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previously the tinkling of the piano above, and the well-knowrn
sound of a couple of Miss Rosey’s five songs. The two young
ladies were engaged over an album at a side-table, when the
males of the party arrived. The book contained a number of
(live’s drawings made in the time of hig very early youth for
the amusement of his little cousins, Miss Ethel seemed to be
very much pleased with these performances, which Miss Mac-
kenzie likewise examined with great good-nature and satisfac-
tion. So she did the views of Rome, Naples, Marbie Head in
the county of Sussex, ete., in the same collection; so she did
the Berlin cockatoo and spaniel which Mrs. Newcome was
working in idle moments; so she did the “Books of Beauty,”
“Plower of Loveliness,” and so forth. She thought the prints
very sweet and pretty; she thought the poetry very pretty
and sweet. Which did she like best, Mr. Niminy’s “Lines to
a Bunch of Violets,” or Miss Piminy’s “Stanzas to a Wreath
of Roses”? Miss Mackenzie was quite puzzled to say which
of these masterpieces she preferred; she found them alike so
pretty. She appealed, as in most cases, fo mamma. “How,
my darling love, can I pretend to know?” mamma says. “I
have been a soldier’s wife, battling about the world. I have
not had your advantages. I had no drawing-masters, nor
music-masters, as you have. You, dearest child, must instruct
me in these things.” This poses Rosey; who prefers to have
her opinions dealt out to her like her frocks, bonnets, hand-

kerchiefs, her shoes, and gloves, and the order thereof; the .

fumps of sugar for her tea, the proper quantity of raspberry
jam for breakfast; who trusts for all supplies, corporeal and
spiritual, to her mother. For her own part, Rosey is pleased
with everything in nature. Does she love music? Oh, yes.
Bellini and Donizetti? Oh, yes. Dancing? They had no
dancing at grandmamma’s, but she adores dancing, and Mr.
{live dances very well, indeed. (A smile from Miss Ethel at
this admission.) Does she like the country? Oh, she is so
happy in the country! London? Londonis delightful, and so
js the seaside. She does not know really which she likes best,
Tondon or the country, for mamma is not near her to decide,
being engaged listening to Sir Brian, who is laying down the
Jaw to her, and smiling, smiling with all her might. In fact,
Mr. Newcome says to Mr. Pendennis in his droll, humorous
way, “That woman grins like a Cheshire cat.” Who was the
paturalist who first discovered that peculiarity of the cat in
Cheshire?
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In regard to Miss Mackenzie’s opinions, then, it is not easy
to discover that they are decided, or prol'mmil. or original;
but it seems pretty clear that she has a good temper and a
happy, contented disposition. And the smile which her {:1'{‘712-
countenance wears shows off to great advantage the two dim-
ples on her pink cheeks.  Her teeth are even and white, her
hair of a beautiful color, and no snow can be whiter than her
fair round neck and polished shoulders. She talks very kin:llv
and good-naturedly with Fanny and Maria (Mrs. Hobson's
precious ones) until she is bewildered by the statements
which those young ladies make regarding astronomy imta;n:-
and chemistry, all of which they are studying. My dears,
1 don’t k]_m\r a single word about any of t]’l(‘ﬂ; nl).ﬂ;rl.lh‘('. ;M‘;:
jects, I wish T did,” she says: And Ethel Newcome laughs
She, too, 18 ignorant upon all these subjects. “I am :l:lk:]‘
‘ﬂmre 18 someone else,” says Rosey, with f;m.}'-a'f‘if(', “who i:‘ as
ignorant as I am.” And the younger children. with a <nIr.\-m"'.1
air, say they will ask mamma leave to teach her. .qulvvvr\j-
body, somehow, great or small, seems to protect her; and
f}‘!o humble, simple, gentle little thing wins a certain f.](‘l:'r('.‘
of good will from the world. which is touched bv hr:r hmﬁ?litlt'
and her pretty sweet looks. The servants in Fitzroy Square
waited upon her much more kindly than upon her nmi'lin"rm
_husl]m;:_r mother. - Uncle James is especiallv fond of ]-1i~' ]il'ti-r:
Rosey.  Her presence in his study never discomposes him:
whereas ‘hls sister fatigues him with the e:\'("écﬂinn‘ -n;'r.i‘\'it\":r;
her gratitude, and her energy in pleasing. = As f {ww: «Tc“n'!":‘
away, I thought I heard Sir Brian Newcome say. “rIi’;ﬂ(]1wllT
what “It” was of course T cannot (?oni(>or11fei;;‘11' will d
very well. The mother seems a superior woman. ;

CHAPTER XXV,

IS PASSED IN A PUBLIC HOUSE.

I had no more eonversation with Miss Newcome that nicht
who' had forgetten her curiosity about the habits of authors.
When she had ended her talk ‘with ' Miss' Mackenzie she
devoted the rest of the evening to her unele Colonel Nﬂu
come, and concluded by saying, “And now vou will come ﬁrvi
ride with me to-morrow, uncle, won’t you?” which the Colonel
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faithfully promised to do. And she shook hands with Clive
kindly, and with Rosey frankly, but, as I thought, with rather
a patronizing air, and she made a very stately bow to Mrs.
Mackenzie, and so departed with her father and mother. Lady
Kew had gone away earlier. Mrs. Mackenzie informed us
afterward that the Countess had gone to sleep after her din-
ner. If it was at Mrs. Mack’s story about the Governor’s ball
at Tobago, and the quarrel for precedence between the Lord
Bishop’s lady, Mrs. Rotchet, and the Chief Justice’s wife, Lady
Barwise, I should not be at all surprised.

A handsome fly carried off the ladies to Fitzroy Square,
and the two worthy Indian gentlemen in their company;
(Clive and I walking with the usual Havana to light us home.
And Clive remarked that he supposed there had been some
difference between his father and the bankers, for they had
not met for ever so many months before, and the Colonel
always had looked very gloomy when his brothers were men-
tioned. “And I can’t help thinking,” says the astute youth,
“that they fancied I was in love with Ethel (I know the
Colonel would have liked me to make up to her), and that
may have occasioned the row. Now, I suppose they think I
am engaged to Rosey. What the deuce are they in such a
hurry to marry me for?” ;

Clive’s companion remarked, “that marriage was a lauda-
ble institution, and an honest attachment, an excellent consery-
ator of youthful morals,” On which Clive replied, “Why don’t
you marry yourself?”

This, it was justly suggested, was no argument, but a merely
personal allusion foreign to the question, which was, that
marriage was laudable, ete.

Mr. Clive laughed. “Rosey is as good a little creature as
can be,” he said. “She is never out of temper, though I fancy
Mrs. Mackenzie tries her. I don’t think she is very wise;
but she is nncommonly pretty, and her beauty grows on you.
As for Ethel, anything so high and mighty I have never seen
since I saw the French giantess. Going to court, and about
to parties every night where a parcel of young fools flatter
her, has perfectly spoiled her. By Jove, how handsome she
is! How she turns with her long neck, and looks at you from
under those black eyebrows! If I painted her hair, I think I
should paint it almost blue, and then glaze over with lake.
It is blue. And how finely her head is joined on to her
shoulders!”—and he waves in the air an imaginary line with
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his cigar. “She would do for Judith, wouldn’t she? Or how
grand she would look as Herodias’ daughter sweeping down
a stair, in a great dress of cloth of gold like Paul \-'Tzrunusu
—holding a charger before her, with white arms, you know:
with the muscles accented like the glorious Diana at Paris;
a savage smile on her face and a ghastly, golemn, gory head
on the dish. I see the picture, sir, I see the }1iclur§!" and im
fell to curling his mustaches, just like his brave old father.

_ T could not help langhing at the resemblance, and mention-

ing 1t to my friend. He broke, as was his wont, into a fond

(’l_lIOglu‘l'Il of his sire, wished he could be like lii:n—woricéd

himself up into another state of excitement, in which he

averred that if his father wanted him to marry, he would
marry that instant. “And why not Rosey? She is a dear
little thing. Or why not that splendid Miss Sherrick? What
nnheat}! a regular Titian! I was looking at the d::ch-ren‘;-o
of their color at Uncle Honeyman’s that day of the déjeuner.

T'he shadows in Rosey’s face, sir, are all pearly tinted. You
ought to paint her in milk, sir!” cries the enthusiast. “Have
you ever remarked the gray round her eyes; and the sort of
purple bloom of her cheek? Rubens could have done the
color; but I don’t somehow iike to think of a young lady and
that sensuous old Peter Paul in company. I look at her like
a little wild flower in a field, like a little child at p]a;\-' ~.
Pretty little tender nursling! If I see her passing in the street,
I feel as if I would like some fellow to be rude to her that [
n}i;:ht have the pleasure of knocking him down. She is ]il(u-- a
little songbird, sir, a tremulous, fluttering little linnet that you
would take into your hand pavidam querentem, matrem, and
smooth its little plumes, and let it perch on your finger and
ging. The Sherrick creates quite a different ‘sentiment—the
Sherrick is splendid, stately, sleepy. . .” %

“Stupid,” hints Clive’s companion.

T“Stuptd! Why not? Some women ought to be stupid
What you call dullness T call repose. Give me a calm woman,
a slow woman—a lazy, majestic woman. Show me a gracions
virgin bearing a lily; not a leering giggler frisking a “atﬂr_;
A lively woman would be the death of me. Look at Mrs,
Mack, perpetually nodding, winking, grinning, throwing out
signals which you are to be a ‘.]1(-*?1'01111[5"[0 an:we%* I
thcmght her delightful for three davs: I deelél‘e 1 wa; in ‘im:e
with herq—t]mi‘ is, as much I can be after—but never mind
that, I feel I shall never be really in love again. Why
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he Sherrick be stupid, I say? Abont great heauty
there should always reign a silence. As you look at the great
stars, the great oeean, any great scene of nature, you hush,
sir. You laugh at a pantomime, but you are still in a temple.
When I saw thé great Venns of the Louvre, I thought: Wert
thou alive, oh, goddess, thou shouldst never open these lovely
lips but fo speak lowly, slowly; thou shouldst never deseend
from that pedestal but to walk stately to seme near couch;
and assume another attitude of beautiful calm. To be beau-
tiful is emough. I a woman can do that well, who shall de-
mand more from her? You don’t want a rese to sing. - And
I think wit is out of place where there’s great heauty; as L
wouldn’t have a queen to cut jokes on her throme. I say,
Pendennis,” here broke off the enthusiastic youth, “have you
got another cigar? Shall we go into Finch’s and have a
game of billiards? Just ome—it’s quite early yet. Or shall
we go into the Haunt? It’s Wednesday night you know,
when all the boys go.” We tap at a door in an old, old sireet
in Soho; an old maid with a kind, comical face opens the
door, and nods friendly, and says, “How do, sir? ain’t seen
vou this ever so long. How do, Mr. Noocom?” “Who's
here?” “Most everybody’s here.” We pass by a little snug
bar, in which a trim elderly lady is seated by a great fire, on
which boils an enormous kettle; while two gentlemen are
attacking a cold saddle of mutton and West India pickles;
hard by Mrs. Nokes’ the landlady’s elbow—swwith mutual bows
—we recognize Hickson, the sculptor, and Morgan, intrepid
Trish chieftain, chief of the reporters of the Morning Press
newspaper. We pass through a passage into a, back room,
and are received with a roar of welecome from a crowd of men
almost invisible in the smoke.

“I am right glad to see thee, boy!” cries a cheery veice
(that will never troll a chorus more). “We spake anon of thy
misfortune, gentle youth! and that thy warriors of Assaye
have charged the Academy in vain. Maybap thou frighienedst
the courtly school with barbarous visages of grisly war.
Pendennis, thou dost wear a thirsty look! Resplendent swell!
untwine thy choker white, and I will either stand a glass of
arog, or thou shalt pay the like for me, my lad, and tell us of
the fashionable world.” Thus spake the brave old Tom Sar-
jent, also one of the Press, one of the old boys; a good old
scholar, with a good old library of books, who had taken his
seat any time these forty years by the chimney-fire in this old
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Haunt; where painters, sculptors, men of let ters, actors, used
to congregate, passing pleasant hours in rough, kindly com-
munion, and many a day seeing the sunrise lighting the, rosy
street ere they parted, and Betsy put the useless lamp out
and closed the hospitable gates of the Haunt. :

The time is not very long since, though to-day is o changed.
As we think of it; the kind familiar faces rise up, and we hear
the pleasant voices and singing. There are they met, the
honest, hearty companions. In the days when the Haunt
was a haunt, stage-coaches were not _\'(:t-quite over. - Casinos
were not invented, clubs were rather rare luxuries: there were
sanded floors, triangular sawdust-boxes, pipes, and favern
parlors.  Young Smith and Brown, from the Temple, did not
go from chambers to dine at the Polyanthus, or the Megathe-
rium, off potage & la Bisque, turbot au gratin, cételettes & la
Whatdoyoucallem, and a pint of St. Emilion; but ordered
their beefsteak and pint of port from the “plump head-waiter
at the Coek”; did not disdain the pit of the theater; and for
a supper a homely refection at the tavern. How delightful
are the suppers in Charles Lamb to read of even mow!—the
cards—the puneh—the candles to be snuffed—the social
oysters—the modest cheer! Who ever snuffs a candle now?
What man has a domestic supper whose dinner-hour is eight
o’clock? ' Those little meetings, in the memory of many of
us yet, are gone quite away into the past. Fiveand-twenty
years ago is ‘a hundred years off—so much has our social life
changed in those five lusters. ' James Boswell himself. were
he to revisit London, would scarce venture to enter a tavern.
It is an institution as extinct as a hacknev-coach. Many a
grown man who pernses this historic page has never seen such
a vehiele, and only heard of Tum-punch as a drink which his
ancestors used to tipple.

Cheery old Tom Sarjent is surrounded at the Haunt by
a dozen of kind hoon companions. They toil all day at their
avocations of art, or letters; or law, and here meet for a harm-
less night’s recreation and converse. They talk of literature,
or politics, or pictures, or plays; socially banter one another
over their cheap cups: sing brave old rongs sometimes when
they are especially jolly—kindly ballads in praise of love and
winey famons maritime ditties in honor of old England. I
fancy I hear Jack Brent’s noble woice rolling out the sad,
generous refrain’ of “The Deserter,” “Then for that reason
and for a season we will be merry before we go,” or Michael
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Percy’s clear tenor caroling the Trish chorus of “What’s
that to anyone, whether or no!” or Mark Wilder shouting his
bottle song of “Garryowen na gloria.”" These songs were re-
garded with affection by the brave old frequenters of the
Haunt. A gentleman’s property in a song was considered
sacred. Tt was respectfully asked for; it was heard with the
more pleasure for being old. Honest Tom Sarjent! how the
times have changed since we saw thee! I believe the present
chief of the reporters of the newspaper (which responsi-
ble office Tom filled) zoes to Parliament in his brougham, and
dines with the Ministers of the Crown.

Around Tom are seated grave Royal Academicians, rising
gay Associates; writers of other journals besides the Pall
Mall Gazette: a barrister maybe, whose name will be famous
some day; a hewer of marble perhaps; a surgeon whose
patients have not come yet; and one or two men about town
who like this queer assembly better than haunts much more
splendid. Captain Shandon has been here, and his jokes are
preserved in the tradition of the place. Owlet, the philoso-
pher, came once and tried, as his wont is, to lecture, but his
metaphysics were beaten down by a storm of banter. Slatter,
who gave himself such airs because he wrote in the
Review, tried to air himself at the Haunt, but was choked
by the smoke, and silenced by the unanimous poohpoohing of
the assembly. Dick Walker, who rebelled secretly at Sarjent’s
authority, once thought to give himself consequence by bring-
ing a young lord from the Blue Posts, but he was so unmer-
cifully “chaffed” by Tom, that even the young lord laughed
at him. His lordship has been heard to say he had been taken
to “a monsus queeah place, queeah set of folks,” in a tap some-
where, though he went away quite delighted with Tom’s afia-
bility, but he never came again. He could not find the place
probably. You might pass the Haunt in the daytime and
not know it in the least. “I believe,” said Charley Ormond
(A. R. A. he was then), “T believe in the day there’s no such
place at all; and when Betsy turns the gas off at the door-lamp
ag we go away, the whole thing vanishes: the door, the honse,
the bar, the Haunt, Betsv, the beer-boy, Mrs. Nokes, and all.”
Tt has vanished; it is to be found no more; neither by night
nor by day—unless the ghosts of good fellows still haunt it.

As the genial talk and glass go round, and after Clive and
his friend have modestly answered the various queries put to
them by good old Tom Sarjent, the acknowledged Praeses of
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the assembly and Sachem of this venerable wigwam, the door
opens and another well-known figure is rec-.ogni?ied \r’ith shouts
as it emerges through the smoke. “Bayham, all haill” says
Tom.  “Frederick, i am right glad to see thee!”

i i}jgg[l-ljfl;nc;?{lziﬁl;;].dlEturbcd In spirit, and calls for a pint
"‘Hﬂst thou flown far, thou restless bird of night?” asks
F ;]it‘h('l' Tom, who loves speaking in blank verse. 3 i
I have come from Cursitor Street,” says Bayham in a low
tone. “I have been to see a poor devil in quod there. Is that
you, Pendennis? You know the man—Charles Honeyman.”

“What!” eries Clive, starting up. i

_“Ob, my prophetic soul, my uncle!” growls Bayham. I
did not see the young one; but ’tis true.” 1 :

The reader is aware that more than the three years have
elapsed, of which time the preceding pages contains the harm-
less thonic]e; and while Thomas Newcome’s leave has been
running out and Clive’s mustaches growing, the fate of other
persons connected with our story has also had its development
and their fortune has experienced its natural progress its
increase or decay. Our tale, such as it has hitherto been
arranged, has passed in leisurely scenes wherein the present
tense is perforce adopted; the writer acting as chorus to the
drama, and occasionally explaining, by hints or more open
sfatmnent;:. what has oceurred during the intervals of the acts;
and how it happens that the performers are in such or such a
posture. In the modern theater, as the play-going critic knows
the explanatory personage is usually of quite a third-rate m‘-
der. He is the two walking gentlemen friends of Sir Harry
Courtly, who welcome the young baronet to London, and dis-
course about the niggardliness of Harrv’s old uncle, the Na-
bob; and the depth of Courtly’s passion for Lady Annabel
the premiére amowreuse. He is the confidant in white linen
to the heroine in white satin. He is “Tom, you rascal,” the
valet or tiger, more or less impudent and ﬁéute—thaf,well-
known menial in top-boots and a livery-frock with red cuffs
and collar, whom Sir Harry always retains in his service, ad-
dresses with seurrilous familfarity, and pays so irregul;lrlv'
or he is Tucetta, Lady Annabel’s waiting-maid, who carries the
billets-douz and peeps into them; knows all about the family
affairs; pops the lover under the sofa; and sings a comic song
between the scenes. Our business now is to enter into Charles
Honeyman’s privacy, to peer into the secrets of that reverend
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sentleman, and to tell what has happened to him during the
past months, in ‘which he has made fitful though graceful
appearances on our stage.

While his nephew’s whiskers have been budding, and his
hrother-in-law has been spending his money and leave, Mr.
Honeyman’s hopes have been withering, his sermons growing
stale, his once blooming popularity drooping and running to
seed. Many causes have contributed to bring him to his
present melanchaly strait. When you go to Lady Whittlesea’s
chapel now, it is by no means crowded. Gaps are in the pews;
there is not the léast difficulty in getting a snug place near the
pulpit, whence the preacher can look over his pocket-handker-
chief and seé' Lord Dozeley no more; his lordship, has long
aone to sleep elsewhere; and a host of the fashionable faithful
have migrated too. - The incumbent ean no more cast his fine
eyes wpon the French bonmets of the female aristocracy and
see some of the loveliest faces in May Fair regarding him
with expressions’ of admiration. Aectual dowdy iradesmen of
the neighborhood are seated with their families in the aisles;
Ridley and his wife and son have one of the very best seats.
To be sure Ridley looks like a nobleman, with his large waist-
coat, bald head, and gilt book; J. J. has a fine head, but Mrs,
Ridley! cook and housekeeper is written on her round face.
The music is by no means of its former good quality. That
rebellions andill-conditioned basso Bellew has seceded, and.
seduced the four best singing boys, who now perform glees at
the Cave of Harmony. Honeyman has a right to speak of
persecution and to compare himself to a hermit in so far that
he preaches in a desert. Onee, like another hermit, St. Hie-
rome, he used to be visited by lions. None such come to him
now. Such lions as frequent the clergy are gone off to lick
the feet: of other ececlesiastics. They are weary of poor Honey-
man’s old germons.

Rivals have sprung up in the course of these three years—
have sprung up round about Honeyman and carried his flock
into their folds. -+ We know how such simple animals will leap
one after another; and that it is the sheepish way. Perhaps a
new pastor has come to the church of St. Jacob’s hard hy—
bold, resolute, bright, clear, a’scholar and no pedant; his
manly voice is thrilling in their ears, he speaks of life and eon-
duet, of practice as well as faith; and crowds of the most polite
and most intelligent, and best informed, and best dressed, and
most selfish people in the world come and hear him twice at
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least. There are so many well-informéd and well-dressed, etc.,
ete., people in the world that the succession|of them keeps St.
Jacob’s full for.a year or more. Then, it may be, a bawling
quack,who has neither knowledge, nor scllo]arsliip. nor charity,
but who frightens the public with denunciations, and rouses
them with the energy of his wrath, succeeds in bringing them
together for a while till they tire of his din and eurses. Mean-
while the good. quiet old churches round about ring their
accustomed bell; open their Sabbath gates, and receive their
tranquil congregations and sober priest, who has been busy all
the week, at schools and sick beds, with watehful teaching,
gentle counsel, and silent alms, \

Though we saw Honeyman but seldom, for his company
was not altogether awmsing, and his affectation, when one be-
came acquainted with it, very tiresome to witness, Fred Bay-
ham, from his garret at Mrs. Ridley’s, kept constant: watch
over the enrate, and told us of his proceedings from time to
time; ‘'When we heard the melancholy news first announced.
of course the intelligence damped the gayety of Clive and his
companion; and ‘F. B, who conducted all the affairs of life
with great gravity, telling Tom Sarjent that he had news of
importanee for our private ear, Tom, with still more oravity
than F. B.’s, said “GGo, my children, you had best discuss this
topic in & separate room, apart from the din‘and fun of a con-
vivial assembly;” and, ringing the bell, he bade Betsy bring
him another glass of rum-and-water, and one for Mr. Des-
borough, to be charged to him.

We adjourned to another parlor then, where gas was lighted
up; and F. B., overa pint of beer, narrated poor Honeyman’s
mishap.  “Saving your presence, Clive” said Bayham, “and
with every regard for the youthful bloom of vour youne heart’s
afféctions, your nuncle, Charles Honeyman, sir, is a bad lot. I
have known him these twenty years, since I was at his father’s
as o private pupil.  Old Miss Honeyman is one of those cards
which we call trumps—so was old Honeyman a trump; but
Charles and his sister 1 A

I stamped on ¥. B.’s foot under the table. - He seemed to
have forgotten that he was about to speak of Clive’s mother.

“Hem! of your poor mothér, —hem—I may say vidi fan-
¢wm. 1 scarcely knew her. She married very young: as 1 was
when she left Borehambury. But Charles exhibited his char-

acter at a very early age—and it was not a charming one—no,
by no means a model of virtue. He always had a genius for
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running into debt. He borrowed from every one of the pupils
—1I don’t know how he spent it except in hardbake and alycom-
paine—and even from old Nosey’s groom—pardon me, we used
to call your grandfather by that playful o;nthot (ho\»- will be
boys, you know)—even from 1110 doctor’s groom he took
money, and I recolleet thrashing Charles Honeyman for that
disgraceful action.

“At college, without any particular show, he was always in
debt and difficulties. Take warning by hlm dear youth! By
him and by me, if you like. See - me—me, . Bayham, de-
scended from the ancient kings that long the Tuscan scepter
swayed, dodge down a street to get out of sight of a hoot-shop,
and my colossal frame tremble if a chap puts his hand on my
shoulder, as you did, Pendennis, the other day in the Strand,
when I thought a straw might have knocked me down! I have
had my errors, Clive. I know ’em. Il take another pint of
beer, if you please. Betsy, has Mrs. Nokes any eold meat in
the bar? and an accustomed pickle? Ha! Give her my com-
pliments and say F. B. is hungry. I resume my tale. Faults
F. B. has, and knows it. Humbng he may have been some-
times; but I'm not such a complete humbug as Honeyman.”

Clive did not know how to look at this character of his
relative; but Clive’s companion burst into a fit of laughter, at
which F. B. nodded gravely, and resumed his narrative, “I
don’t know how mueh money he has had from your governor,
but this I can say, the half of it would make F. B. a happy
man. I don’t know out of how much the reverend party has
nobbled his poor old sister at Brighton. e has mortgaged
his chapel to Sherrick, I suppose you know, who is master of
it, and counld turn nim out any day. I don’t think Sherrick is
a bad fellow. I think he’s a good fellow; I have known him
do many a good turn to a chap in misfortune. He wants to
get into society; what more natural? That was why you were
asked to meet him the other day, and why he asked you to
dinner. T hope you had a good one, I wish he’d ask me.

“Then Moss has got Honeyman’s bills, and Moss’ brother-
in-law in Cursitor Street has faken possession of his revered
person. He is very welcome. Ome Jew has the chapel, another
Hebrew has the clergyman. It’s singular, ain’t it? Sherrick
might turn Lady Whittlesea into a synagogue and have the
Chief Rabbi into the pulpit, where my uncle the Bishop has
given out the text.

“The shares of that concern ain’t at a premium. T have had
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immense fun with Sherrick about it. I like the Hebrew, sir

He maddens with rage when F. B. goes and asks him whether
any more pews are let overhead. Hone)man begged and bm-
rowed in order to buy out the last man. I remember when
the speculation was famous, when all the boxes (I mean the
pews) were taken for the season, and you couldn’t get a place,
come ever so early. Then Honeyman was spoilt, and gave
his sezmons over and over again. Peo ple got sick of seeing
the old humbug cry, the old eroc odile‘. Then we tried the
mueical dodge. F. B. came forward, sir, there. That was a
coup; I did it, sir. Bellew wouldn’t have sung for any man
but me—and for two-and-twenty months I kept him as sober
as Father Matthew. Then Honeyman didn’t pay him; there
was a row in the sacred building, and Bellew retired. Then
Sherrick must meddle in it. And, having heard a chap out
Hampstead way who Sherrick thought would do, Honeyman
was forced to engage him, regardless of expense. You recol-
lect the fellow, sir! The Rev. Simeon Rawkins, the lowest of
the Low Church, sir—a red-haired, dumpy man, who gasped
at his h’s and spoke with a Lancashire twang—he’d no more
do for May Fair than Grimaldi for Macheth. He and Honey-
man used to fight like cat and dog in the vestry; and he drove
away a third part of the congregation. He was an honest man
and an able man too, though not a sound churchman [F. B.
said this with a very edifying gravity]: I told Sherrick this
the very day T heard him. And if he had spoken to me on the
subject I might have saved him a pretty penny—a precious
deal more than the paltry sum which he and I had a quarrel
about at that time—a matter of business, sir—a pecuniary
difference about a small three months’ thmg which caused a
temporary estrangement between us. As for Honeyman, he
used to cry about it. Your uncle is great in the lachrymatory
line, Clive Newcome. He used to go with tears in his eyes
to Sherrick, and implore him mnot to have Rawkins, but he
would. And I must say for poor Charles that the failure of
Lady Whittlesea’s has not been altogether Charles’ fanlt; and
that Sherrick hag kicked down that property.

“Well then, sir, poor Charles thought to make it all right
by marrying Mrs. Brumby—and she was very fond of him and
the thing was all but done, in spite of her sons, who were in a
rage, as you may fancy. But Charley, sir, has such a propen-
gity for ]mmburr that he will tell lies when there is no earthly
good in lying. He represented his chapel at twelve hundred a
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year, his private means as so and so; ‘and when he came to
hook up with Briggs, the lawyer, Mrs. Brumby’s brother, it
was found that he lied and prevaricated so.that the widow, in
actual disgust, would have nothing more to do with him. She
was a wm:d woman of business, and managed the hat shop for
nine years while poor Brumby was at Dr. Tokely’s. A first-
rate shop it was too. 1 introduced Charles to it. My uncle, the
bishop, had his shovels there; and they used for a considerable
period to cover this humble roof with {iles,” said T B., tapping
1ii< _capacious forehead. “T am sure he might have had Brom-

he added, in his melancholy tones, “but for those unlucky
hu She didn’t want money. She had plenty. She longed to
-rut mto society, mld was bent on marrying a gentleman.

3ut what I can’t pardon in Honeyman is the way in'which
he lm~ done poor old Ridley and his wife. I took him there
you know, thinking they would send their bills in' once a
month; that he was doing a good business: in fact that T had
put ’em into a good thing, And the fellow has told me o
score of times that he and the Ridleys were all right. But he
has not only not paid his lodgings, but he has had money of
them; he has given dinners; he has made Ridley pay for wine.
He has kept paying lodgers out of the house, and he tfells me
all with a bur»f of tears, when he sent for me to Lazarus’
to-night, and I went to him, sir, because he was in distrese—
went into the lion’s den, sir!” ‘-«l\\] B., looking around nobly.
“I don’t know how much he owes them; hecause, of course,
you know, the sum he mentions ain’t the right one. He never
does tell the truth—does Charles. But think of the pluck of
those good Ridleys never saying a single word to F. B. aboni
the debt! ‘We are poor, but we have saved some money and
can lie out of it.. And we think Mr. Honeyman will pay ns,’
says Mis. Ridley to me this very evening. And she thrilled my
heart-strings, sir; .and T took her in my arms, and kissed the
old woman,” says Bayham; “and I rather astonished little Miss
Cann, and yvoung J. J., who came in with a picture under his
arm. . But she said she had kissed Master Frederick Tong before
J. J. was born—and so she had; that good and faithful ser-
vant—and my emotion in embracing ‘her 'was manly, sir,
manly.”

Here old Betsy came in to say that the supper “was a-waitin’
for Mr. Bayham and if, was a-cettin® very. late: and we left
F: B. to his meal; and hidding adien to Mis. \()kel, Clive and
I went each fo our habitation.

THE NEWCOMES.,

CHAPTER XXVIL

IN WHICH COLONEL NEWCOME’S HORSES ARE SOLD.

At an early hour the next morning I was not surprised to
see Colonel Newcome at ‘my lenl:eh to whom Clive had
communicated Bayham’s nnportanr news of the night before.
The Colonel’s object, as anyone who knew him need scarcely
be told, was to rescue his brother-in-law; and being ignorant
of lawyers, sherifis’ officers, and their proceedings, he be-
thought him that he would apply to Lamb Court for infor-
mation, and in so far showed some prudence, for at least I
knew more of the world and its ways than my simple client,
and was enabled to make better terms for the unfortunate
prisoner, or rather for Colonel Newcome, who was the real
sufferer, than Honeyman’s creditors might otherwise have
been (1]\1')&\0(] to give.

T thought it would be more prudent that our good Samari-
tan s mnld not see the vicetim of rogues whom he was about to
succor; and left him to entertain himself with- Mr. Warring-
ton in Lamb Court, while I sped to the lock-up house, where
the May Fair pet was confined. A sickly smile played over
his countenance as he beheld me when I was ushered to his
private room. The reverend gentleman was not shaved; he
had partaken of breakfast. Isawa glass which had once con-
tained brandy on the dirty tray wherean his meal was placed;
a greasy novel from a Chaneery Lane library lay on the table
but he was at present occupied in writing ene or more of those
great long letters, those laborious, ornate, eloquent statements,
those documents so prefusely underlined, in which the machi-
nations of villains are laid bare with italic fervor; the eold-
ness, to use no harsher phrase, of friends on whom reliance
might have been placed; the outrageous conduct of Solomons;
the astonishing failure of Smith to pay a sum of money on
which he had counted as on the Bank of England; finally,
the infallible certainty of repaying (with what  heartfelt
thanks need mot be said) the loan of so many pounds mnext
Saturday week at farthest. All this; which some readers in
the eourse of their experience have read no doubt in many
handwritings, was duly set forth by peor Honeyman, There
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