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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 *
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of two and sixpence, which he presented to the child, who re-
ceived the money with rather a queer twinkle in his blue eyes.

After that day’s scheol, T met my little protégé in the
neighborhood: of ‘a pastry-cook’s, vegaling himself with rasp-
berry tarts.© “You must not gpend all that money, sir, which
your uncle gave you,” said I (having perhaps even at that
v'u]\ age'a -|1Ei11h satirieal turn), “in tarts and gingerbeer.”

The “urchin rubbed t}m raspberry jam off his mouth, and
said, “It don’t matter, sir, for I've got lots'more.”

“How much ' says lhv* Grand Inquisitor; for the formula
of interrogation used to be, when a new boy came to the school,
“What’s your mm{’ Who’s your father? ‘and how much
money have you got?’

The little fellow ‘pulled such’ a handful of sovereigns out
of his pocket: as might have made the tallest scholar feel a
pang of envy.  “Uncle Hobson,” says he, “gave me two;
Aunt Hobson ‘gave me one=~no, Aunt Hobson gave me thirty
ghillings; ‘Unecle Newecome gave me threeé pound; and Aunt
Ann gave me one pound five; and Aunt Honeyman sent me
téen shillings in a letter. And Ethel wanted to give me a
pound, only I wouldn’t have it, you know; 'because Iithel’s
younger than me, and I have phm\

“And who is Ethel ?” asks the senior boy, smiling at the art-
less youth’s confessions.

“Fthel is my cousin,” replies little Newcome; “Aunt Ann’s
daughter.  There’s Bthel and Alice, and Aunt’Ann wanted
the baby to be called Boadicea, only Uncle \\'fmltln’ t; and
there’s Barnes and Egbert and little Alfred; only he don't
count, he’s quite a baby, you know. ' Egbert rmﬁ me Was at
school at Timpany’s; he’s going to Eton mest half. He's
older than me, but T can lick him.”

“And how old is Egbert?” asks the smiling senior.

“FEgbert’s ten, and T'm nine, and Ethel’s seven,” replies the
little chubby-faced hero, digging his hands' deep into his
trousers pockets, and jingling all the sovereigns there.' I
advised him to let me be his banker; and, keeping one out of
his many gold pieces; he handed over the others, on which he
drew with areat liberality till his whole stock ‘was expended.
The school hours of the upper and under boys were different
at that time: the little fellows coming out of their hall half an
hour before the Fifth and Sixth Forms; and many a time I
used to find my little blue jacket in waiting, with ]m honest
square face, and white hair, and bright blue eves, and T knew
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that he was come to draw on his bank. FEre long one of the
pretty blue eyes was shut up, and a fine black one substituted
in its place. He had been engaged, it appeared, in a pugilis-
tic encounter with a g.{ldl]l in ]n\ own Form, whom he had
worsted in the combat. “Didn’t I pitch into him, that’s all#”
says he in the elation of victory; and when I as sked whene ¢ the
quarrel arose, he stoutly informed me that “Wolf Minor, his
up[umcnl had been bullying a little boy, and that he (the
gigantic Neweome) w ouldn’t stand it.”

S0 being called away from the sechool, I said' farewell and
God bless you to the brave little man, who remained a while
at the Grey Friars, where his career and troubles had only
just begun. Nor did we meet again until 1 was myself a
young man, occupying Chambers in the Temple, when our
rencounter took place in the manner already deseribed.

Poor Costigan’s outrageous behavior had caused my meet-
ing with my schoolfellow of early days to terminate go
abruptly and unpleasantly, that I scarce expected fo see Clive
again, or at any rate to renew my acquaintance with the in-
dignant East India warrior who had quitted our eompany in
such a huff. Breakfast, however, was scarcely over in my
chambers the next morning, when there came a knock at the
outer door, and my clerk introduced, “Colonel Newecome and
M. Newecome.”

Perhaps the (joint) occupant of the chambers in Lamb
Court, Temple, felt a litttle pang of shame at hearing the
name of the visitors; for, if the truth must be told, I was en-
;:;wcw‘a pretty much as I had been occupied on the night
previous, and was smoking a cigar over the Times newspaper.
How many young men in the l{mp[e smoke a ecigar after
breakfast as they read the Times? My friend and companion
of those days, and all de ays, Mr. George Warrington, was em-
ployed with his short pipe, and was not in the least discon-
certed at the appearance of the visitors, ae he would not have
been had the Archbishop of Canterbury stepped in.

Little Clive looked curiously about our queer premises,
while the Colonel shook me cordially by the hand.- No
traces of yesterday’s wrath were visible on his face, but a
friendly smile lighted his honest bronzed countenance, as he
too looked round 1hu old room with its dingy curtains and
prints and hook-cases, its litter of proof-sheets, blotted manu-
seripts, and books for review, empty soda-water bottles, cigar
boxes, and what not.
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- 2 iiapare <&l
T went off in a flame of five last night,” says the (“01011{‘_7‘,
“and being cooled this morning, thought it but my (lut_\:‘ 1‘1
("‘1“-0]1 Mr, Pendennis and apologize for my abrupt lml.m}n..
'flu- conduct of that tipsy old Captain—what is ‘171‘1§ n:mln.'.—l—1
wae so abominable, that I could not bear that Clive 1- 1(.'111«1
ag 8 _ _ : Dub
anv loneer in the same room with him, and I went off with
be any long : e st

ut saving a word of thanks or good-night, to my son’ £
OUuL =S¢ g ¢ ( ! . . L !
triend. I owe you a shake of the hand for last night, Mr.
) . _- a8 o e 5 o 0 o 1{) El‘;ll

Pendennis.” And, so saying, he was kind enough A

me his hand a second time. bt e, Atz obARY
“And this is the abode of the Muses, is it, sir?” our guest

5 ; : 1 143 N3 - o
went on.  “I know vour writings very well. Clive here us ed
to send me the Pall Mall Gazette every mumh_: ; i
“We took it at Smifile, regular, says Clive. Always
“Smiffle,” it must be explained,

patronize Grey Friars men.

is a fond abbreviation for Smithfield, near to which great
8 € (L & : - et ‘ AW
mart of mutton and oxen our school is .~‘1umtid\- and n!.d []1-‘.
tercians often playfully designate their place of education by

; ame of the neighboring market.
U]0(‘11]1]\11; :z‘ln'thltnu the Gazette every month; and I t'ea_cl )'Qlur'
romance of ‘Walter Lorraine’ in my boat as I was coming

; o tiver to Calcutta.”
dn‘\}[“[;l‘jl} ll’]u\lt'ls Li(131n.n1.t.‘1‘1;1’. productions made their alp]'JL;iII‘ilI“.‘l'i}
on board Bengalee Budgerows; and are their ]sjzl\'u: i..rr.-?t_mf_'
on the yellow banks of .humm?'i asks Warrington, that skep-
He. who Tespects no work of modern genius. i :
m“"? E?\]e[ ‘\-1:-.-1':13 book to Mrs. Timmins, at ('Ell(".lliu.'. -\::} m-v
Colonel simply. I dare say you ]mw__\ heard of hu ')'-*.
one of the most dashing women in all ]11:]1:1._ :-»‘hv \»'.::h‘.-::
lighted with your work; and I can tell you 1t is not }“‘._]..
every man’s writing that Mrs. Timmins is pleased,” he added,
(nowing air.
“lgi&]\;&i:;ﬁ" broke in Clive. ©I say, that 1)115‘1"\\'1‘11I=1'(:
Walter runs away with Neaera, and the General can’t l)\lf]rll‘t‘.
them, though he has got the post chaise at ilw door, ]‘Jl-?ﬂ..lur-.t.
Tim 0’Toole has hidden his wooden leg! By Jove, it’s cﬂpf:f—
tal—All the funny part! I don’t like the svnmnent_nl stuff,
and suicide, and that; and as for poetry, I hate rotr}. e

“Pen’s is not first chop,” says Warrington. ° I‘ am ahligof
to take the young man down from time to time, Colonel New-
come. Otherwise he would grow so conceited there would be
no bearing him.”

“T say?” says Clive.
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“What were you about to remark?” asks Mr. Warrington,
with an air of great interest.

“I say, Pendennis,” continued the artless youth, “I thought
you were a great swell. When we used to read about the
grand parties in the Pall Mall Gazette, the fellows used to
say you were at every one of them, and you see; I thought you
must have chambers'in the Albany and lots of horses
and a valet, and a groom, and a cab at the very least.”

“Sir,” says the Colonel, “I hope it iz not your practice to
measure and estimate gentlemen by such paltry standards as
those. A man of letters follows the noblest calling which any
man can pursue. I would rather be the author of a work of
genius than be Governor-General of India. I admire genius,
I salute it wherever I meet it. I like my own profession
better than any in the world, but then it is because I am
suited to it. 1 couldn’t write four lines in verse, no, not to
save me from being shot. A man cannot have all the ad-
vantages of life. Who would not be poor if he could be sure
of possessing genius, and winning fame and immortality, sir?
Think of Dr. Johnson, what a genius he had, and where did
he live? In apartments that 1 dare say were no better than
these, which 1 am sure, gentlemen, are most cheerful and
pleasant,” says the Colonel, thinking he had offended us.
“One of the great pleasures and delights which I had pro-
posed to myself on coming home was to be allowed to have
the honor of meeting with men of learning and genius, with
wits, poets, and historians, if I may be so fortunate, and of
benefiting by their conversation. I left England too young
to have that privilege. In my father’s house money was
thought of I fear rather than intellect; neither he nor I had
the opportunities which I wish you to have; and I am sur-
prised you should think of reflecting upon Mr. Pendennis’
poverty, or of feeling any sentiment but respect and admira-
tion when you enter the apartments of the poet and the liter-
ary man. I have never been in the rooms of a literary man
before,” the Colonel said, turning away from hig eon to us,
“excuse me, is that—that paper really a proof-sheet?” We
handed over to him that curiosity, smiling at the enthusiasm
of the honest gentleman who could admire what to us was as
unpalatable as a tart to a pastry-cook.

Being with men of letters he thought proper to make his

ation entirely literary, and in the course of my subse-
quent more intimate acquaintance with him, though I knew

to ride,
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he had distinguished himself in twenty actions, he never
could be brought to talk of his military feats or experience,
but passed them by, as if they were subjects utterly unworthy
of notice.

I found he believed Dr. Johnson to be the greatest of men;
the Doctor’s words were constantly in his mouth, and he
never traveled without Boswell’s Life.  Besides these, he read
Caesar and Tacitus “with translations, sir, with translations—
T'm thankful that I kept some of my Latin from Grey Friars”
—and he quoted sentences from the Latin Grammar, apropos
of a hundred events of common life, and with perfect sim-
plicity and satisfaction to himself. Besides the above-named
books the “Spectator,” “Don Quixote,” and “Sir Charles
Grandison,” formed a part of his traveling library. “I read
these, sir,” he used to say, “because I like to be in'the com-
pany of gentlemen; and Sir Roger de Coverley, and Sir
Charles Grandison, and Don Quixote are the finest gentlemen
in the world.” . And when we asked him his opinion of Field-
ing: ] ;

““Pom Jones, sir; ‘Joseph Andrews! gir;” he cried,
twirling his moustaches.  “I read them when I was a boy,
when I kept other bad company, and did other low and dis-
graceful things, of which I'm ashamed now. Sir, in my
father’s library I happened to fall in with those books; and I
read them in secret, just as I used to go in private and drink
beer, and fight cocks, and smoke pipes with Jack and Tom,
the erooms in the stables. = Mrs. Newcome found me, I recol-
lect, with one of those books; and thinking it might be by
Mrs. Hannah More, or some of that sort, for it was a grave-
looking volume; and though I wouldn’t lie about that or any-
thing else—never did, sir; never, before Heaven, have 1 told
more than three lies in my life—I kept my own council; I
sav. she took it herself to read one evening, and read on
gravely—for she had no more idea of a joke than I have of
Hebrew—until she came to the part about Lady B and
Joseph Andrews, and then she shut the hook, sir; and you
should have seen the look she give me! I own I burst out a
Jaughing, for T was a wild young rebel, sir. = But she was i1
the right, sir, and I was in the wrong. = A hook, sir, that tells
the story of a parcel of servants, of a pack of footmen and
ladies’ maids fuddling in ale-houses! Do you suppose I want
to know what my kitmutgars and consomahs are doing! Tam
ag little proud as any man in the world, but there must be dis-

>
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tinetion, sir; and as it is my lot and Clive’s 10t to be a gentle-
man, 1 won’t sit in the Kitchen and boose in the servants’
hall. Asfor that Tom Jones—that' fellow that:sells him-
self, sir—by Heavens, my blood boils when T think of him!
T wouldn’t sit down in the same room with such a fellow; sir.
If he came in at that door I would say, fHow dare you, you
hireling ruffian, to sully with your présence an apartment
where my yvoung friend and I are conversing together? where
two gentlemen, I 'say, are taking'their wine after dinner?
How dare you, you degraded villian! I don’t mean you, sir.
I—I—I beg ‘your pardon.’? Y

The Colonel was striding about the room in his loose gar-
ments, puffing his cigar fiercely anon; and then waving his
yellow bandanna; and it was by the arrival of Larkins, my
clerk, that his apostrophe to Tom Jones was interrupted; he,
Larkins, taking care not to show his amazement, having been
schooled not ‘to show or feel surprise at anything he might see
or hear in our chambers.

“What is it, Larkins?? said 1.’ Larkins’ other master had
taken his leave 'some time before, having business which
called him away, and leaving’me with the honest Colonel,
quite happy with his talk and eigar.

“Tt's Brett's man,” says Larkins,

I confounded Brett’s man and told the boy to bid him call
again. Young Larkins came grinning back in a moment,
and =aid:

“Please, &ir, he says, his order iz’ not to'go' away without
the money.”

“Confound him,” again I eried. ~ “Tell him I have no
money in the house. ' He must come to-morrow.”

As I spoke, Clive was looking in wonder, and the Colonel’s
countenance assumed an appearance of the most dolorous
sympathy. Nevertheless, as with a great effort, 'he fell to
talking about Tom Jonés again, and continued:

“No, sir, I have no words to express my indignation against
such a fellow as Tom Jones. But I forgot that T need not
gspeak. The great and good” Dr. Johnson  has settled that
question. You remember what he said to Mr. Boswell about
Fielding ?”

“And yet Gibbon praises him, Colonel,” gaid the Colonel’s
interlocutor, “and that is nosmall praise. ~He says that Mr.
Fielding was 'of ‘the family t drew its origini from the
Counts of Hapshurg; but——"

1=y
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“Gibbon! Gibbon was an infidel; and I would not give the
end of this cigar for such a man’s opinion. If Mr. Iielding
was a gentleman by birth, he ought to have known 1':etterl;
and so much the worse for him that he did not. But what
am I talking of, wasting your valuable time? No more smoke,
thank you. I must away into the city, but would not pass the
Temple without calling on you, and thanking my boy’s ?]d
protector. You will have the kindness to come and dine
with us—to-morrow, the next day, your own day! Your
friend is going out of town? I hope, on his return, to have
the pleasure of making farther acquaintance. Come, Clive.”

Clive, who had been deep in a volume of Hogarth’s engrav-
ings during the above discussion, or rather, oration of his
father’s, started up and took leave, beseeching me, at the same
time, to come soon and see his pony; and so, with renewed
greetings, we parted.

" T was scarcely returned to my newspaper again, when the
knocker of our door was again agitated, and the Colonel ran
back, looking very much agitated and confused.

“T beg pardon,” says he; I think I left my—my ? Lar-
kins had quitted the room by this time, and then he began
more unreservedly. “My dear young friend,” says he, “a
thousand pardons for what I am going to say, but as Clive’s
friend, I know I may take that liberty. I have left the boy
in the court. I know the fate of men of letters and genius;
when we were here just now, there was a single knock—a de-
mand—that, that you did not seem to be momentarily able
to meet. Now do, do pardon the liberty, and let me be your
banker. You said you were engaged in a new work; it will be
a masterpiece, I am sure, if it’s like the last. Put me down
for twenty copies, and allow me to settle with you in ad-
vance. I may be off, you know. I'm a bird of passage—a
restless old soldier.”

‘“My dear Colonel,” said I, quite touched and pleased by
this extreme kindness, “my dun was but the washerwoman’s
boy, and Mrs. Brett is in my debt, if I am not mistaken. Be-
sides, I already have a banker in your family.”

“In my family, my dear sir?”

“Messrs. Newcome, in Threadneedle Street, are good
enough to keep my money for me when I have any, and I am
happy to say they have some of mine in hand now. I am
almost sorry that I am not in want in order that T might have
the pleasure of receiving a kindness from vou” And we
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ghook hands for the fourth time that morning, and the kind
gentleman left me to rejoin his son.

CHAPTER V.
CLIVE'S UNCLES.

The dinner so hospitably offered by the Colonel was gladly
accepted, and followed by many more entertainments at the
cost of that good-natured friend. He and an Indian chum
of his lived at this time at Nerot’s Hotel, in Clifford Street,
where Mr. Clive, too, found the good cheer a great deal more
to his taste than the homely, though plentiful, fare at Grey
Friars, at which, of course, when boys, we all turned up our
noses, though many a poor fellow, in the struggles of after-
life, has looked back with regret very likely to that well-
spread youthful table. Thus my intimacy with the father
and the son grew to be considerable, and a great deal more to
my liking than my relations with Clive’s City uncles which
have been mentioned in the last chapter, and which were, in
truth, exceedingly distant and awful.

If all the private accounts kept by those worthy bankers
were like mine, where would have been Newcome Hall and
Park Lane, Marblehead and Bryanstone Square? I used, by
strong efforts of self-denial, to maintain a balance of two or
three guineas untouched at the bank, so that my accounts
might still remain open; and fancied the clerks and cashiers
grinned when I went to draw for money. Rather than face
that awiul counter, I would send Larkins, the clerk, or Mrs.
Flanagan, the laundress. As for entering the private parlor
at the back, wherein, behind the glazed partition, I could see
the bald heads of Newcome Brothers engaged with other capi-
talists, or peering over the newspaper, I would as soon have
thought of walking into the Doctor’s own library at Grey
Friars, or of volunteering to take an armehair in a studio, and
have a tooth out, as of entering into that awful precinet. My
good uncle, on the other hand, the late Major Pendennis, who
kept naturally but a very small account with Hobsons’, would
walk into the parlor and salute the two magnates who gov-
erned there withthe ease and gravity of a Rothschild. “My good
{ellow,” the kind old gentleman would say to his nephew and




