harshly 
—I mean any other fe\\oy;-sinner harshly—or 
that I mean that those Pulpit Pencilings would 
be likely to do you any great good. But, such 
as they are, they have been "productive of bene
fit. Thank you, Mary, my dear, the tap is un
commonly good, and I drink to your future 
husband's good health. A glass of good sound 
beer refreshes after all that claret. Well, Sir, 
to return to the Pencilings, pardon my vanity 
in saying, that though Mr. Pendennis laughs at 
them, they have been of essential service to the 
paper. They give it a character, they rally 
round it the respectable classes. They create 
correspondence. I have received many inter
esting letters, chiefly from females, about the 
Pencilings. Some complain that their favorite 
preachers are slighted; others applaud btcause 
the clergj-men they sit under are supjiorted by 
F. B. / am Laud Latimer, Sir-—though I have 
heard the letters attributed to the Kcv. Mr. 
Bunker, and to a Member of Parliament emin
ent in the religious world." 

" So you are the famous Laud Latimer ?" 
cries Clive, who had, in fact, seen letters sign
ed by those right reverend names in our paper. 

"Famous is hardly the word. One who 
scoffs at eveiy thing—I need not say I allude to 
Mr. Arthur Pendennis—would have had the 
letters signed—the Beadle of the Parish. He 
calls me the Venerable Beadle sometimes—it 
being, I grieve to say, his way to deride grave 
subjects. You wouldn't suppose now, ray young 
Clive, that the same hand which pens the Art 
criticisms, occasional!}', when his Highness Pen
dennis is lazy, takes a minor Theatre, or turns 
the sportive epigram, or the ephemeral ])ara-
graph, should adopt a grave theme on a Sun
day, and chronicle the sermons of British Di
vines? For eighteen consecutive Sunday even
ings, Clive, in Mrs. Ridley's front parlor, which 
I now occupy, vice Miss Cann promoted, I have 
written the Pencilings—scarcely allowing a drop 
of refreshment, except under extreme exliaus-
tion, to pass my lips. Pendennis laughs at the 
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Peuciliugs. He wants to stop them; and says 
they bore tlie public. I don't want to tidnk a 
man is jealous, who was himself the cause of 
iny engagement at the 1'. M. G.—perhaps my 
powers wore not developed then." 

"Pen thinks he writes better now than when 
he began," remarked Clive; " I have heard him 
say so." 

"His opinion of his own writings is high, 
whatever their date. Mine, Sir, are only just 
coming into notice. They begin to know P. B., 
Sir, in the sacred edifices of this metropolitan 
city. I saw the Bishop of London looking at 
me last Sunday week, and am sure his Chaplain 
whispered him, "It 's Mr. Bayham, my lord, 
nephew of your lordship's right reverend broth
er, the Lord Bishop of Bullocksmithy. And 
last Sunday being at church—at Saint Mungo 
tlie Martyr's, Rev. S. Sawders—by Wednesday 
I got in a female hand—Mrs. Sawders's, no 
doubt—the biography of the Incumbent of St. 
Mungo; an account of his early virtues; a copy 
of his poems; and a hint that he was the gentle
man destined for the vacant Deanery. 

" Ridley is not the only man I have helped 
in this world," E. B. continued. "Perhaps I 
should blush to own it—I do blush : but I feel 
tlic ties of early acquaintance, and I own that I 
have puft'ed your uncle, Charles Honeyman, 
most tremendously. It was partly for the sake 
of the Bidleys and the tick he owes 'em: partly 
for old times' sake. Sir, are you aware that 
things are greatly changed with Charles Honey-
man, and that the poor F. B. has very likely 
made his fortune ?" 

" l a m delighted to hear it," cried Clivo, "and 
Iiow, E. B., have you wrought this miracle ?" 

"By common sense and enterprise, lad—by 
a knowledge of the world and a benevolent dis
position. You'll see Lady Whittlesea's Chapel 
bears a very different aspect now. That mis
creant Sherrick owns that he owes me a turn, 
and lias sent me a few dozen of wine—without 
any stamped paper on my part in return as an 

acknowledgment of my service. It chanced, 
Sir, soon after your departure for Italy, thot 
going to his private residence respecting a little 
bill to which a heedless friend had put his hand, 
Sherrick invited me to partake of tea in the 
bosom of his family. I was. thirsty—having 
walked in from Jack Straw's Castle at Hemp
stead, where poor Kiteley and I had been taking a 
chop—and accepted the proffered entertainment. 
The ladies of the family gave us music after the 
domestic muffin-—and then. Sir, a great idea 
occurred to me. You know how magnificently 
Miss Sherrick and the mother sing? They 
sang Mozart, Sir. Why, I asked of Sherrick, 
should those ladies who sing Mozart to a piano, 
not sing Handel to an organ ?" 

" Dash it, you don't mean a hurdy-gurdy ?" 
" Sherrick," says I, "you are no better than a 

Heathen ignoramus. I mean, why shouldn't 
tliey sing Handel's Church Music, and Church 
Music in general, in Lady Whittlesea's Chapel ? 
Behind the screen up in the organ loft, what's 
to prevent 'em ? by Jingo! Your singing-boys 
have gone to the Cave of Harmony; you and 
your choir have split—why should not these 
ladies lead it? He caught at the idea. You 
never heard the chants more finely given—and 
they would be better still if the congregation 
would but hold their confounded tongues. It 
was an excellent though a harmless dodge. Sir: 
and drew immensely, to speak profanely. They 
dress the part. Sir, to admiration—a sort of 
nun-like costume they come in: Mrs. Sherrick 
has the sold of an artist still—by Jove, Sir, 
when they have once smelt the lamps, the love 
of the trade never leaves 'em. The ladies 
actually practiced by moonlight in the Chapel, 
and came over to Honeyman's to an oyster 
aftenvard. The thing took. Sir. People began 
to take box—seats I mean, again; and Charles 
Honeyman, easy in his mind through your noble 
father's generosity, jjerhaps inspirited by return
ing good fortune, has been preaching more elo
quently than ever. He took some lessons of 
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Husler, of the Haymarket, Sir. His sermons 
are old, I believe; but so to speak, he has got 
them up with new scenery, dresses, and effects. 
Sir. They haveflowers. Sir, about the buildin' 
—pious ladies are supposed to provide 'em, but, 
entre nous, Sherrick contracts for them with 
Nathan, or some one in Covent Garden. And 
—don't tell this now, upon your honor!" 

"Tell what, F. B. ?" asks Clive. 
" I got up a persecution against your uncle 

for Popish practices: summoned a meetiu' at 
the Running Footman, in Bolingbroke Street. 
Billings, the butterman; Sharwood, the turner 
and blacking maker; and the Honorable Phe-
lim O'Curragh, Lord ScuUabogue's son, made 
speeches. Two or three respectable families 
(your annt, Mrs. 'VVhat-d'yon-call-'em New-
come, among the number) quitted the Cha])el 
in disgust—I wrote an article of controversial 
biogi'aphy in the P. M. G.; set the business 
going in the daily press; and the thing was 
done, Sir. That property is a paying one to 
the Incumbent, and to Sherrick over him. 
Charles's affairs are getting all right. Sir. l ie 
never had the pluck to owe much, and if it 
bo a sin to have wiped his slate clean, satisfied 
his creditors, and made Charles easy—upon my 
conscience, I must confess that P. B. has done 
it. I hope I may never do any thing worse in 
this life, Clive. It ain't bad to see him doing 
the martyr. Sir: Sebastian riddled with paper 
pellets; Bartholomew on a cold gridiron. Here 
comes the lobster. Upon my word, Mary, a 
iiner fish I've seldom seen." 

Now surely this account of his uncle's affairs 
.ind prosperity was enough to send Clive to 
Lady Whittlesea's Chapel, and it was not be
cause Miss Ethel had said that she and Lady 
Kew went there, that Clive was induced to go 
there too ? He attended punctually on the next 
Sunday, and in the Incumbent's pew, whither 
the pew woman conducted him, sate Mr. Sher
rick in great gravity, with large gold pins, who 
handed him at the anthem, a large, new, gilt 
liymn-liook. 

An odour of millefleurs rustled by them as 
Cliarles Honeyman, accompanied by his eccle
siastical valet, passed the pew from the vestry, 
and took his place at the desk. Formerly he 
used to wear a flaunting scarf over his surplice, 
wliich was very wide and full; and Clive re
membered when as a boy he entered the sacred 
robing-room, how his uncle used to pat and puff 
out the scarf and tlie sleeves of his vestment, 
arrange the natty curl on his forehead, and take 
his place, a fine example of florid church decora
tion. Now the scarf was trimmed dow-n to be 
as narrow as your neckcloth, and hung loose 
and straight over the back: the ephod was cut 
straight and as close and short as might be—I 
believe there was a little trimming of lace to 
the narrow sleeves, and a slight arabesque of 
tape, or other substance, round the edge of the 
surplice. As for the curl on the forehead, it 
was no more visible than the Maypole in tlie 
Strand, or tlie Cross at Charing. Honevman's 

hair was parted down the middle, short in front, 
and curling delicately round his ears and \he 
back of his head. He read the service in a 
swift manner, and with a gentle twang. When 
the music began, he stood with head on one 

side, and two slim fingers on the book, as com
posed as a statue in a mediaival niclie. It was 
fine to hear Shenick, who had an uncommonly 
good voice, join in the musical parts of tlie 
sendee. The produce of the market-gardener 
decorated the church here and there; and the 
impresario of the establishment, having picked 
up a Flemish painted window from old Moss in 
Wardour Street, had placed it in his chapel. 
Labels of faint green and gold, with long Gothic 
letters painted thereon, meandered over the 
organ-loft and galleries, and strove to give as 
mediaeval a look to Lady Wliittlesea's as the 
place was capable of assuming. 

In the sermon Charles dropped the twang 
with the surplice, and the priest gaie way to 
the preacher. He preached short, stirring dis
courses on the subjects of the day. It happened 
that a noble young Prince, the hope of a nation, 
and heir of a royal house, had just then died by 
a sudden accident. Absplom, the son of David, 
furnished Honeyman with a parallel. He drew 
a picture of the two deaths, of the grief of kings, 
of the fate that is superior to them. It was, 
indeed, a stirring discourse, and caused thrills 
through the crowd to whom Charles imparted 
it. " Famous, ain't it ?" says Sherrick, giving 
Clive a hand when the rite was over. " How 
he's come out, hasn't he ? Didn't think lie had 
it in him." Sherrick seemed to have become 
of late impressed with the splendor of Charles's 
talents, and spoke of him—was it not disrespect
ful?—as a manager would of a successful trage
dian. Let us pardon Slierrick : he had been in 
the theatrical way. " That Irishman was no go 
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at all," he whispered to Mr. Newcome, "gotrid 
of Rim—let's see, at Michaelmas." 

On account of Clire's tender years and nat
ural levity, a little inattention may he allowed 
to the youth, who certainly looked about him 
very eagerly during the service. The house 
was filled by the ornamental classes, the bon
nets of the newest Parisian fashion. Awaj' in 
a darkling corner, under the organ, sate a squad 
of footmen. Surely that powdered one in 
livery wore Lady Kew's colors ? So Clive look
ed under all the bonnets, and presently spied 
old Lady Kew's face, as grim and yellow as 
her brass knocker, and by it Ethel's beauteous 
countenance. He dashed out of church when 
the congregation rose to depart. " Stop and 
see Honeyman, won't you?" asked Sherrick, 
surprised. 

" Yes, yes; come back again," said Clive, 
and was gone. 

He kept his word, and returned presently. 
The young Marquis and an elderly lady were 
in Lady Kew's company. Clive had passed 
close under Lady Kew's venerable Roman nose 
without causing that organ to bow in ever so 
slight a degree toward the ground. Ethel had 
recognized him with a smile and a nod. Mv 

lord was whispering one of his noble pleasantries 
in her ear. She laughed at the speech or the 
speaker. The steps of a fine belozenged bar-
riage were let down with a bang. The Yellow 
One had jumped up behind it, by the side of 
his brother Giant Canary. Lady Kew's equi
page had disappeared, and Mrs. Canterton's was 
stopping the way. 

Clive returned to the chapel by the little 
door near to the Vestiarium. All the congre
gation had poured out by this time. Only two 
ladies were standing near the pulpit; and Sher
rick, with his hands rattling his money in his 
pockets, was pacing up and down the aisle. 

" Capital house, Mr. Newcome, wasn't it ? I 
counted no less than fourteen nobs. The Prin
cess of Moncontour and her husband, I sup
pose, that chap with the beard, who yawns so 
during the sermon. Tin blessed, if I didn't 
think he'd have yawned his head off. Countess 
of Kew, and her daughter; Countess of Canter-
ton, and the Honorable Miss Eetlock—no. Lady 
Fetlock. A Countess's daughter is a lady, I'm 
dashed if she ain't. Lady Glenlivat and her 
sons; the most noble the Marquis of Farintosh, 
and Lord Enry Roy; that makes seven—no, 
nine—with the Prince and Princess. Julia, 
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my dear, you came out like a good un to-day. 
Never heard you in finer voice. Eemember 
Mr. Clive Newcome ?" 

Mr. Clive made bows to the ladies, who ac-
kuovpledged him by graceful courtesies. Miss 
Sherrick was always looking to the vestry-door. 

" How's the old Colonel? The best feller— 
excuse my calling him a feller—but he is, and 
a good one too. I went to'̂ see Mr. Binuie, my 
other tenant. He looks a little yellow about 
the gills, Mr. Binnie. Very proud woman that 
is who lives with him—uncommon haughty. 
"When will you come down and take your mut
ton in the Regent's Park, Mr. Clive. There's 
some tolerable good wine down there. Our 
reverend gent drops in and takes a glass, don't 
he, Missis?" 

" We shall be most 'appy to see Mr. Newcome, 
I'm sure," says the handsome and good-natured 
Mrs. Sherrick. "Won't we, Julia?" 

" Oh, certainly," says Julia, who seems rather 
absent. And behold at this moment the rever
end gent enters from the vestry. Both the la
dies run toward him, holding forth their hands. 

" Oh, Mr. Honeyman! What a sei"mon! 
Me and Julia cried so up in the organ-loft; we 
thought you would have heard us. Didn't we, 
Julia?" 

" Oh, yes," says Julia, whose hand the pastor 
is now pressing. 

"When you described the young man, I 
thought of my poor boy, didn't I, Julia," cries 
the mother, with tears streaming down her face. 

"We had a loss more than ten years ago," 
whispers Sherrick to Clive gravely. "And she's 
always thinking of it. Women are so." 

Clive was touched and pleased by this ex
hibition of kind feeling. 

"T?ou know his mother was an Absolon,"the 
good wife continues, pointing to her husband. 
"Most respectable diamond merchants in—" 

" Hold your tongue, Betsy, and leave my poor 
old mother alone; do now," says Mr. Sherrick, 
darkly. Clive is in his uncle's fond embrace by 
this time, who rebukes him for not having called 
in Walpole Street. 

" Now, when will you two gents come up to 
my shop to 'ave a family dinner ?" asks Sherrick. 

" Ah, Mr. Newcome, do come," says Julia, in 
her deep rich voice, looking up to him with her 
great black eyes. And if Clive had been a vain 
fellow like some folks, who knows but he might 
have thought he had made an impression on the 
handsome Julia ? 

"Thursday, now make it Thursday, if Mr. 
H. is disengaged. Come along, girls, for the 
flies bites the ponies when they're a-standing 
still, and makes 'em mad this weather. Any 
thing you like for dinner? Cut of salmon and 
cucumber? No, pickled salmon's best this 
weather." 

" Whatever you give me, you know I'm thank
ful," says Honeyman, in a sweet, sad voice, to 
the two ladies, who were standing looking at 
him, the mother's hand clasped in the daugh
ter's. 

VOL. X.—NO. 56.—Q 

" Should you like that Mendelssohn for the 
Sunday after next ? Julia sings it splendid. 

"No I don't. Ma." 
"You do, dear! She's a good, good dear, 

Mr. H., that's what she is." 
"You must not call—a—him, in that way. 

Don't say Mr. H., Ma," says Julia. 
"Call me what you please!" says Charles, 

with the most heart-rending simplicity; and 
Mrs. Shemck straightway kisses her daughter. 
Sherrick meanwhile hag been pointing out the 
improvement of the chapel to Clive (which now 
has indeed a look of the Gothic Hall at Eosher-
ville), and has confided to him the sum for which 
he screwed the painted window out of old Moss. 
" When he come to see it up in this place. Sir, 
the old man was mad, I give you my word! 
His son ain't no good: says he knows you. He's 
such a screw, that chap, that he'll overreach him
self, mark my words. At least, he'll never die 
rich. Did you ever hear of me screwing ? No, 
I spend my money like a man. How those girls 
are a-goin' on about their music with Honey
man. I don't let 'em sing in the evening, or him 
do duty more than once a day; and you can 
calc'late how the music draws, because in the 
evenin' they're ain't half the number of people 
here. Rev. Mr. Journyman does the duty now 
—quiet Hoxford man—ill, I suppose, this morn
ing. H. sits in his pew, where he was; and 
coughs, that's to say, I told him to cough. The 
women like a consumptive parson. Sir. Come, 
gals!" 

Clive went to his uncle's lodgings, and was re
ceived by Mr. and Mrs. Ridley ivith great glee 
and kindness. Both of those good people had 
made it a point to pay their duty to Mr. Clive 
immediately on his return to England, and thank 
him over and over again for his kindness to John 
James. Never, never would they forget his good
ness, and the Colonel's, they were sure. A cake, 
a heap of biscuits, a pyramid of jams, six friz
zling hot mutton chops, and four kinds of wine, 
came bustling up to Mr. Honeyman's room 
twenty minutes after Clive had entered it—as a 
token of the Eidleys' affection for him. 

Clive remarked, with a smile, the " Pall Mall 
Gazette" upon a side-table, and in the chimney-
glass almost as many cards as in the time of 
Honeyman's early prosperity. That he and his 
uncle should be very intimate together, was 
impossible, from the nature of the two men; 
Clive being frank, clear-sighted, and imperious; 
Charles, timid, vain, and double-faced, conscious 
that he was a humbug, and that most people 
found him out, so that he would quiver and turn 
away, and be more afraid of young Clive and his 
direct straightforward way, than of many older 
men. Then there was the sense of the money 
transactions between him and the Colonel, which 
made Charles Honeyman doubly uneasy. In 
fine, they did not like each other; bitt as he is 
a connection of the most respectable Newcome 
family, surely he is entitled to a page or two in 
these their memoirs. 

Thursday came, and -with it Mr. Sherrick's 
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entertainment, to which also Mr. Biunie and 
his party had been invited to meet Colonel 
Newcome's son. Uncle James and Eosey 
brought Clive in their carriage; Mrs. Macken
zie sent a headache as an apology. She chose 
to treat Uncle James's landlord with a great 
deal of hauteur, and to be angry with her bro
ther for visiting such a person. " In fact, you 
see how fond I must be of dear little Eosey, 
Clive, that I put up with all mamma's tantrums 
for her sake," remarks Mr. Binnie. 

" Oh, uncle!" says little Rosey, and the old 
gentleman stopped her remonstrances with a 
kiss. 

" Yes," says he, " your mother does have tan
trums, Miss; and though you never complain, 
there's no reason why I shouldn't. You will 
not tell on me" (it was "Oh, uncle!" again); 
•' and Clive won't, I am sure. This little thing, 
Sir," James went on, holding Eosey's pretty 
little hand and looking fondly in her pretty 
little face, " is her old uncle's only comfort in 
life. I wish I had her out to India to me, and 
never come back to this great dreary town of 
yours. But I was tempted home by Tom New-
come ; and I'm too old to go back. Sir. Where 
the stick falls let it lie. Eosey would have been 
whisked out of my house, in India, in a month 
after I had her there. Some young fellow would 
have taken her away from me; and now she has 
promised never to leave her old Uncle James, 
hasn't she ?" 

" No, never, uncle," said Eosey. 
" We don't want to fall in love, do we, child? 

We don't want to be breaking our hearts like 
some young folks, and dancing attendance at 
balls night after night, and capering about in the 
Park to see if we can get a glimpse of the be
loved object, eh, Rosey ?" 

Rosey blushed. It was evident that she and 
Uncle James both knew of Clive's love affair. 
In fact, the front seat and back seat of the car
riage both blushed. And as for the secret, why 
Mrs. Mackenzie and Mrs. Hobson had talked it 
a hundred times over. 

" This little Eosey, Sir, has promised to take 
care of me on this side of Styx," continued Un
cle James; " and if she could but be left alone, 
and to do it without mamma'—there, I won't say 
a word more against her—we should get on none 
the worse." 

"Uncle James, I must make a picture of you, 
for Rosey," said Ciive, good-humoredly. And 
Rosey said, " Oh, thank you, Clive," and held 
out that pretty little hand, and looked so sweet 
and kind and happy, that Clive could not but be 
charmed at the sight of so much innocence and 
<»ndor. 

" Quasty peecoly Rosiny," says James, in a 
fine Scotch Italian, " e la piu bella, la piu cara, 
i-agazza ma la mawdry e il diav—" 

" Don't, uncle!" cried Rosey, again ; and 
CUve laughed at Uncle James's wonderful out
break in a foreign tongue. 

" Eh! I thought ye didn't know a word of 
the sweet language, Rosey! It's just the Len-

guy Toscawny in Bocky Romawny that I thought 
to try in compliment to this young monkey who 
has seen the world." And by this time Saint 
John's Wood was reached; and Mr. Sherrick's 
handsome villa, at the door of which the three 
beheld the Reverend Charles Honeyman step
ping out of a neat brougham. 

The drawing-room contained several pictures 
of Mrs. Sherrick when she was in the theatrical 
line, Smee's portrait of her, which was never 
half handsome enough for my Betsy, Sherrick 
said indignantly, the print of her in Artaxerxes, 
with her signature as Elizabeth Folthorpe (not, 
in truth, a line specimen of calligraphy), the tes
timonial presented to her on the conclusion of 
the triumphal season of 18—, at Drury Lane, by 
her ever-grateful friend, Adolphus Smacker, 
Lessee, who, of course, went to law with her 
next year, and other Thespian emblems. But 
Clive remarked, with not a little amusement, 
that the drawing-room tables were now covered 
with a number of those books which he had seen 
at Madame de Moncontour's, and many French 
and German ecclesiastical gimcracks, such as are 
familiar to numberless readers of mine. There 
were the lives of St. Botibol of Islington, and 
St. Willibald of Bareacres; with pictures of 
those confessors. Then there was the Legend 
of Margery Dawe, Virgin and Martyr, with a 
sweet double-frontispiece, representing (1) the 
sainted woman selling her featlier-bed for the 
benefit of the poor; and (2) reclining upon straw, 
the leanest of invalids. There was Old Daddy 
Longlegs, and how he was brought to say his 
Prayers; a Tale for Children, by a Lady, with 
a preface dated St. Chad's Eve, and signed 
C. H. The Rev. Charles Honeyman's Ser
mons, delivered at Lady Whittlesea's Chapel. 
Poems of Early Daj'S, by Charles Honeyman, 
A.M. The Life of good Dame Whittlesea, by 
do. do. Yes, Charles had come out in the lit
erary line; and there in a basket was a strip of 
Berlin work, of the very same Gothic pattern 
which Madame de Moncontour was weaving, 
and which you afterward saw round the pulpit 
of Charles's chapel. Rosey was welcomed most 
kindly by the kind ladies; and as the gentlemen 
sat over their wine after dinner in the summer 
evening, Clive beheld Eosey and Julia pacing 
up and down the lawn. Miss Julia's arm round 
her little friend's waist; he thought they would 
make a pretty little picture. 

" My girl ain't a bad one to look at, is she ?" 
said the pleased father. " A fellow might look 
far enough, and see not prettier than them 
two." 

Charles sighed out that there was a German 
print, the Two Leonoras, which put him in 
mind of their various styles of beauty. 

" I wish I could paint them," said Clive. 
"And why not. Sir?" asks his host. "Let 

me give you your first commission now, Mr. 
Clive ; I would'nt mind paying a good bit for a 
picture of my Julia. I forget how much Old 
Smee got for Betsy's, the old humbug!" 

Clive said it was not the will, but the power 
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that was deficient. He succeeded with men, 
Imt the ladies were too much for him as yet. 

"Those you've done up at Albany Street 
Barracks are famous: I've seen 'em," said Mr. 
Sherrick; and remarking that his guest looked 
rather surprised at the idea of his being in such 
company, Sherrick said, " What, yoti tliink they 
are too great swells for me ? Law bless you, I 
often go there. I've business with several of 
'em; had with Captain Belsize, with the Earl 
of Kew, who's every inch the gentleman—one 
of nature's aristocracy, and paid up like a man. 
The Earl and me has had many dealings to
gether." 

Houeyman smiled faintly, and nobody com
plying with Mr. Sherrick's boisterous entreaties 
to drink more, the gentlemen quitted the din
ner-table, which had been served in a style of 
prodigious splendor, and went to the drawing-
room for a little music. 

This was all of the gravest and best kind; so 
grave indeed, that James Binnie might be heard 
in a corner giving an accompaniment of little 
snores to the singers and the piano. But Rosey 
was delighted with the performance, and Sher
rick remarked to Clive, "That's a good gal, that 
is; I like that gal; she ain't jealous of Julia 
letting her out in the music, but listens as 
pleased as any one. She's a sweet little pipe 
of her own, too. Miss Mackenzie, if ever you 
like to go to the opera, send a word either to 
my West End or my City office. I've boxes 
every week, and you're welcome to any thing I 
can give you." 

So all agreed that the evening had been a 
very pleasant one ; and they of Fitzroy Square 
returned home talking in a most comfortable 
friendly way—that is, two of them, for Uncle 
James fell asleep again, taking possession of the 
back seat; and Clive and Rosey prattled to
gether. He had offered to try and take all the 
young ladies' likenesses. '• You know what a 
failure the last was, Rosey ?"—he had very 
nearly said " dear Rosey." 

" Yes, but Miss Sherrick is so handsome, that 
you will succeed better with her than with my 
round face, Mr. Newcome." 

"Mr. What?" cries Clive. 
"Well, Clive, then," says Rosey, in a little 

voice. 
He sought for a little hand which was not 

very far away. " You know we are like brother 
and sister, dear Rosey?" he said this time. 

"Yes," said she, and gave a little pressure of 
the hand. And then Uncle James woke up; 
and it seemed as if the whole drive didn't occu
py a minute, and they shook hands very very 
kindly at the door of Fitzroy Square. 

Clive made a famous likeness of Miss Sher
rick, with which Mr. Sherrick was delighted, 
and so was Mr. Honeyman, who happened to 
call upon his nephew once or twice when the 
ladies happened to be sitting. When Clive pro
posed to the Rev. Charles Honeyman to take 
his head off; and made an excellent likeness in 
chalk of his uncle—that one in fact, from which 

the print was taken, which you may see any day 
at Hogarth's, in the Haymarket, along with a 
whole regiment of British divines. Charles be
came so friendly, that he was constantly coming 
to Charlotte Street, once or twice a week. 

Mr. and Mrs. Sherrick came to look at the 
drawing, and were charmed with it; and when 
Rosey was sitting, they came to see her portrait, 
which again was not quite so successful. One 
Monday, the Sherricks and Honeyman too hap
pened to call to see the picture of Rosey, who 
trotted over with her uncle to dive's studio, 
and they all had a great laugh at a paragraph 
in the "Pall Mall Gazette," evidently from F. 
B.'s hand, to the following effect : 

"CONVERSION IN HIGH LIFE.—A foreign 
nobleman of princely rank, who has married an 
English lady, and has resided among us for 
some time, is likely, we hear and trust, to join 
the English Church. The Prince de M—n-
c—^nt—r has been a constant attendant at Lady 
Whittlesea's chapel, of which the Rev. C. Honey
man is the eloquent incumbent; and it is said 
this sound and talented divine has been the 
means of awakening the prince to a sense of 
the erroneous doctrines in which he has been 
bred. His ancestors were Protestant, and fought 
by the side of Henry IV. at Ivty. In Louis 
XIV.'s time they adopted the religion of that 
persecuting monarch. We sincerely trust that 
the present heir of the house of Ivry will see fit 
to return to the creed which bis forefathers so 
unfortunately abjured." 

The ladies received this news with perfect 
gravity; and Charles uttered a meek wish that 
it might prove true. As they went away, they 
offered more hospitalities to Clive and Mr. Bin
nie and his niece. Tliey liked the music, would 
they not come and hear it again ? 

When they had departed with Mr. Honey
man, Clive could not help saying to Uncle 
James, " Why are those people alwaj's coming 
here; praisingme; and askingme to dinner? Do 
you know, I can't help thinking that they rather 
want me as a pretender for Miss Shenick ?" 

Binnie burst into a loud guffaw, and cried out, 
" O vanitas vanitawtum!" Rosa laughed too. 

" I don't think it any joke at all," said Clive. 
"Why, you stupid lad, don't you see it is 

Charles Honeyman the girl's in love with?" 
cried Uncle James. "Rosey saw it in the very 
first instant we entered their drawing-room three 
weeks ago." 

"Indeed, and how?" asked Clive. 
"By—by the way she looked at him," said 

little Rosey. 

THE LADY'S REVENGE. 

YOUNG, beautiful, accomplished, and even 
learned, was Miss Amarynth St. Quillotte, 

when she was deserted by her love» and affi
anced husband, Mr. Emerond, the celebrated 
philosopher and fort esprit of my young days. 
Above all, she was amazingly rich, her father 
having been a West Indian planter in the days 
when West Indian and wealth were terms syn-

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED


