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he was now down on the ground, kicking aw ay the shawls
which enveloped him.

“What is it, my boy? What is it, mv blessed darling?
You shall have your dinner! Give her all, Ethel. There are
the keys of my desk—there’s my wate h—there are my rings.

Let her take my all. ' The monster! the child must Kve! It
can’t go away in such a storm as this. Give me a cloak, a
parasol, anything—TI’ll go forth and et a lodging. Tl beg
my bread from hnuw te house—if this fiend refuses me. Iat
the biscuits, dear! = A little of the syrup, Alfred darking; it's
very nice, love! and come to your old mother—your poor old
mother.” :

Alfred roared out “No, if’s not n—ice; it’s n—a-—a—asty!
F'won’t havesyrup. 1 will have dinner.” The mother, whose
embraces the child repelled with infantine kieks, plunged
madly at the bells, rang them all four vehemently, and ran
downstairs toward the parlor, whence Miss Honeyman “was
issuing, The good lady had net at first known the names of
her lodgers, but had taken them in willingly enoungh on Dr.
Goodenough’s recommendation. And it was not until one of
Tiu_‘ nurses intrusted with the care of Master Alfred’s dinner
informed Miss Honeyman of Iu name of her guest that \m,
knew .uht_j was enterfaining Lady \nn \uunnm and that the
pretty girl was'the’ fair Miss Ethel, Imlv sick boy the
little Alfred of whom his cousin s m]\a and of whom Clive
had made a hundred little -hn\mf'- in his msh- way, as he
drew everybody. Then bidding Sally run off to St. James’
Street for a chicken, she saw it put on the spit, and prepared
a bread sauce, and composed a batter pudding as she only
knew how to make batter puddings. ' Then she went to array
herself in her best clothes, as we have seen—as we have heard.
1.1t’m"r‘ (Goodness forbid that we should see Miss Honeyman
arraying herself, or penetrate that chaste mystery, her toilet!);
then she came to wait upon Lady Ann, not a little flurried as
to the result of that queer interview; then she whisked out
of the drawing room as before has been shown: and, findine
the chicken roasted to a turn, the napkin and h‘a-v 1;
spread by Hannah the neat- handui she was bearing them up
to the little patient when the frantic parent met hér on fhe
stair. ; . i

“Is it—is it for my child?” cried Lady Ann, reeling against
the banister, ; ok
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“Yes, it’s for the child,” says Miss Honeyman, tossing up
her head.  “But nobody else has anything in the house.”

“God l;luh \(\11-—~(||JLI bless you! A mother’s bl—l—essings
go with you,” gurgled the lady, who was not; it must be con-
l:,u-mL a woman of strong moral character.

Tt was good to see the little man eating the fowl. Ethel,
who had never cut anything in her young existence, except her
finoers now and then with her hmilul s and her governes
penknives, bethought her of asking Miss Iiunc\umn to carve
the chicken. Lady Ann, with L‘ld‘-])t‘t] hands and streaming
eves, sat looking on at the ravishing scene.

“Why did you mnot let us know you were Clive’s aunt?”
Ethel asked, putting uut her hand. The old lady took hers
very kindly, and said, Imc luse you didn’t give me time.
And you love Clive, my dear

The reconciliation between ‘\I]‘b Honeyman and her lodger

vas perfect. Lady Ann wrote a quire of note paper off to Sir
Brian for that day’s post——only she was too late, as she al-
ways was.  Mr. Kuhn perfectly delighted Miss Honeyman
that evening by his droll ‘sayings, jokes, and pronunciation,
and by his praises of Master Glife, as he called him. He lived
out of the house, did everything for everybody, was never out
of the way when wanted, and never in the way when not
wanted. Kre long Miss Honeyman got out a brlllh' of the
famous Madeira which her Colonel sent her, and treated him
to a glass in her own room. Kithn smacked his lips, and held
out the glass again. The honest rogue knew good wine.

CHAPTER X.
ETHEL AND HER RELATIONS.

For four-and-twenty successive hours Lady Ann Neweome
was perfectly in raptures with her new lodgings, and every
person and thing which they contained. The drawing rooms
were fitted with the greatest taste; the dinner was 0\qm~|1u
Were there ever such delicious veal cutlets, such verdant
French beans?  “Why do we have those odions French
cooks, my dear, with their shocking prineciples—the principles
of all Frenchmen are shocking—and the lilmuiul hiH~ they
bring us in, and their comsequential airs and graces? I am
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determined to part with Brignol. I have written to vomr
father this evening to give Brignol warning. When did he
ever give us veal cutlets? What can be nicer?”

“Indeed, they were very good,” said Miss Ethel, who had
wtton five times a week at one o’clock. “I am so glad vou
ke the house and Clive and Miss Honeyman.” !

“Like her! the dear little old woman. I feel as if che had
been my friend all my life! I feel quite drawn toward her.
What a wonderful coincidence that Dr. Goodenough should
direct us to this very house! T have written to your father
about it. And to think that I should have written to Clive at
this very house, and quite forgotten Miss Honeyman’s name—
and such an odd name too. I forget everything, everything!
You know I forgot your Aunt Louisa’s husband’s name; and
when I was godmother to her baby, and the clergyman said,
“What is the infant’s name?”’ 1 said, “Really, I forget.” And
s0 I did. He was a London clergyman, but I forget at wha
church. Suppose it should be this very Mr. Honeyman! It
may have been, you know; and then the coincidence would
be still more droll. That tall, old, nice looking respectabie
person, with a mark on her nose, the housekeeper—what is
her name?—seems a most invaluable person. I think T shall
ask her to come to us. I am sure she would save me I don’t
know how much money every week: and I am certain Mrs.
Trotter is making a fortune by us. I shall write to your papa
and ask his permission to ask this person.” EtheP’s mother
was constantly falling in love with her new acquaintances,
their manservants and their maidservants, their horses and
ponies, and the visitor within their gates. She would ask
strangers to Newcome, hug and embrace them on Sunday,
not speak to them on Monday, and on Tuesday behave so
rudely to them that they were gone before Wednesday. Her
daughter had had so many governesses—all darlings during
the first week, and monsters afterward—that the poor child
possessed none of the accomplishments of her age. She could
not play on the piano; she could not speak French well; she
could not tell you when gunpowder was invented; she had
not the faintest idea of the date of the Norman Conquest,
or whether the earth went round the sun or vice versa. She
did not know the number of counties in England. Scotland,
and Wales, let alone Ireland: she did not know the difference
between latitude and longitude.  She had had so many govern-
csses—iheir accounts differed; poor Ethel was bewildered by
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a multiplicity of teachers, and thought hf‘zrsclf a monster of
ignorance. They gave her a book at a Sunday school, u~n|l
little girls eight years old answered questions :!i “hic]l:; :h.e
knew nothing. The place swam before her. She could nnt
see the sun shining on their fair flaxen heads and prett faces.
The rosy little children, holding up their eager hands and ery-
ing the answer to this question and that, seemed mocking her.
She seemed to read in the book, “O Ethel, you dunce, :iil..l?l(‘k‘..
dunce!” She went home silent in the carriage, and ’hm'.-t. into
bitter tears on her bed. Naturally a h.nu;;h:_\' f_"‘l?‘_l. of t%n,;
highest spirit, resolute and imperious, this ]lttlll.' visit to the
parish school taught Ethel lessons more valuable than ever
<6 much arithmetic and geography. Clive has told me a >tm_x_
of her in her youth which, perhaps, may nppl.\'1 to some Dt}f,"?“
of the vouthful female aristocracy. She used to walk, with
other select young ladies and gentlemen, their nurses and
sovernesses, in a certain reserved plot of ground railed oft
Trnm Hyde Park, whereof some of the lucky d\}'(_'llors in the
neichborhood of Apsley House have a key. In this ggz‘dgn, at
the age of nine or thereabout, she had contracted an 1vn.t1mahi
friendship with the Lord Hercules O’Ryan—as e\:‘e._\'on‘e of
my gentle readers knows, one of the sons of th«: .Izuq.m.ci ‘01
Ballyshannon. The Lord Hercules was a year younger than
Miss Ethel Newcome, which may account for the passion
which grew up between these young persons, 1t being a 1135'?-
vision in nature that a boy always falls in love with a girl older
than himself, or rather, perhaps, that a girl bestows her affec-
tions on a little boy, who submits to receive them.

One day Sir Brian Newcome announced his intention 1o go
to Newcome that very morning, taking, his f&ll]il‘l}'.' and of
course Ethel with him. She was inconsolable. What will
Lord Hercules do when he finds I am gone? she'asksclluf hgr
nurse. The nurse endeavoring to soothe her said, IlL‘E'hu}}‘E’:
his Lordship will know nothing about the (’ircunwlunc(..”
“He will,” said Miss Ethel—“he’ll read it in I]le‘ newspaper.
My Lord Hercules, it is to be hoped, strangled this mmnr:
passion in the cradle, having long since married Isabella, nn].}‘
daughter of Grains, Bsq., of Drayton Windsor, a partner
in the ereat brewery of Foker & Co.

o ’\I‘.i']il{g-:,1 Fthel was thirteen yvears old, she had grown to be

such a tall girl that she overtopped her companions by ;1111(3:1(1

or more, and morally perhaps, also, felt herself too tall for

their society. “Fancy myself,” she thought, “dressing a doll
8
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like Lily Putland, or wearing a pinafore like Lucy Tucker!”
She did not eare for their sports, She could not walk with
them—it seemed as if everyone stared, nor dance with them
at the academy, nor attend the Cours de Littérature Uni-
verselle et de Science Comprehensive of: the professor then the
mode—the smallest girls took her up in the class. She was
bewildered by the multitude of things they bade her learn.
At the youthful little assemblies of her sex, when under gnid-
ance of their respected governesses, the girls came to tea at
six o'clock, dancing, charades, and so forth, Ethel herded not
with the children of her own age, nor vet with the teachers,
who sit apart at these assemblies, imparting to .each other
their little wrongg; but Ethel romped with the litile children
—the rosy little tots—and took them on her knees, and told
them a thousand stories. By these she was adored,.and loved
like @ mother almost, for ag such the -hearty, kindly girl
showed herself to them; but at home she was alone farouche
and intractable, and did battle with the governesses, and over-
came -them one after another. I bhreak the promise of a
former page, and am obliged to describe the youthful days of
more than one person who is to take a ghare in this story.
Not always doth the writer know whither the divine Muse
leadeth him. But of this/ be sure: she is as inexorable as
Truth. . We must tell our tale as she imparts it to us, and go
on or turn aside at her bidding.

Here she ordains that we should speak of other members
of this family, whose history we chroniele, and it behooves us
to say a word regarding the Farl of Kew, the head of the
noble house into which Sir Brian Neweome had married.

When we read in the fairy stories that the King and Queen,
who lived-once upon a time, built a castle of steel. defended
by moats and sentinels innumerable, in which they place their
darling only child, the Prinee or Princess,, whose birth has
blest them after so many years of marriage, and whose chris-
tening feast has been interrupted by the cantankerous humor
of that notorious old fairy who always persists in coming,
although she has not received any invitation to the baptismal
ceremony; when Prince Prettyman is locked up in the steel
tower, provided only with the most wholesome food, the most
edifying educational works, and the most venerable old tutor
to instruct and to bore him, we know as a matter of course,
that the steel bolts and brazen bars will one day be of no
avail, the old tutor will go off in a doze, and the moats and
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drawbridges will either be passed by his Royal Highness’
implacable enemies, or crossed by the young scapegrace him-
self, who is determined to outwit his guardians, and see the
wicked world. The old King and Queen always come in and
find the chambers empty, the sauey heir apparent flown, the
porters and sentinels ;drunk, the ancient tutor asleep; they
tear their venerable wigs in anguish, they kick the major-
domo downstairs, they turn the duenna out.of doors, the tooth-
less old dragon! There is no resisting fate.. The Prin-
cess will slip out of window by the rope ladder; the Prince
will be off fo pursue his pleasures, and sow his wild oats at the
appointed season. How many of our English princes have
been ¢oddled at home by their fond ‘papas and mammas; walled
up in inaccessible ‘castles, with a tutor and a library, guarded
by cordons of sentinels, sermoners, old aunts, old women from
the world without, and have nevertheless escaped from all these
guardians, and astonished the world by their extravagance
and their frolics? What a wild rogue was that Prince Harry,
son of the austere sovereign who robbed Richard II. of his
crown—the youth who took purses on Gadshill, frequented
Eastcheap taverns with Colonel Falstaff and worse eompany,
and boxed Chief Justice Gaseoigne’s ears. What must have
been the venerable Queen Charlotte’s state of mind when she
heard of the courses of her beautiful young Prince: of his
punting at gambling tables; of his dealings with horse jockeys;
of his awful doings with Perdita? Besides instances taken
from our Royal Family, could we mnot draw examples from
our respected nobility? There was that young Liord Warwick,
Mr. Addison’s stepson.  We know that his mother was severe,
and his stepfather a most eloquent moralist, yet the young
gentleman’s career was shocking, positively shocking. He
boxed the watch; he fuddled himself at taverns; he was no
better than a Mohock. = The chronicles of that day contain ae-
counts of many a mad prank which he played, as' we have leg-
ends of a still earlier date of the lawless freaks of the wild
Prince and Poins. Our people have never looked very un-
kindly on these frolics. ' A young nobleman, full of life and
spirits, generous of his money, jovial in his humor, ready with
his sword, frank, handsome, prodigal, courageous; always finds
favor. Young Scapegrace rides a steeple-chase, or beats a
bargeman, and the crowd applauds him. ' Sages and seniors
shake their heads, and look at him not unkindly; even stern
old female moralists are disarmed: at the: sight of voulh and
8




18 THE NEWCOMES.

gallantry and beauty. T know very well that Charles Surface
s a sad dog, and Tom Jones no better than he should be;
but in spite of such critics as Dr. Johnson and Colonel New-
come, most of us have a sneaking regard for honest Tom,
and hope Sophia will be happy and Tom will end well at last.

Five-and-twenty years ago the voung Earl of Kew came
upon the town, which speedily rang with the feats of his
Lordship. He began life time enough to enjoy certain pleas-
ures from which our young aristocracy of the present day
seem, alas! to be eut off. So much more peaceable and pol-
ished do we grow, so much does the spirit of the age appear
to equalize all ranks, so strongly has the good sense of society,
to which in the end gentlemen of the very highest fashion
must bow, put its veto upon practices and amusements with
which our fathers were familiar. At that time the Sunday
newspapers contained many and many exciting reports of box-
ing matches. Bruising was considered a fine manly old Eng-
lish custom. Boys at public schools fondly perused histories
of the noble science, from the redoubtable days of Broughton
and Slack to the heroic times of Dutch Sam and the Game
Chicken., Young gentlemen went eagerly to Moulley to see
the Slasher punch the Pet’s head, or the Negro beat the Jew’s
nose to a jelly. The island rang as yet with the tooting horns
and the rattling teams of mail coaches; a gay sight was the
road in merry England in those days, before steam engines
arose and flung its hostelry and chivalry over. To travel iy
coaches, to drive coaches, to know coachmen and guards, to
be familiar with inns along the road, to laugh with the jolly
hostess in the bar, to chuck the pretty chambermaid under
the chin, were the delight of men who were young not very
long ago. Who ever thought of writing to the Times then?
“Biffin,” I warrant, did not grudge his money, and “A
Thirsty Soul” paid cheerfully for his drink. The road was an
institution,”the ring was an institution. Men rallied round
them; and, not without a kind conservatism, expatiated upon
the benefits with which they endowed the country, and the
evils which would occur when they should be no more—decay
of English spirit, decay of manly pluck, ruin of the breed of
horses, and so forth, and so forth. To give and take a black
eye was not unusual nor derogatory in a gentleman; to drive
a stagecoach the enjoyment, the emulation of generous youth.
Is there any young fellow of the present time who aspires to
take the place of a stoker? You see occasionally in Hyde
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Park one dismal old drag with a lonely driver. Where are
your charioteers? = Where are you, oh, rattling Quicksilver,
o, swift Defiance? You are passed by racers stronger and
swifter than you. Your lamps are out, and the music of your
horns has died away.

Just at the ending of that old time Lord Kew’s life began.
That kindly, middle-aged gentleman whom his county knows;
that good landlord and friend of all his tenantry round about;
that builder of churches, and indefatigable visitor of schools;
that writer of letters to the farmers cf his shire, so full of
sense and benevolence, who wins prizes at agricultural shows,
and even lectures at country town institules in his modest
pleasant way, was the wild young Lord Kew of a quarter of
a century back, who kept race lorses, patronized boxers
fought a duel, thrashed a Life Guardsman, gambled furiously
at Croekford’s, and did who knows what besides.

His mother, a devout lady, nursed her son and his property
carefully during the young gentleman’s minority, keeping him
and his younger brother away from all mischief, under the
eyes of the most careful pastors and masters. She learnt
Latin with the boys; she taught them to play on the piano;
she enraged old Lady Kew, the children’s grandmother, who
prophesied that her daughter-in-law would make milksops of
her sons, to whom the old lady was never reconciled till after
my Lord’s entry at Christ Church, where he began to dis-
tinguish himself very soon after his first term. He drove
tandems, kept hunters, gave dinners, scandalized the Dean,
screwed up the tutor’s door, and agonized his mother at home
by his lawless proceedings. He quitted the University after
a very brief sgjourn at that seat of learning. It may be the
Oxford authorities requested his Lordship to retire; let by-
gones be bygones. His youthful son, the present Lord Will-
iam, is now at Christ Church, reading with the greatest as-
giduity.  Let us not be too particular in narrating his father’s
unedifying frolics of a quarter of a century ago.

0ld Lady Kew, who, in conjunction with Mrs. Newcome,
had made the marriage between Mr. Brian Newcome and her
daughter, always despised her son-in-law; and being a frank,
open person, uttering her mind always, took little pains to
conceal her opinion regarding him or any other individual.
“Sir Brian Newcome.” she would say, “is one of the most
gtupid and respectable of men; Ann is-clever, but has not 1
grain of common sense. They make a very well-assorted
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couple. Her flightiness would have driven any man crazy
who had an opinion of hisiown. She would have ruined any
poor man of her own rank; as it is, I have given her a hus-
band exactly suited for her. He pays the bills, does mot see
how absurd she is, keeps order in the establishment, and checks
her follies. She wanted to marry her cousin, Tom Poyntz,
when they were both very young, and proposed to die of a
broken heart when I arranged her match with Mr. Newcome.
A broken fiddlestick! she would have ruined Tom Poyntz in
a year; and has no more idea of the cost of & leg of mutton
than I have of algebra.”

The Countess of Kew loved Brighton, and preferred living
there even at the season when Londoners find such L-~]Juua]
charms in their own ecity. “London after Easter,” the old
lady said, “was intolerable. Pleasure becomes, a bucinoc-‘
then so oppressive that all good company is destroyed by

[alf the men are sick with the feasts which they eat d 1_
after day. The women are thinking of the half-dozen parties
they have to go -to in the course of the night.  The young
girls are thinking of their partners: and their toilets. = Inti-
macy hecomes impossible; and quiet: enjoyment of life., On
the other hand, the crowd of bourgeois has not invaded
Brighton. « The drive is not blocked up by flies full of stock-
brokers’ wives and children; and you can take the air in your

chair upon the chainpier without being stifled by the c lf"dl- of
the odious shopboys from London.” So Jd:h Kew’s name
wag usually among the earliest which the J)Il;j]‘.lx(}ll newspapers
recorded among the arrivals.

Her only unmarried daughter, Lady Julia, lived with het
Ladyship. Poor Lady Julia had suffered early from a spine
digease, which had kept her for many years to' her couch.
Being always at home, and under her mother’s eyes, she w
the old lady’s victim, her pincushion, into which Lady Kew
plunked a hundred little points of sareasm daily. ~As children
are sometimes brought before magistrates, and their pum little
backs and shoulders laid bare, covered with bruises and lach
which brutal parents have inflicted, so I dare say, if there had
been any tribunal or judge before whom this poor ;nm
lady’s heart could have been (\|m~u7 it would ‘\Aw be:
found scarred all over mlh numberless ancient wounds, and
bleeding from vesterday’s ' castication. Old Lady Kew’s
tongue was a dreadful thong. which made numbers of people
wince, She was not altogether cruel, but she knew the dex-
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terity with which she wielded her lash, and liked to exercise it.
Poor Lady Julia was always at hand when her mother was
minded to try her powers.

Lady Kew had just made herself comfortable at Brighton,
when her little grandson’s illness brought Lady Ann New-
come and her iunuh down to the sea. Lady Kew was almost
scared back to London, or blown over the water to Dieppe.
She had never had the measles. “Why did not Ann carry the
child to some other place? Julia, you will en no account go
and see that little pestiferous swarm of Newcomes, unléss vou
want to send me out of the world—which T dare say you ‘do,
for I am a dreadful plague to you, I know, and my death
would be a release to you.”

“Youn see Dr. H., who visits the child every day,” eries poor
Pincushion; “‘vou are not atraid when he come

“Dr, H.?""Dr. H. comes to cure me, or to tell me the
news, or to flatter me, or to' feel my pulse and pretend to
prescribe, or to take his guinea; of course Dr. . must go to
see all sorts of people in all sorts of diseases. You would not
have me be such a brute as to order him not to attend my own
grandson. I forbid you to go to Ann’s house. You will send
one of the men every day to inquire. ILet the groom go—
yes, Charles—he will not go into the house. He will ring the
bell and wait outside. He had better ring the bell at the area
—-1 suppose there is an area—and speak to the servants
through the bars, and bring us word how Alfred is.*® Poor
Pincushion felt fresh’ compunctions; she had met the chil-
dren, and kissed the baby, and held kind Ethel’s hand in hers
that day, as she was out in her chair. There was no use,
however, to make this confession. Is she the only good
woman or man of whom domestic tyranny has made a hypo-
crite?

Charles, the groom, brings back perfectly favorable reports
of f\hfw 'Alfred’s health that day, which Dr. H. in the course
of his visit confirms. The ehild iz getting well rapidly, eat-
ing like a little ogre.  His cousin Lord Kew has been to see
him. He is the kindest of men, Lord Kew; he brought the
little man Tom and Jerry with the pictures. The boy is de-
lighted with the pictures.

“Why has not Kew come to see me? When did he come?
Write him a note, and send for him instantly, Julia. Did you
know he was here?”

Julia says that she had but that moment read in the Brigh-
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ton papers of the arrival of the Earl of Kew and the Honorable
J. Belsize at the Albion.

“I am sure they are here for some mischief,” cries the old
lady, delighted. “Whenever George and John Belsize are
together, I know there is some wickedness planning. What
do you know, Doctor? I see by your face that you know some-
thing. Do tell it me, that I may write it to his odious psalm-
singing mother.”

Dr. H.’s face does indeed wear a knowing look. He sim-
pers and says, “I did see Lord Kew driving this morning, first
with the Honorable Mr. Belsize, and afterward ?  Here
he glances toward Lady Julia, as if to say, “Before an unmar-
ried lady I do not like to tell your Ladyship with whom I saw
Lord Kew driving after he had left the ]Iun Mr. Belsize, who
we ru‘ to play a match with Captain Huxtable at tennis.”

“Are you afraid to speak before Julia?” cries the elder
lady. “Why, bless my soul, she is forty years old, and has
heard ev i'l‘\lhlﬂ_ﬂ that can be heard. Tell me about Kew this
instant, Dr. H.”

The doctor blandly acknowledges that Lord Kew had been
driving Mme. Pozzoprofondo, the famous contralto of the
Italian Opera, in his phaeton for two hours in the face of all
Brighton.

“Yes, Doctor,” interposes Lady Julia, blushing; “but Signor
Pozzoprofondo was in the carriage too—a—a—sitting behind
with the groom. He was indeed, mamma.” f

“Julia, vous n’étes qu'une ganache,” says Lady Kew, shiug-
oing her shoulders, and looking at her daughter from under
her bushy black eyebrows. Her ladyship, a sister of the late
lamented Marquis of Steyne, possessed no small share of the
wit and intelligence, and a considerable resemblance to the
features of that distinguished nobleman.

Lady Kew bids her daughter take a pen and write: ‘M.
le mawvais sujet:  Gentlemen who wish to take the sea air
in private, or to avoid their relations, had best go to other
places than Brighton, where their names are printed in the
newspapers. If you are not drowned in a pozzo %

“Mamma,” interposes the secretary.

“In a pozzo profondo, you will please come to dine with
two old women, at half-past seven. You may bring Mr. Bel-
gize, and must tell us a hundred stories.

“Yours, ete.,
“L. Kew.”
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Julia wrote all the letter as her mother dictated it, save only
one sentence, and the note was sealed and 1 spatched to my
Lord Kew, who came to dinner with Jack Belsize, Jack Bel-
size liked to dine with Lady Kew. He said, “she was an old
dear, and the wickedest old woman in all England;” and he
liked to dine with Lady Julia, who was “a pmm suffering dear,
and the best woman in all England” Jack Belsize liked
everyone, and everyone liked him,

Two evenings afterward the young men repeated their visit
to Lady Kew, “and this time Lord Kew was loud in praises of
his cousins of the house of Newcome.

“Not of the eldest, Barnes, surely, my dear?” cries Lady
Kew.,

“No, confound him! not Barnes.”

“No,"d it, not Barnes. I beg your pardon, Lady
Julia,” broke in Jack Belsize. “I can get on with most men;
but that little Barney is too odious a little snob.”

“A little what, Mr. Belsize?”

\ little snob, ma’am. I haye no other word, though he is
vour grandson. T never heard him say a good word of any
mortal soul, or do a kind action.”

“Phank you, Mr. Belsize.” says the lady.

“But the others are capital. There is that little chap who
has just had the measles—he’s a dear little brick. And as
for Miss Ithel

“Fthel is a trump, ma’am,” says Lord Kew, slapping his
hand on his knee.

“Iithel is a brick, and Alfred is a trump, I think you say,”
remarks Lady Kew, nodding approval; “and Barnes is a snob.

his is very satisfactory to know.”

“We met the children out to-day.” cries the enthusiastic
Kew. “as T was driving Jack in the drag; and I got out and
talked to 'em.”

“(joverness an uncommonly nice woman—oldish, but—IL
beg your pardon, Lady Julia,” cries the inopportune Jack Bel-
size. *I'm always pufting my foet in it.”

“Putting vour foot into what? Go on, Kew.”

“Well, we met the whole posse of children; and the little
fellow wanted a drive; and I said I would drive him, and
Ithel, too, if she would come. Upon my word, she is as pretty
a girl as you can see on a summer’s day. And the governess
said “No,” of course. Governesses always do. But I said I
was her uncle, and Jack paid her such a fine compliment that
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the young woman was molified, and the children took their
seats beside me, and Jack went behind.”

“Where M. Pozzoprofondo sits—don!”

“We drove en to the Downs, and we were nearly coming to
grief. My horses are young, and when they get on the g
they are as if they were mad. It was very wrong:: I know it
was.”

“D—d rash,” interposes Jack. “He had nearly.broken
all our necks.” )

“And my brother Trank would have been Lord Kew,” con-
tinued the young earl, with a quiet smile. “What an escape
for him! The horses ran away—ever so far—and I thought
the carriage must upset. The poor little boy, who has lost his
pluck in the fever; began to cry; but that young girl, though
she was as white as a sheet, never gave up for a moment, and
sat in her place like a man. . We met nothing, luckily; and I
pulled the horses in after a mile or twe, and I drove ’em into
drighton as quiet as if I had been driving a hearse, And that
little trump of an Ethel, what do you think she said? ~She
said, ‘I was not frightened, but you must not tell mamma.
My aunt, it appears, was in a dreadful commotion—I ought to
have thought of that.”

“Lady Ann is a ridiculous old dear. I bég your pardon,
Lady Kew,” here breaks in Jack, the apologizer.

“There is a_brother of Sir Brian Newcome’s staying with
them,” Lord Kew proceeds; an East India Colonel—a very
fine looking old boy.” !

“Smokes awfully: row about it in the hotel. Go on, Kew,
]Jt‘_‘_“ your

“This gentleman was on the lookout for us, it appears, for
when we came in sight, he dispatched a boy who was with him
running like a lamp-lighter, back to my aunt, to say all was
well.  And he took little Alfred out of the carriage, and then
helped out Ethel, and said, My dear, you are too pretty to
scold; but you have given us all a &elle peur.” And then he
made me and Jack a low boyw, and stalked into the lodgings.”

“I think you do deserve to be whipped, both of you!” cries
Lady Kew.

“We went up and made our peace with my aunt, and were
presented in form to the Colonel and his youthful cub.”

“As fine a fellow as ever I saw; and as fine a boy as ever
I saw,” cries Jack Belsize. “The young chap is a great hand
al drawing—upon my life, the best drawings I ever saw. And
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he was making ‘a picture for little What-d’-you-call-em. And
Miss Newcome was looking bver them. And Lady Ann point-
ed out the group'to me, and said how pretty it was. She is
uncommonly sentimental, you know, Lady Ann.”

“My daughter Ann is the greatest fool in the three king-
doms.” cried Lady Kew. looking fiercely over her spectacles.
And Julia was instructed to write that night to her sister, and
desire that Bthel should be sent to see her grandmother—
Ethel, who rebelled against her grandmother, and always
fought on' her Auint Julia’s side, when the weaker was op-
pressed by ‘the older and stronger lady.

CHAPTER XT.
AT MRS, RIDLEY’S.

St. Peter of Aleantara, as T have read in the life of St.
Theresa, informed that devout lady that he had passed forty
vears of his life dleeping only an hour and a half each day; his
cell was but four feet and a half long, so that he never lay
down; his pillow was a'wooden log in the stone wall; he'ate
but once in three days; he was for three years in a convent of
his order without knowing ‘any one of his brethren except by
the sound of their voices, for he never during this ]mrinr] {took
his eyes off the ground; he always walked barefoot, and was
but ¢kin ‘and bone when he died. The eating only once in
three days, so'he told his sister saint; was by no means impos-
sible, if vou began*the regimen in your youth.” To conquer
sleep ‘was the hardest of all austerities which he ;'Jr:z‘(";'icwl_. [
fancy the pious individual so employed, day after day, night
after night, on his knees, or standing up in devout meditation
in the cupboard, his diwelling place, bareheaded and bare-
footed, walking over rocks, briars, mud, sharp stones (picking
out the very worst places, let us trust, with his downcast eyes),
under the bitter snow, or the drifting rain, or the scorching
sunshine—I fancy St. Peter of Alcantara, and contrast him
with such a personage as the incumbent of Lady Whittlesea's
Chapel, May IFair.

His hermitage is sitnated in Walpole Street let us'say, ‘on
the second floor of a quiet mansion let ‘out to hermits by a
nobleman’s butler, whose wife takes care of the lodgings. His




