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Jad. e was grown too tall for the cane; but Mrs. Nc:w(-_ome
thonged him with the lash of her indignation for many an
: rening. std
]10;1110 t\}\lﬁf ;"n%lljlidrﬁ‘n to enter M. de Blois’ house, a prohibition
at which the spirited young fellow snapped his fingers, an‘d
laughed in scorn. Nothing, he swore, but death should part
him from the young lady. On the next day his father came
to him alone and plied him with entreaties, but he was as
obdurate as hefore. He would have her; nothing should pre-
vent him. He cocked his hat and walked out of the }mi;f@
gate, as his father, quite beaten by tho..\“mm;: m.]n?.‘h ob-
stinacy, with haggard face and tearful eyes, went his i
wav into town. He was not very angry himself; in the course
of their talk overnight, the boy had spoken bravely and h(m-.
estly, and Newcome could remember how, in his own early
life, he too had courted and loved a young lass. It was .\lh-s.
Newcome the father was afraid of. Who shall depict her
wrath at the idea that a child of her house was about to marry

; sohi oirl?

¢ ].‘]1(())1)1.;11]115{1:1‘1,\'@\'.'@01110 went his way to Blackheath, bent upon
falling straightway down upon hisr knees before I.Jcs_ibllcil'(j. E‘in\r]
having the chevalier’s blessing. The old flil_dle}r in London
scarcely seemed to him to be an obstacle; it sucmtzd mon-
strous that a young creature should be given away to a man
older than her own father. He did not know the law U.,f
honor, as it obtained among French gentlemen of those days,
or how religiously their daughters were bound by it.

But Mrs, Newcome had been beforehand with him, and
had visited the chevalier almost at cock-crow. She charged
him insolently with being privy to the attachment between
the young people; pursued him with vulgar rebukes nl_mu%
beggary, popery, and French adventurers. Her husband hac
to make a very contrite apology afterward for the lu_ngua;::e,
which his wife had thought fit to employ. “You forbid me,
gaid the chevalier, “you forbid Mlle. de Blois to marry your
son. Mr. Thomas! No, madam, she comes of a race which is
not accustomed to ally itself with persons of your class; and
is promised to a gentleman whose ancestors were ‘ihlkes and
peers when Mr. Newcome’s were blacking shoes!’ : Instead
of finding his pretty blushing girl on arriving at Woolwich,
poor Tom only found his French master, livid with rage and
quivering under his atles de pigeon. “_’e pass over th_e seenes
that followed; the young man’s passionate entreaties, and
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fury and despair. In his own defense, and to prove his honor
to the world, M. de Blois determined that his daughter should
instantly marry the count. The poor girl yielded without
a word, as became her; and it was with this marriage effected
almost before his eyes, and frantic with wrath and despair,
that young Newcome embarked for India, and quitted the
parents whom he was never more to see.

Tom’s name was no more mentioned at Clapham.. His
letters to his father were written to the city; very pleasant
they were, and comforting to the father’s heart.” He sent
Tom liberal private remittances to India, until the boy wrote
to say that he wanted no more. Mr. Newcome would have
liked to leave Tom all his private fortune, for the twins were
only too well cared for; but he dared not on account of his
terror of Sophia Alethea, hig wife; and he died, and poor
Tom was only secretly forgiven.

CHAPTER III.

COLONEL NEWCOME'S LETTER-BOX.
ks

With the most heartfelt joy, my dear Major, I take up my pen
to announce to you the happy arrival of the Ram Chunder, and
the dearest and handsomest little boy who, I am sure, ever came
from India. Little Clive is in perfect health. He speaks English
wonderfully well. He cried when he parted from Mr. Sneid, the
supercargo, who most kindly brought him from Southampton in
& postchaise, but these tears in childhood are of very brief dura-
tion. The voyage, Mr. Sneid states, was most favorable, oceupy-
ing only four months and eleven days. How different from that
more lengthened and dangerous passage of eight months, and
almost perpetual seasickness, in which my poor dear sister Emma
went to Bengal, to become the wife of the best of husbands and
the mother of the dearest of little boys, and to enjoy these inesti-
mable blessings for so brief an interval! She has quitted this
wicked and wretched world for one where all is peace. The mis-
ery and ill-treatment which she endured from Captain Casey,
her first odious husband, were, 1 am sure, amply repaid, my dear
Colonel, by your subsequent affection. If the most sumptuous
dresses which London, even Paris, could supply, jewelry the most
costly, and elegant lace, and everything lovely and fashionable
could content a woman, these, I am sure, during the last four

years of her life, the poor girl had. Of what avail are they when
this scene of vanity is closed?
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I

Mr. Sneid announces that the passage was most fayorable.. They
stayed a week at the Cape, and three days.at St. Helena, Whm'e
they visited Bonaparte’s tomb (another instance of the vanity ot
all things!) and' their voyage was enlivened off Ascension' by:the
taking of some delicious turtle! i

You ‘may be sure that the most liberal sum which you h_n\'e
placed to my credit with the Messrs. Hobson & Co., shall be faith-
fully expended on my dear little charge. Mrs. Newcome Can scarce-
Iy be called his grandmamma, I suppose; 'and I dare say her
methodistical ladyship will not care to see the -daughters and
grandson of a clergyman of the €hurch of England! - My brother
Charles! took leave to wait upon her when he presented your last
most generous bill at the bank. She received him most rudely,
and said a fool and his money are soon parted; and when Charles
gaid, “Madam, T am the brother of the 'late-Mrs. Major-Newcome.”"
“gjp,” ways she, “I judge nobody; but from all.acconnts, you are
the brother of.a very vain, idle, thoughtless, extravagant woman;
and Thomas Newcome was as foolish about his wife as about his
money.” OF course, unless Mrs. N. writes to invite dear Clive, 1
shall not think of sending him to Clapham.

It is such hot weather that I cannot wear the beautiful shawl
vou have sent me, and shall keep it in lavender till next winter!
My brother, who thanks you for vour continuous bounty, will
write next month, and report progress as to his dear pup?l. Cli_ve
will add a postseript of ‘his own, and I am, my dear Major, with
a thousand thanks for your kindness to me,

Your grateful and affeetionate,
MARTHA HONEYMAN.

In a round hand and on lines ruled with pencil:

Dearest Papa i am very well i hope .your are Very Well. Mr.
Sneed brought me in a postchaise i like Mr. Sneed, very much. i
like Aunt Martha i like Hannah, There are no ships; here i am
your. affectionate son Clive Newcome,

1k

Rue: St. Dominigue St.. Germain; Paris,
November:15, 1820.

Long 'separated from the country. 'which was the home. of my
youth, I carried from her tender recollections, and bear her always
a lively gratitude. . .The!Heawen hzs placedume in ‘a position very
difterent from'that in whieh I knew you. oI have been the mother
of many: .children. My husband has' recovered a portion:of the
property which the:Revolution: tore from us;jiand:France; i.n_ ra-
turning to its legitimate sovereign, received-once more the nobility
which accompanied his aungust housecinto rexile. We, however,
preceded his Majesty, more happy than many of .cur companions.
Believing further resistance to be-useiess: dazzled, perhaps, by
the brilliancy of that genius which restored order, submitted Eu-
rope and governed France; M. de Floragc, in the first days, was
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reconciled to the Congueror of Marengo and Austerlitz, and held
a position in '/his Imperial Court.: This submission, at first at-
tributed to infidelity, has subsequently been pardoned. to my hus-
band. 'His sufferings during the Hundred Days made to pardon
his adhésion'to him' 'who was: Emperor. My husband is now an
old'man. ‘He 'was of the:disastrous campaign of Moseow, as one.cf
the ehamberlains of Napoleon. Withdrawn from the world, he
gives his time to'his feeble health—to his family—to Heaven,

T'have not forgotien a time:before.those days, when according
to promises ' given by my father, I became the wife of M. de Florac.
Sometimes I have heard of your career. One-of my parents, M. de
F.;'who took service in the English India, has entertained me of
you; he informed me how yet a young man you won laurels at
Argom and Bhartpour; how you escaped to death at Laswari. I
have followed them, sir, on the map. I have taken part in your
victories and your glory. Ah! I am not so cold, but my heart
has trembled for your dangers; not'so aged, but I remember the
young'man who learned from the pupil of Frederic the first rudi-
,ments of war: Your great heart, your:ove of truth, your courage
were your own. None had to teach you: those; qualities; of which
a good Go_d had endowed you. My good father is/dead since many
years.' He, too, was permitted to see France before to die.

I have read'in the English journals not only that you are mar-
ried, but that you'have'a son." Permit me to send to your wife, to
your child, these accompanying tokens of an: -old, friendship. I
have seen - thdt Mistress Newcome was a widow,.and am not
sorry of 'it. "My friend, T haope there was not that difference of age
between your ‘wife and’ youithat:I have known in-other unions. I
pray the good Ged to 'bless yours. I hold:you always in my mem-
ory. As I writé'the past comes back-to me. I see a noble young
man, who'has a 'soft*voice and brown eyes.: I see the Thames,
and the smilifiz plaing of Blackheath. I listen and pray at my
chamber-door as my father talks to-youw in our:little. eabinet of
studies!- T Jook'from my window:and see you depart.

My ‘sons are now men; one follows-the profession:of arms, one
has embraced ‘the ecclesiastical state; my. daughter is herself a
mother.' I remember this was your birthday; I have made my-
self a little f&te''in celebrating it, after how many years of ab-
sence, of silence!

i1 COMTESSE  DE . FLORAC

(Nee L. dé Blois).

IIL

My Dear Thomas: ' Mr, Sneid, supereargo of the Ramchunder,
East-Indiaman( handed -over to us yesterday youn letter,; and, to-
day, I have purchased three thousand three hundred and twenty-
three potinds'6s:and 8d.) three percent. Consels, in our joint names
(H."and 'B. Newcome), held! for:your little boy:; Mr. S. gives. a
very favorable ‘account of the little; man, and left him. in perfect
health'two!days since; at-the house of this awat, Miss, Honeyman.
We have plaeed £200 to that lady’s credit at your desire:

Lady Ann'is charmed at the present which, she:received yester-

3
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i v handsome. My

ay vs the white shawl is a great deal too hai ly

?nlot‘hi?ﬂissas:]:o greatly pleased with hers, ankd has :or\\;grdsgitléé
; i -0 ket of hooks, tracts, etc,,

the coach to Brighton, to-day, a packet i g e e A
is tender age, for your little ‘005-_. e ! ‘ you

%?gniu?he Rev. T. Sweatenham, on his '.!'etlun Illom I‘n.cha. h_Hg

spoke of your kindness, and of the hospitable manner in W _1c ,

vlc;u had received him at your house, andkallpd.ed tgﬂ;‘:ﬂ;vﬁ:ﬂiﬂn;enx

i : he thanksgiving 3

handsome way in the course of t ) xinp et

b ; my mother will ask your little boy to e;

g::ie\flalén \\}-re have a house of our own, I am ts1ill‘e Ann and I will

r i four Tectionately,

be very happy to see him. Yours affect yB' s

Major Newcome.
Iv.

i i heart.

Mv Dear Colonel: Did I not know the generosity OF your 5
ﬂ.mlhthe bountiful means x;!hi%h Hez}:'i%:; 'hijeggtl [;fog ?,\el:;tgiizptol?srl,
in order to gratify that noble disposl ¢ ortaln, dhnt

sum I required will permaueptly place me beyo

f—ggcksln:)afllih:udifﬁ-culges of life, and will infallibly 'be rrepa,llddbefogg
six months are over, belleve me § over o0 pistolarily, as it
h h our friendship (car I arily as 1
%12?1}22?) Sg?r‘:t?lizftionship, and your admirable disposition, have
in \ ture to take. .
1n%\;}c;ftde$§;§tv:§d commodious chapel, known as Lady Whl_ttle&
gea’s, Denmark Street, May Fair, betiing tallrns(slali% gat}l‘?.gg d;;e{nﬁg:;e

0 Ve i ; all in its acquisition, & g, : i
Sgprcﬁltll'xl;:l?igognof a competence for m_vsgll.’ and exce]!_ent szst.fr:
What is a lodging house at Brighton but an un(}ertam ma nu?e
nance? The mariner on the sea lbetore those cliffs is ;1?1 mﬁj;'ie gmn
of wind and wave, or of fish to his laborious net, than ed usged n
house-owner (bred in affluence, she may have beent, an 1 peto
unremitting plenty) to the support of the casual rgveti;i e
visit the city. On one day they come in shoals, it is iéter'a
where are they on the next? For many months my pof‘itf e
first floor was a desert, until opcupied by your nobh; t1h e 33[1
my nephew and pupil. Clive is everything tpat a aher,s, 3
uncle’s (who loves him as a father), a pastor’s, a teacher sl. Ses
fections could desire. He is not one of .those premature Igin u1 ’
whose much vaunted infantine talents disappear alpng _w1t} a(to .
escence: he is not, I frankly own, more advanced lnthB ¢ as:hca
énd mathematical studies than some children even %mll]nggr laaig
himself, but he has acquired the rudiments of health; he a.lsr..k91
in a store of honesty and good hum_or. which are not les§ i th}e:
to advance him in life than mere science and language, than

" ; e pons asinorum. |

mg::t?;rc;:-eg;gt" igrt;}i‘nk?ng of my dear little friend and pupil, that
the subject ofl this letter—namely, the acquisition of the prop_ri:e-
tary chapel to which I have alluded, and the hopes, nay, certgu;dsg
of a fortune, if aught below is certain, which that acqui:sit;?n o #
out. What is a ‘curacy, but a synonym _for .staryation. vg? ab'(l:e
cuse the Eremites of old of wasting their lives in an unproita
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wilderness, what shall we say to many a hermit of protestant, and
so-called civilized times, who hides his head in a solitude in York-
shire and buries his probably fine talents in a Lincolnshire fen?
Have I genius? Am I blessed with gifts of eloguence to thrill and
soothe, to arouse the sluggish, to terrify the sinful, to cheer and
convince the timid, to lead the blind groping in darkness, and to’
trample the audacious skeptic in the dust? My own conscience,
besides a hundred testimonials from places of popular, most popu-
lar worship, from revered prelates, from distinguished clergy, tell
me I have these gifts. A voice within me cries “Go forth, Charles
Honeyman, fight the good fight; wipe the tears of the repentant
sinner; sing of hope to the agonized criminal; whisper courage,
brother, courage at the ghastly death-bed; and strike down the
infidel with the lance of evidence and the shield of reason!” In
a pecuniary point of view I am confident, nay, the calculations
may be established as irresistibly as an algebraic equation, that
I can realize, as incumbent of Lady Whittlesea's chapel, the sum
of not less than one thousand pounds per annum. Such a sum
with economy (and without it what sum were sufficient?) will
enable me to provide amply for my wants, to discharge my obli-
gations to you, to my sister, and some other creditors, very, very
unlike you, and to place Miss Honeyman in a home more worthy
of her than that which she now occupies, only to vacate it at the
beck of every passing stranger.

My sister does not disapprove of my plan, into which enter
some modifications which I have not as yet submitted to her, being
anxious at first that they should be sanctioned by you. From the
income of the Whittlesea chapel I propose to allow Miss Honey-
man the sum of two hundred pounds per annum, paid quarterly.
This, with her private property, which she has kept more thriftily
than her unfortunate and confiding brother guarded his (for when=-
ever I had a guinea, a tale of distress would melt it into hailf a
sovereign), will enable Miss Honeyman to live in a way becoming
my father's daughter.

Comforted with this provision as my sister will be, I would sug-
gest that our dearest young Clive ‘should be transferred from her
petticoat ‘government, and given up to the care of his affectionate
uncle and tutor. His present allowance will most liberally suffice
for his expenses, board, lodging, and education while under my
roof, and I shall be able to exert a paternal, a pastoral influence
over his studies, his conduct, and his highest welfare, which I can-
not so conveniently exercise at Brighton, where I am but Miss
Honeyman'’s stipendiary, and where T often have to submit in ‘cases
where I know, for dearest Clive's own welfare, it is I, and not my
sister, should be paramount,

I have given then to a friend, the Rev. Marcus Flather, a draft
for two hundred and fifty pounds sterling, drawn upon you at your
agent’s in Calcutta, which sum will go in ligquidation. of dear
Clive’s first year’s board with me, or, upon my word of honor as
4 gentleman and clergyvman, shall be paid back at three months
after gight, if you will draw upon me. As I never—ne, were it my
last penny in the world—would dishonor your draft, I.implore
you, my dear Colonel, not o refuse mine. My credit in this city

3
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where credit is everything, and the awful future so little thought
of, my engagements to Mr. Flather, my own prospects in life, and
the comfort of my dear sister’s declining years, all—all depend
upon this bold, this eventiul measure. My ruin or my earthly
happiness lie entirely in your hands. Can I doubt which way
your kind heart will lead you, and that you will come to the aid
of your affectionate brother-in-law,
CHARLES HONEYMAN.

Our little Clive has been to London on a visit to his uncle’s and
to the Hermitage, Clapham, to pay his duty to his step-grand-
mother, the wealthy Mrs. Newcome. I pass over words disparag-
ing of myself, which the child in his artless prattle subsequently
narrated. She was very gracious to him, and presented him with
a five-pound note, a copy of Kirk White's Poems, and a work
called Little Henry and his Bearer, relating to India, and the ex-
cellent Catechism of our Church. Clive is full of humor, and I
jneclose you a rude serap representing the bishopess of Clapham,
as she is called; the other figure is a rude though entertaining
sketch of some other droll personage.

Lieutenant Colonel Newcome, etc.

V.

My Dear Colonel: The Rev. Marcus Flather has just written
me a letter at which I am greatly shocked and perplexed, inform-
ing me that my brother Charles has given him a draft upon you
for two hundred and fifty pounds, when, goodness knows, it is
not you but we who are many, many, hundred pounds debtors
to you. Charles has explained that he drew the bill at your de-
gire, that you wrote to say you would be glad to serve him in any
way, and that the money is wanted to make his fortune. Yet I
don't know how. Poor Charles is always going to make his for-
tune, and has never done it. That school which he bought, and for
which vou and me between us paid the purchase-money, turned
out no good, and the only pupils left at the end of the first hali-
year were two woolly-headed poor little mulattoes, whose father
was in jail at St. Kitts, and whom I kept actually in my own
second floor back room while the lawyers were gettling things,
and Charles was away in France, and until my dearest little Clive
came to live with me. :

Then as he was too small for a great gcheol, 1 thought Clive
could not do better than stay with hig old aunt and have his uncle
Charles for a tutor, who is one of the finest scholars in :Lhe world.
1 wish you could hear him in the pulpit. His delivery is grander
and more impressive than any divine now in: England. His ser-
mong you have subscribed for, and likewise his book of elegant
poems, which are pronounced ‘to be very fine.

When he returned from Calais, and those horrid lawyers had
Jeft off worriting him, I thought as his frame was mueh shattered
and he'was too weak fo take a curacy, that hes could not do better
than become Clive’s tutor, and agreed to pay him out of your
handsome donation of £250 for Clive, a sum of one hundred pounds
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per year, so that, when the board .of the two and Clive's clothing
are ._lai{on into consideration, I think you will see that no greaLE
profit is left to Miss Martha Honeyman.

g Charles talks to me of his new church in London, and of malk-
ing me some grand allowance. The poor boy is \-'91"\' affectionate
m}d nl\_m_v;; building castles in the air, and of haviné Clive to l'n'é
v:'1th hm} in London, now this mustn’t be, and I won’t hear of it
(,ha!'k-s is too kind to be a schoolmaster, and Master Clive l:iughs..
at him. It was only the other day, after his return from his grand-
mamma’s regarding which I wrote you, per Burrampooter, the 23d
ult., that I found a pieture of Mrs. Newecome and Charles ’tob and
of both their spectacles, quite like.. I put it away, but séme rbgue
I‘ suppose, has stolen it. * He has done me and Hannah too \ir'
Speck; the artist, laughed and took it home, and saye he is a. w;:m:
der at drawing.

Instead then of allowing'Clive to go with Charles: to London
next mor}th, where my brother is bent on going, I shall send C-l‘i\'ev
to Dr. Timpany’s school, Marine Parade, of which T hear the best
account, but I hope youn will think of soon sending him to a great
school. My father always said it was the best plabce for boys, :n;d
I have a brother to whom my poor mother spared the I'(;d. and
who, I fedr, has' turned out but a spoiled child. :

I am, dear Colonel, your most faithful servant,

3 MARTHA HONEYMAN
Lieutenant Colonel Newcome, C, B, YMAN.

Vi

My Dear Brother: I hasten to inform you of a calamity which
tl}ough it might be looked for in the course of nature, has occa=
szone(_i deep grief not only in our family, but in this 'cit\-. This
morning, at half-past four o’clock, our beloved and I:ES]')B(‘U"!].
motl_ler. Sophia Alethea Newcome, expired at the advanced age
of mght)'athyee years. On the night of Tuesday-Wednesday, the
12-1_3th, having been engaged reading and writing in her li-‘érm-v
until a late hour, and having dismissed the servants. who shb
never would allow to sit up for her, as well as my ht:thlﬂ" :‘md
his wife, }rho always are in the habit of retiving éarly, Mrs. -Ne‘.v-
tome extinguished the lamps, took a bed-chamber éalndle to re-
t1‘1r11 to her room and must have fallen on the landing, where sl;e
was discovered by the maids, sitting with her head reclining
against the balustrades, and endeavoring to staunch a woﬁnd itE{
her forehead, which was bleeding profusely, having struck in a fall
gainst the stone step of the stair. i 0

‘\'\‘?len Mrs. Newcome was found she was speechless, but still
iensnvﬂe. and medical aid being sent for, she was carried to bed.
:111:'. Newcome and Lady Ann both hurried to her apariment, and
5 ‘e knew them, a..m] took the hands of each, but paralysis had
gfaosba!.)bly _ex}sued_m congequence c_)r the shock of the fﬁil: nor
v ho?.xrr‘c);liz ever ]}eard exegpt in inarticulate moanings, since
LR t!:ahr,n"evuma evening, when sL:Le gave them her bless-
il ; ade them good-mghj:. .Thus perished this good and ex-

ent woman, the truest Christian, the most charitable friend to
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the poor and needful, the head of this great house of business, the
best and most affectionate of mothers.

The contents of her will have long been known to us and that
document was dated one month after our lamented father's death.
Mr. Thomas Newcome's property being divided equally among
his three sons, the property of his second wife naturally devolves
upon her own issue, my brother Brian and myself. There are
very heavy legacies to servants and to charitable and religious
institutions, of which, in life, she was the munificent patroness;
and I regret, my dear brother, that no memorial to you should
have been left by my mother, because she often spoke of you lat=-
terly in terms of affection, and on the very day on which she died,
commenced a letter to your little boy, which was left unfinished
on the library-table. My brother said that on the same day, at
breakfast, she pointed to a volume of Orme’s Hindostan, the book,
she said which set poor dear Tom wild to go to India. 1 know
you will be pleased to hear of these proofs of returning good will
and affection in one who often spoke latterly of her early regard
for yon. I have no more time, under the weight of business which
this present affliction entails, than to say that I am yours, dear

brother, very sincerely,
H. NEWCOME.
Lieutenant Colonel Newcome, ete.

CHAPTER 1V.

IN WHICH THE AUTHOR AND THE HERO RESUME THEIR
ACQUAINTANCE.

If we are to narrate the youthful history not only of the
hero of this tale, but of the hero’s father, we shall never have
done with nursery biography. A gentleman’s grandmother
may delight in fond recapitulation of her darling’s boyish
frolics and early genius; but shall we weary our kind readers
by this infantile prattle, and set down the revered British
public for an old woman? Only to two or three persons in
all the world are the reminiscences of a man’s early youth in-
teresting—to the parent who nursed him, to the fond wife or
child mayhap afterward who loves him—to himself always
and supremely whatever may be his actual prosperity or ill
fortune, his present age, illness, difficulties, renown, or dis-
appointments, the dawn of his life still shines brightly fox
him; the early griefs and delights and attachments remain
with him ever faithful and dear. T shall ask leave to say re-
garding the juvenile biography of Mr. Clive Newcome, of
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whose history I am the Chronicler, only so much as is suffi-
cient to account for some peculiarities of his chamecter. and
for his subsequent career in the world. ;

Although we were schoolfellows, my acquaintance with
young Newcome at the seat of learning where we first met
was very brief and casual. He had the advantage of being
SIX years the junior of his present biographer, and such a dif-
ference of age between lads at a public school puts intimacy
out of the question—a junior ensign being no more familiar
with the commander-in-chief at the Horse-G uards, or a bar-
rister on his first circuit with my Lord Chief Justice on the
bench, than the newly breeched infant in the Petties with
the senior boy in a tailed coat. As we “knew each other at
home,” as our school phrase was, and our families were some-
Wwhat acquainted, Newcome’s maternal uncle, the Rev. Charles
Honeyman (the highly gifted preacher, and incumbent of
Lady Whittlesea’s Chapel, Denmark Street, May Fair), when
he brought the child after the Christmas vacation of 182—
to the Grey Friar’s school, recommended him in a neat com-
plimentary speech to my superintendence and protection. My
uncle, Major Pendennis, had for a while a seat in the chapel
of this sweet and popular preacher, and professed, as a great
number of persons of fashion did, a great admiration for him
—an admiration which I shared in my early youth, but which
has been modified by maturer judgment, .

Mr. Honeyman told me, with an air of deep respeet, that
his young nephew’s father, Colonel Thomas Newcome, C. B
was a most. gallant and distinguished officer in the Bengal
establishment of the Honorable Fast India Company; ;;{d
that his uncles, the Colonel’s half-brothers. were the L:]l‘lilli'lli
bankers, heads of the firm of Hobson Brothers & Newcome
Hobson Newcome, Esquire, Bryanstone Square, and )u!ﬂﬂ‘-"vj
head, Sussex, and Sir Brian Newcome, of _\I'e\\'r;nm' and l'.-;.rk
I.arie, “whom to name,” says Mr. Honeyman, with the fluent
eloquence with which he decorated the commonest circum-
stances of life, “is to designate two of the merchant princes
of the wealthiest city the world has ever known: and one 1f
pnt two, of the leaders of that aristocracy which rallies round
ﬂ?u_ thrt’J’ne of the most elegant and refined of European sov-
ereigns.” . I promised Mr, Honeyman to do what I eould for
the boy; and he proceeded to take leave of his little nephew in
My presence in terms equally eloquent, pulling out a long and
very slender green purse from which he exthracted the sum *




