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your Rodrigue? What do you mean, Viscount?” says Bel-
size, Jack T*!vlnm1 once more, and he dashed his hand across
his eyes. “Kew hasriled me and he drove me half wild. 1
ain’h mu(h of a Frenchman, but I know enough of what you
said, to §ay it’s true, by Jove, and that Frank Kew’s a trump.
That’s what you mean. - Give ms your. hand, Frank. God
bless you, old boy: don’t be too ‘hard upon me, you know
I’m 'd—d miserable, that T ‘am. Hullo.* What's this?’
Jack’s pathetic speech was interrupted at this instant, for the
Vicomte de Tlorac in his enthusiasm rushed into his arms, and
jumped up toward his face and proceeded to kiss Jack. A
roar of immense langhter, as he shook the little Viscount off,
cleared the air and ended this quarrel.

Everybody wmwl in' this chorus, the Frenchman with the
rest, who said, “he loved to laugh mé ‘me when he did not know
why.” And now cime the moment of the evening, when! Clive
‘L(‘()III'II” to Lord Kew’s saying, behaved so well and pre-
vented Barnes from incurring a great danger. » In truth, what
Mr. Clive did or’ said amounted exactly to nothing. What
moments can we not all remember in our lives when it wounld
have been so much wittier and wiser to say and do nothing?

Florae, a 'very sober drinker:like most of his mation, was
blessed with a very fine ‘appetite, which, as he said; renewed
itself thrice a day at least. THe mnow: proposed supper, and
poor Jaek was for supper-too, and especially more drink, cham-
pagne and seltzer-water; “bring champagne and seltzer water,
il:(.m is nothing like it.” . Clive could not u]qn(l to this enter-
tainment, which was ordered forthwith, andthe four young
men sat down to share it.

While Florae was partaking of his favorite écrevisses, giv-
ing not only his palate but his hands, his beard, his mustaches
and cheeks a full enjoyment of the sance which he found so
delicious, he chose to revert mow and again to the oceurrences
which had just passed, and which had better perhaps have been
forgotten, and gayly rallied Belsize upon hig warlike humor.
“If ze petit prétendu was here, w hat would you have done wiz
him, Jac? = You would croquer ’im; like zis écrevisse, hein?
You would mache his bones, hein?”

Jack, who had forgotten to’'put the seltzer water into his
ehampdgno writhed at' the idea of having Barnes Newcome
before him, and swore, could he but see J:mnea5 he would take
the little villain’s life.

And but for Clive, Jack might actually have beheld his
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enemy. Young Clive after the meal went to the window with
his eternal cigar, and of course bcs:nn to look at That Other
window. Here, as he looked, a carriage had at the moment
driven up. He saw two servants do<cond then two gentlemen,
and then he heard a well-known voice swearing at the couriers.

To his eredit be it said he checked the exclamation which was
on his lips, and when he came back to the table did not an-
nounce to Kew or his right-hand neighbor Belsize that his un-
cle and Barnes had arrived. Belsize, by this time, had had
quite too much wine; \\lwn the Viscount went away, poor
.’chk’ head was nodding; he had been awake all the night
before; sleepless for how many nights previous. He scarce
took any mnotice of the Frenchman’s departure,

Lord Kew remained. He was for taking Jack to walk, and
for reasoning with him farther, and for entering more at large
than p(‘;h“ll)‘\ he chose to do before the two others upon this
family dispute. Clive took a momcn* to whisper to Lord Kew,
“My uncle and Barnes are arrived, don’t let Belsize go out;
for goodness’ sake let us get him to hed.”

And, lest the poor fellow should take a faney to visit his
mistress by moonlight, when he was safe in his room Lord
Kew softly turned the key in Mr. Jack’s door.

CHAPTER XXX,
A RETREAT.

As Clive lay awake, revolving the strange mmden’(c of the
day, and speculating upon the trlzrfedv in which he had been
==uddenlv called to take a certain part, a sure presentiment told
him that his own happy holiday was come fo an end, and that
the clouds and storm which he had always somehow foreboded,
were about to break and obscure this brief pleasant, period of
sunshine. He rose at a very early hour, flung his windows
open, looked out no douh t toward those other windows in
the neighboring hotel, where he may have fancied he saw a
curtain stirring, drawn by a hand that eve ry hour now he
longed more to press. He turned hack into his chamber with
a sort of groan, and surveyed some of the relics of the last
night’s little feast, which still remained on the table. There
were the champagne flasks which poor Jack Belsize had emp-
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tied; the tall seltzer-water bottle, from which the gases had
issued and mingled with the hot air of the previous night’s
t ]x\ glasses w ith <l"m_r.~ of liquor, ashes of cigars, or their black
gtumps, strewing the cloth; the dead men, the burst fmm of
I'.(.hl"_l'.‘..l_‘; s battle. Early.as it was, his neighbor J. J. had
been up before him.  Clive could hear him singing, as was his
wont when the pencil went well, and the colors arranged them-
selves to his satisfaction over his peaceful and happy work.

He pulled his own drawing table to the window, set out his
imud and color box, filled a great glass from the seltzer-water
bottle, dmnl\ some of the vapid In{um' and plunged his brushes
in the rest, with which he began to paint. The work all went
wrong. l here was no song for him over his labor: he dashed
brush and board aside after a-while, opened his drawers, pulled
out his portmanteaus from under the bed, and fell to packing
mechanically. J. J. heard the noise from the next room, and

ime in smiling, with a great painting brush in his mouth.

"!In\(e he bills in,” says Clive. = “Leave your cards on your

nds, old boy; say good-by to that pretty little strawberry
girl whose picture you have been doing; polish it off to-day,
and dry the little thing’s tears. I read P.P.C. in the stars
last night, and my familiar spirit came to me in a vision, and
gaid, ‘Clive, son of Thomas, put thy traveling boots on.”

Lest any premature moralist should prepare to cry fie against
the good, pure-minded little J. J., I hereby state that his
strawberry girl was a little village maiden of seven years old,
whose sweet little picture a bishop purchased at the next year’s
Exhibition.

“Are you going already?” cries J. J., removing the brush
out of his mouth. “I thought you had arranged parties for a
week to come, and that the princesses and the duchesses had
positively forbidden the departure of your lordship!”

“We have dallied at Capua long enough,” says Clive; “and
the legions have the route for Rome. So wills Hannibal, the
son of Hasdrubal.”

“The son of Hazdrubal is quite right,” his companion an-
swered; “the sooner we march the better. I have always said
it. I will get all the accounts in. Hannibal has been living
like a voluptuous Carthaginian prince. One, two, three cham-
nagne bottles! There will be a deuce of a bill to pay.”

“Ah! there will be a deuce of a bill to pay,” says Clive,
with a groan whereof J. J. knew the portent; for the young
men had the confidence of youth one in another, Clive was
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accustomed to pour out his full heart to any crony who was
near him; and indeed, had he spoken never a word, his growing
attachment to his cousin was not hard to see. A Imm?ml
times, and with the glowing language and feelings of youth,

with the fire of his twenty years, with the ardor of a painter, l.c
had -pu'.u n of her and described her.  Her magnanimous sim-
plicity, her courage and lofty scorn, her kindness toward her

little f: imily, her form, her trlm ious color of rich carnation and
dazzling white, her qlwe'nl}, grace when, quiescent and in mo-
tion, had constantly formed the subjects of this young gentle-
man’s ardent eulogies. As he looked at a great picture or
statue, as the “Venus” of Milo, ealm and dcvp unfathoma bly
beautiful as the sea from which she sprung; as he looked at the
rushing “Aurora” of the Rospigliosi, or the “.\--umpnun of
Titian, more bright and glorious than sunshine. or that divine
“Madonna and Divine Infant” of Dresden, whose sweet faces
must have shone upon Raphael out of Heaven; Clive’s heart
sang hymns, as it were, before these gracious altars; and,
gsomewhat as he worshiped these masterpieces of his art, he
admired the beauty of Ethel.

J. J, felt these things exquisitely after his manner, and en-
joyed honest Clive’s mode of celebration and rapturous fiori-
ture of song; but Ridley’s natural note was much gentler, and
he sang his hymns in plaintive minors, Ethel was all that
was bright and beautiful, but—but she was engaged to Lord
Kew. The shrewd kind confidant used gently to hint the sad
fact to the impetuous hero of this piece. The impetuous hero
knew this guite well. As he was sitting over his painting-
board he would break forth frequently, after his manner, in
which langhter and sentiment were mingled, and roar out with
all the force of his healthy young lungs:

But her heart it is another’s, she never—can—be—mine;

and then hero and confidant wounld langh, each at his drawing
table. Miss Ethel went between the two gentlemen by the
name of Alice Grey.

Very likely Night, the Gray Mentor, had =r|\en Clive New-
come the benefit of his sad counsel: - Poor Belsize’s agony, and

‘the wretchedness of the young lady whe shared in the desper-

ate pa~-1011 may have set our young man a-thinking; and Lord

Kew’s frankness and courage and honor, whereof Clive had

been a witness during the night, touched his heart with a gen-

erous admiration, and manned him for a trial which he felt
91
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was indeed severe. He thought of the dear old father plow-
ing the seas on the way to his duty, and was determined by
Heaven’s help, to do his own. Only three weeks since, when
strolling careless about Bonn, he had lighted upon Ethel and
the laughing group of little cousins, he was a boy as they were,
thinking but of the enjoyment of the day and the sunshine, as
careless as those children. And now the thoughts and pas-
sions which had sprung up in a week or two had given him an
experience such as years do not always furnish; and our friend
was to show not only that he could feel love in his heart, but
that he could give proof of courage, and self-denial, and honor.

“Do you remember, J. J.,” says he, as hoots and breeches
went plunging into the portmanteau, and with immense energy
he pummels down one upon the other, “do you remember [a
dig into the snowy bosom of a dress cambric shirt] my dear
old father’s only campaign story of his running away [a fright-
ful blow into the ribs of a waistcoat], running away at Asseer-
Ghur!”

“ Asseer-What?” says J. J., wondering.

“The sicge of Asseer-Ghur!” says Clive, “fought in the event-
ful year 1803; Lieutenant Newcome, who has very neat legs,
let me tell you, which also he has imparted to his descend-
ants, had pﬁt on 4 new pair of leather }n_'eeches:, for he likes to
go handsomely dressed into action. THis horse was shot, the
enemy were upon him, and the governor had to choose between
death and retreat. I have heard his brother officers say that
my dear old father was the bravest man they ever knew, the
coolest hand, sir. What do you think it was Lieutenant New-
come’s duty to do under these circumstances? To remain
alone as he was, his troop having turned about, and to be cut
down by the Mahratta horsemen—to perish or to run, sir?”’

“T know which I should have done,” says Ridley.

“Exactly. Lieutenant Newcome adopted that course. His
brand-new leather breeches were exceedingly tight, and greatly
impeded the rapidity of his retreating movement, but he ran
away, sir, and afterward begot your obedient servant. That
is the history of tha battle of Asseer-Ghur.”

“And now for the moral,” says J. J., not a little amused.

“J. J., old boy, this is my battle of Asseer-Ghur. I am off.
Dip into the money-bag; pay the people; be generous, J. J.
but not too prodigal. The chambermaid is ugly, yet let her
not want for a crown to console her at our departure. The
waiters have been brisk and servile, reward the slaves for their
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labors. Torget not the humble boots, so shall he bless us when
we depart. For artists are gentlemen, though Ethel does not
think so. De—No—~God bless her, God bless her,” groans out
Clive, cramming his two fists into his eyes. If Ridley admired
him before, he thought none the worse of him now. And if
any generous young fellow in life reads the Fable, which may
possibly concern him, let him take a senior’s counsel and re-
member that there are perils in our battle, God help us, from
which the bravest had best run away.

Early as the morning yet was, Clive had a visitor, and the
door opened to let in Lord Kew’s honest face. Ridley retreated
before it into his own den; the appearance of earls scared the
modest painter, though he was proud and pleased that his
Clive should have their company. Lord Kew, indeed, lived in
more splendid apartments on the first floor of the hotel, Clive
and his friend occupying a couple of spacious chambers on the
second story. “You are an early bird,” says Kew. “I got
up myself in & panic before daylight almost; Jack was making
a deuce of a row in his room, and fit to blow the door out. I
have been coaxing him for this hour; I wish we had thought
of giving him a dose of laudanum last night; if it finished
him, poor old boy, it would do him no harm.” And then,
laughing, he gave Clive an account of his interview with
Barnes on the previous night. “You seem to be packing up
to go, too,” says Lord Kew, with a momentary glance of hu-
mor darting from his keen eyes. “The weather is breaking
up here, and if you are going to cross the St. Gothard. as the
Newcomes told me, the sooner the better. It’s bitter cold
over the mountains in October.”

“Very cold,” says Clive, biting his nails.

“Post or Vett?” asked my Lord.

“I bought a carriage at Frankfort,” says Clive, in an off-
hand manner. . :

“Hullo!” eries the other, who was perfectly kind, and en-
tirely frank and pleasant, and showed no difference in his con-
versation with men of any degree, except, perhaps, that to his
inferiors in station he was a little more polite than to his
equals;. but who would as soon have thought of a young artist
leaving Baden in a carriage of his own as of his riding away
on a dragon. :

“I only gave twenty pounds for the carriage, it’s a little light
thing; we are two, a couple of horses carry us and our traps,
you know, and we can stop where we like. I don’t depend
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upon my profession,” Clive added, with a blush. “T made
three guineas once, and that is the only money I ever gained
in my life.”

“0f course, my dear fellow, have not I been to your father’s
house? At that pretty ball, and seen no end of fine people
there? We are young swells. I know that very well. We
only paint for pleasure.”

“We are artists, and we intend to paint for money, my
lord,” says Clive. “Will your lordship give me an order?”

“My lordship serves me right,” the other said.  “I think,
Newcome, as you are going, I think you might do some folks
here a good furn, though the service is rather a disagreeable
one. Jack Belsize is not fit to be left alone. 1 can’t go away
from here just now for reasons of state. Do be a good fellow
and take him with you. Put the Alps between him and this
confounded business, and if I can serve you in any way I shall
be delighted, if you will furnish me with the oceasion. Jack
does not know yet that our amiable Barnes is here. T know
how fond you are of him. T have heard the story—glass of
claret and all. We all love Barnes. ' How that poor Lady
(lara can have accepted him the Lord knows. We are fear-

fully and wonderfully made, especially women.”

“Good Heavens,” Clive broke out, “can it be possible that
a voung creature can have been brought to like such a selfish
insolent coxecomb as that, such a cocktail as Barnes Newcome?

You know very well, Lord Kew, what his life is. There was
a poor girl whom he brought out of a Newcome factory when
he was a boy himself, and might have had a heart one would
have thought, whom he ill-treated, whom he deserted, and
flung out of doors without a penny, upon some pretense of her
infidelity toward him; who came and actually sat down on the
stepe of Park Lane with a child on each side of her, and not
their cries and their hunger, but the fear of his own .-:‘]1{1!1!0 and
a dread of a police court forced him to give her a maintenance.
I never see the fellow but T loathe him, and long to kick him
out of window; and this man is to marry a noble young lady
becanse, forsooth, he is a partner in a bank, gn_d heir to seven
or eight thousand a year. Oh, it is a shame, it is a shame! Tt
makes me sick when I think of the lot which the poor thing
is to endure.” f 5

Tt is not a nice story,” said Lord Kew, rolling a cigarette;
“Barnes is not a nice man. T give you that in. You have not
heard it talked about in the family, have you?”
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“Giood Heavens! you don’t suppose that I would speak to
Ethel, Miss Newecome, about such a foul subject as that?”
cries Clive. “I never mentioned it to my own father. He
would have turned Barnes out of his doors if he had known it.”

“It was the talk about town, I know,” Kew said dryly.
“Everything is told in those confounded clubs. I told you I
give up Barnes. T like him no more than you do. He may
have treated the woman ill, T suspect he has not an angelic
temper; but in this matter he has not been so bad, so very
bad as it would seem. The first step is wrong of course—
those factory towns—that sort of thing, you know—well, well,
the commencement of the business was a bad one. . But he is
not the only sinnerin London. He has declared on his honor
to me when the matter was talked about, and he was coming
on election at Bays’, and ‘was as nearly pilled as any man I
ever knew in my life—he declared on his word that he only
parted from Mrs. Delacy (Mrs. Delacy the poor devil used to
call herself) because he found that she had served him—as
such women will serve men. He offered to send his children
to school in Yorkshire—rather a cheap school—but she would
not part with them. She made a scandal in oxder to get good
terms, and she succeeded. He was anxious to break the con-
nection; he owned it hung like a millstone round his neck,
and caused him a great deal of remorse—annoyance you may
callit.  He was immensely cut up about it. I remember when
that fellow was hanged for murdering a woman, Barnes said
he did not wonder at his having done it. Young men make
those connections in their early lives, and rue them all their
days after. = He was heartily sorry, that we may take for grant-
ed. He wished to lead a proper life. My grandmother man-
aged this business with the Dorkings, Lady Kew still pulls
stroke-oar in our boat, you know, and the old woman will not
give up her place. They know everything the elders do. He
is a clever fellow. Heis witty in his way. When he likes he
can make himself quite agreeable to some people. There has
been mno sort of force. You don’t suppose young ladies are
confined in dungeons and subjected to tortures, do you? But
there is a brood of Pulleyns at Chanticlere, and old Dorking
has nothing to give them. His daughter accepted Barnes of
her own free will, he knowing perfectly well of that previous
affair with Jack. The poor devil bursts into the place yester-
day, and the girl drops down in a faint. - She will see Belsize,
this very day if he likes. I took a mote from Lady Dorking




328 THE  NEWCOMES,

to him at five o’elock this morning. I‘f he fancies that there
is any constraint put upon Lady (']:11':15 actions, sho‘wlll t‘vfll
him with her own lips that she has acted of her own free \\-11.._
She will marry the husband she has chosen, and do her dut:\
by him. You are quite a young un, who boil and 11'21]1 up
with indignation at the il_lll)i'i that a g1.1‘-l hardly off with an
re should take on with a new T s :
Gh}'llu-.:t(n not indignant with her,” says Clive, “for breaking
with Belsize, but for marrying Barnes.’
“You hate him, and you know he is your enemy; and].'_ll.‘-r
deed, young fellow, he does not compliment you ]111 }eI.] king
about vou. A pretty young scapegrace he has mac .L"}llJ:l a--}-ﬂ..l
to be, and very likely thinks you to be. Tt d_('-ponldr- ut.l\ the
colors in which a fellow is painted. Our friends ;Tu .kull’l}
enemies draw us—and I often think b‘ntI) plc'turcs’ are Ill 9:1
continued the easy world-philosopher. “You hate Bar Il(’::}'di.-t\
cannot see any good in him. Jle sees none in you. .] e
have been tremendous shindies in Park Lane apropos ui“.\-(?l‘lfl’i'
worship, and of a subject ‘\\“111(.‘]1 I don’t care to nmn{mn. ;11;[
Lord Kew, with some dignity: "all‘._Ll what is the upshot of ﬂ.‘
I like you; I like your father, I think he

? ea
this malevolence? ather, I think h
is a noble old boy; there are those who represented him as a

sordid schemer. Give Mr. Barnes the benefit _nf common
charity at any rate; and let others 111{{: him, if you do not..

~ «And as for this romance of love,” the young m,ahl.emar{
went on, kindling as he spoke, and forgetting tllu_sli‘ilg an

colloquialisms with which we garnish all our c_onl\e%'.:aticofxi:r?t
“this fine picture of Jenny and Jessamy falling in \ops 8 el
sight, billing and cooing in an arbor, and retiring .lofa jc‘()][‘ age
afterward to go on cooing and billing—pshaw! \'.‘]l‘dt ol.} is
this! It is good for romances, and for misses to ;:1{:]% :_1):.:[1.},
but any man who walks through the world with l:._ls u_\_ealo}zl.u
knows how senseless is all this rubbish. I don’t say 1 1?[, Aa‘.
voung man and woman are not to meet, and to fall in ;Ju‘
that instant, and to marry that day year, and love each iOrt her
till they are a hundred; that is the supreme l(Jt—hl)lt_{[ 1at is
the lot which the gods only grant h? Baueis :md ]hl‘oumrk
and a very, very few besides. As for the rest, the)_mlus
compromise; make themselves as comfortable ]'(1!1 tliiu Lax:;
and take the good and the bad together. Anc as rfn“)pni_.
Jenny and Jessamy, by Jove! look round among )_Uulr l,ltlil. r.-f,
count up the love matches, and see what has been .t 1le l'..llll{ ?1
most of them! Love in a cottage! Who is to pay the land-
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jord for the cottage? Who is to pay for Jenny’s tea and
cream, and Jessamy’s mutton chops? Tf he has cold mutton,
he will quarrel with her. If there is nothing in the cupboard,
a pretty meal they make. No, you cry out against peonle in
our world making money marriages. Why, kings and queens
marry on the same understanding. My butcher has saved a
stockingful of money, and marries his' daughter to a young
salesman; Mr. and Mre. Salesman prosper in life, and get an
alderman’s daughter for their son. My attorney looks out
among his clients for an eligible husband for Miss Deeds;
sends his son to the bar, into Parliament, where he cuts a
figure and becomes attorney general, makes a fortune, has a
house in Belgrave Square, and marries Miss Deeds of the sec-
ond generation to a peer. Do not accuse us of being more
sordid than our neighbors. We do but as the world does;
and a girl in our society accepts the best parti which offers
itself, just as Miss Chummey, when entreated by two young
gentlemen oft the order of costermongers, inclines to the one
who rides from market on a moke rather than to the gen-
tleman who sells his greens from a handbasket.”

This tirade, which his lordship delivered with considerable
spirit, was intended no doubt to carry a moral for Clive’s pri-
vate hearing; and which, to do him justice, the youth was
not slow to eomprehend. The point was, “Young man, if
certain persons of rank choose to receive you very kindly, who
have but a comely face, good manners, and three or four hun-
dred pounds & year, do not presume upon their good nature,
or indulge in certain ambitious hopes which your vanity may
induce you to form. Sail down the stream with the brass-
pots, Master Earthen-pot, but beware of coming too near!
You are a nice young man, but there are some prizes which
are too good for you, and are meant for your betters. And
you might as well ask the prime minister for the next vacant
Garter as expect to wear on your breast such a star ag Ethel
Newcome.”

Before Clive made his accustomed visit to his friends at the
hotel opposite, the last oreat plenipotentiary had arrived who
was to take part in the family congress of Baden. In place of
Ethel’s flushing cheeks and bright eyes, Clive found, on enter-
ing Lady Ann Newcome’s sitting room, the parchment-covered
features, and the well-known hooked beak of the old Countess
of Kew. To support the glances from beneath the bushy black
eyebrows on each side of that promontory was no pleasant
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matter. The whole family cowered under Lady Kew’s eyes
and nose, and she ruled by force of them. It was only Ethel
whom these awful features did not utterly subdue and dismay.

Besides Lady Kew, Clive had the pleasure of finding his
lordship her grandson, Lady Ann and children of various sizes,
and Mr. Barnes; not one of whom was the person whom Clive
desired to behold.

The queer glance in Kew’s eye directed toward Clive, who
was himself not by any means deficient in perception, informed
him that there had just been a conversation in which his own
name had figured. Having been abusing C 11\0 extravagantly,
as he did whenever he mentioned his cousin’s name, Barnes
must needs hang his head when the young fellow came in.
His hand was yet on the chamber door, and Barnes was calling
him misereant and secoundrel within; so no wonder Barnes had
a hang-dog look." But as for Lady Kew, that veteran diplo-
matist allowed no gigns of discomfiture, or any other emotion,
to display themselves on her ancient countenance.® Her bushy
eyebrows were groves of mystery, her unfathomable eyes were
wells of gloom.

She gratified Clive by a momentary loan of two knuckly old
ﬁnfre['-,_ which he wad at liberty to hold or to drop; and then
he went on to enjoy the 1{11(11\ of chaking hands with Mr.
Barnes, who, observing and enjoying his conifusion over Lady
Kew’s reception, determined to try Clive in the same way, and
he gave Clive at the same time a supercilious “How de dah.”
which the other would have liked to drive down his throat. A
constant desire to throttle Mr. Barnes—to beat him on'the nose
—to send him flying out of window, was a sentiment with
which this singular young man inspired many persons whom
he accosted. ~ A biographer ought to be impartial, yvet T own,
in a modified degree, to have partaken of this sentiment. He
looked very much younger than his actual time of life, and was
not of commanding stature; but patromized his equals, nay,
let us say his betters, so insufferably that a common wish for
hig suppression existed among many persons in society.

Clive told me of this little ¢ircumstance, and I am sorry to
say of his own subsequent ill' behavior. “We were standing
apart from the ladies,” so Clive narrated, “when Barnes and I
had 'our little passage of arms. He had tried the finger busi-
ness upon me before, and I had before told him, either to
shake hands or to leave it alone. You know the way in which
the impudent little beggar stands astride, and sticks his little
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feet out. I brought my heel well down on his confounded
little varnished toe, and gave it a serunch which made Mr.
Barnes shrick out one of his loudest oaths.”

“D— clumsy ,” screamed . out Barnes.

Clive .said, in a low voice, “I thought vou only swore at
women, Barnes.” o l

“It is you that say things before women, Clive,” cries his
cousin, looking very furious.

Mr. Clive lost all patience. “In what company, Barnes,
would you like me to say that I think you are a snob? Will
you 11.1\0 it on the Parade? Come out, and I will speak to
you,”

“Barnes can’t go out on the parade,” eries Lord Kew, burst-
ing oul mefhm” “there’s another gentleman there \mntmfr
him.” And two of the three young men enjoyed this joke ex-
ceedingly. I doubt whether Barnes Newcome Newcome, Esq.,
of Newcome, was one of the persons amused.

*“What \\u]\udm:a are you three hoys merhmtr at?”’ cries
Lady Ann, perfectly innocent and good- mtmc’d “no good I
will be bound. Come here, Clive.” Our young friend, 1t must
be premised, had no sooner received the thrust of Lady Kew’s
two fingers on entering, than it had been intimated to him
that his interview with th.lt gracious 1.1:1\ was at an end. For
she had instantly called her ddu'fht(' to her, with whom her
ladyship fell a-w lu~perm<‘r. and then it was that Clive retreated
fmm Lady Kew’s hand, to fall into Barnes’.

“Clive trod on Barnes’ foe.” cries out cheery Lord Kew,
“and has hurt Barnes’ favorite corn so that he cannot go ou’f
and is m:tua}h' obliged to keep the room. That’s what we were
langhing at.’

“Hem!” growled Lady Kew. She knew to what her grand-
son alluded. Lord Kew had represented Jack Belsize, and his
thundering big stick, in the most terrific colors to the family
council. The 101\0 was too good a one not to serve twice.

Lady Ann, i her w ]‘l-])(‘l(‘d conversation with the old
Countess, had possibly deprecated her mother’s anger toward
poor Clive, for when he came up to the two ladies, the younger
took his hand with great kindness, and said, “My dear Clive,
We are Yery sorry you are going. You were of the greatest use
to us on the journey. I am sure you have been uncommonly
good-natured and obliging, and we shall all miss you very
much.” Her frent](,nem smote the generous young fellow. and
an emotion of gratitude toward her for hcmrf 80 comps vassionate
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to him in his misery, caused his cheeks to hlm] and his eyes
perhaps to moisten. “Thank you, dear aunt,” says he, “vou
have been very good and kind to me. It is I that shall feel
lonely; but—but it is quite time that I should go to my work.”

“Quite time!” said the severe possessor of the eagle heak.
“Baden is a bad place for young men. They make acquaint-
ances here of which very little good can come. The y frequent
the gaming tables, and live with the most :1|~wp11t(1blo French
viscounts. We have heard of your goings on, sir. It is a great
pity that Colonel Newcome did not take you with him to In-
dia.”

“My dear mamma,” cries Lady Ann, “I am sure Clive has
been a very good boy indeed.” The old lady’s morality put a
stop to Clive’s pathetic mood, and he replied with a great deal
of spirit, “Dear Lady Ann, you have been always very good,
and kindness is nothing surprising from you; but Lady Kew’s
advice, which I should not have ventured to ask, is an unex-
pected favor; my father knows the extent of the gambling
transactions to which your ladyship was pleased to allude, and
introduced me to the gentleman whose acquaintance you don’t
geem to think eligible.”

“My good young man, I think it is time you were off,” Lady
Kew ald this time with great good-humor; she liked Clive’s
spirit, and as long as he interfered with none of her plans, was
quite digposed to be friendly with him. “Go to Rome, go to
Florence, go wherever you like, and study very hard, and make
very good pictures, and come back again, and we shall all be
very glad to see you. You have great talents; these sketches
are really capital.’

“Ts not he very clever, mamma?” said kind Lady Ann,
eagerly. Clive felt the pathetic mood coming on again, and an
immense desire to hug Lady Ann in his arms, and to kiss her.
How grateful we are—how touched a frank and generous heart
is for a kind word extended to us in our pain! The pressure
of a tender hand nerves a man for an operation, and cheers
him for the dreadful interview with the surgeon.

The cool old operator, who had taken Mr. Clive’s case in
hand, now produced her shining knife, and executed the first
cut with perfect neatness and precision. “We are come here,
as I suppose you know, Mr. Newcome, upon family matters,
and I frankly tell you that I think, for your own sake, you
would be much better away. I wrote my dmicrhtvr a great
scolding when I heard that you were in this place.”
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“But it was by the merest chance, mamma, indeed it was,”
cries Lady Ann.

“Of course, by the merest chance, and by the merest chance
I heard of it, foo. A little bird came and told me at Kissingen.
You have no more sense, Ann, than a goose. I have told you
so a hundred times. Lady Ann requested vou to stay and I,
my good young friend, lt‘f|l‘t"vt you to go away.

“I needed no request,” said Clive. “AMy going, Lady Kew,
is my own act. I was going without requiring any guide to
show me to the door.”

“No doubt you were, and my arrival is the signal for Mr.
Newcome’s bonjour. 1 am Bogey, and I frighten everybody
away. By the scene which you witnessed v-lr'1da‘ my good
young friend, and all that painful esclandre on the ]nomon.u]c
you must see how absurd, and l.lr]]l"[l()ll- and wicked—yes,
wicked it is for parents to allow intimacies to spring up be-
tween young people which can only lead to disgrace and unhap-
piness. Lﬂd\ Dorking was another good- natured goose. I had
not arrived yesterday ten minutes, when my maid came run-
ning in to tell me of what had occurred on the promenade;
and, tired as I was, I went that instant to Jane Dorking and
i assed the evening with her, and that poor little creature to
whom Captain Belsize behaved so cruelly. She does not care

a fig for him—not one fig. Her childish inclination is passed
away these two years, w hile Mr, Jack was performing his feats
in prison; and if the wretch flatters himself that it was on his
account she was agitated yesterday, he is perfectly mistaken,
and you may tell him Lady Kew said so. She is subject to
fainting fits. Dr. Finck has beon attending her ever since she
has been here. She fﬂ]nwd only last Tu(n-dm at the sight of
a rat walking about their lodgings (they have dreadful lodg-
ings, the Dorkings), and no wonder she was frightened at the
nwht of that great coarse tipsy wretch! She is engaged, as vou
]um\, to your connection, my grandson Barmes—in all re-
spects a most eligible union. The rank of life of the pauie*
suits them to one another. She is a good young woman, and
Barnes has experienced from persons of another sort such hor-
rors that he will know the blessing of domestic virtue. It was
high time he should. I say all this in perfect frankness to you.

“Go back again and | Ln in the garden, little brats” (this
to the innocents who (.nne frisking in from the lawn in front
of the windows). “You have hwn? And Barnes sent you
here? Go up to Miss Quigley. No,stop. Go and tell Ethel to
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come down; bring her down with you. Do you understand "

The unconscious infants toddle upstairs to their sister; and
Lady Kew blandly says, “Ethel’s engagement to my grand-
son, Lord Kew, has long been settled in our family, though
these things are best not talked about until they are quite de-
termined, you know, my dear Mr. Newcome. When we saw
you and your father in London, we heard that you, foo—that
you, too, were engaged to a young lady in your own rank of
life, a Miss—what was her name?—DMiss MacPherson, Miss
Mackenzie. Your aunt, Mrs. Hobson Newecome, who T must
say is a most blundering, silly person, had set about this story.
It appears there is no truth in it. Do not look surprised that
I know about your affairs. ' I am an old witch, and know num-
bers of things.”

And, indeed, how Lady Kew came to know this fact, wheth-
er her maid corresponded with Lady Ann’s maid, what her
ladyship’s means of information were, avowed or occult, this
biographer has never been able to ascertain. Very likely Ethel,
who in these last three weeks had been made aware of that in-
teresting circumstance, had announced it to Lady Kew in the
course of a cross-examination, and there may have been a bat-
tle between the granddaughter and the grandmother, of which
the family chronicler of the Newcomes has had no precise
knowledge. That there were many such I know—skirmishes,
sieces, and general engagements. When we hear the guns
and see the wounded we know there has heen a fight. Who
knows. had there been a battle royal, and was Miss Newcome
having her wounds dressed upstairs?

“Y ou will like to say good-bye to your cousin, I know,” Lady
Kew continued, with imperturbable placidity. “Ethel, my
dear. here is Mr. Clive Newcome, who has come to bid us all
good-bye.” The little girls came trotting down at this moment,
each holding & 'skirt of their elder sister. She looked rather
pale, but her expression was haughty-—almost fierce.

Clive rose up, as she entered, from the sofa by the old
Countess’ side, which place she had pointed him to take during
the amputation. He rose up and put his hair back off his face,
and said very calmly, “Yes, I am come to'say good-bye. My
holidays are over, and Ridley and I are off for Rome. Good-
bye, and God bless you, Ethel.”

" She gave him her hand and said, “Good-bye, Clive,” but her
hand did not return his pressure, and dropped to her side when

he let it go.
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Hearing the words good-bye, little Alice burst into a howl,
and little Maude, who was an impetuous little thing, stamped
her little red shoes and said, “It g’an’t be good-bye. Tlive ’an’t
go.” Alice, roaring, clung hold of Clive’s trousers. He took
them up gayly, each on an arm, as he had done a hundred
times, and tossed the children on to his shoulders, where they
used to like to pull his yellow mustaches. ‘He kissed the little
hands and faces, and a moment after was gone.

“Qulas-tu?’ says M. de Florac, meeting him going over the
bridge to his own hotel. “Qu’as-tu, mon petit Claive? ' Est-ce
quon vient de tarracher une dent?”

“(Pest ca,” says Clive, and walked into the Hétel de France.

“Hullo, J. J.! Ridley!” he sang out. “Order the trap out,
and let’s be off.”

“T thought we were not to march till to-morrow,” says J. J.,
divining perhaps that some catastrophe had occurred.

Indeed, Mr. Clive was going a day sooner than he had
intended. He woke: at Fribourg the next morning: It was
the grand old cathedral he looked at, not Baden of the pine-
clad hills, of the pretty walks and the lime-tree avenues. Not
Baden, the prettiest booth of all Vanity Fair. The crowds and
the music, the gambling tables and the cadaverous croupiers
and chinking gold, were far out of sight and hearing. There
was one window in the Hétel de Hollande that he thought of;
how a fair arm used to open it in the early morning; how the
muslin curtain in the morning air swayed to and fro. He
would have given how much to see it once more! Walking
about at Fribourg in the night, away from his companions,
he had thought of ordering horses, galloping back to Baden,
and once again under that window, calling “Ethel, Ethel.”
But he came back to his room and the quiet J..J., and to poor
Jack Belgize, who had had his tooth taken out, too.

We had almost forgotten Jack, who took a back seat in
Clive’s carriage, as befits a secondary personage in this history,
and Clive, in truth, had almost forgotten him, too. But Jack
having his own ecares and business, and having crammed his
own carpetbag, brought it down without a word, and Clive
found him environed in smoke when he came down to take his
place in the little britzska. I wonder whether the window at
the Hotel de Hollande saw him go? There are some curtains
behind which no historian, however prying, is allowed to peep.

“Tiens, le petit part,” says Florac of the cigar, who was
always sauntering.

S~
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Yes, we go,” says Clive. “There is a fourth place, Vis-

count; will you come, too?”
I would love it well,” replies Florac
I;[llcu}(m. My cousin and seigneur M. Je D
all the way from Bagnéres de Bicorre
me; affaires Ll‘(’*lzils.(};ﬁnutb isac i
“How pleased the duchess will be. Easy with that bae!”
shouts Clive. “How pleased the princess will be.” 11.1 (':I]
he hardly knew what he was saying. . e
“Vous croyez; vous L'l'OL‘-'OZ,”LS‘d\L'-; M. de Florac
have a fourth place I know who had best take it.””
“And who is that?” asked the young traveler .
~Lorcl Kew and Barnes Newcome, Esq. ca'mc- out of the
Haotel de Hollande at this moment. B;n'no;s!unk b-ilck ~=o(~in1f:
Jack Belsize’s hairy face. Kew ran over the hridrré “Good-
bye, (‘.]n-'v‘. Good-bye, Jack.” “Good-bye, Kew.” It wasa :'L”-
handshaking. Away goes the postilion blowing his “1(‘31‘11”'{ :li
young Hannibal has left Capua behind him, o

He says he counts on

“As you

CHAPTER XXXI.
MME. LA DUCHESSE.

In one of Clive Newcome’s letters from Baden, the voune
man described to me, with considerable humor and numerous
illustrations, as his wont was, a great lady to \\‘Iinm he \('f‘t“
%:re.-:ent’ed at that watering place by his friend Lord I\'e--:;
i e S B e
e Loy '.E-- \ce being an old .1_'1101111 of his lord-
ey i} eis the “Q” of Mme. d’Ivry’s book of travels
“Footprints of the Gazelle, by a daughter of the Crusaders »
in which sh_v“]'n'a.\‘s so fervently for Lord Kew’s éuni\‘(er::hl:.r}
He is the “Q” who rescued the princess from the Arabs. and
performed many a feat which lives in her glowing pages " He
persists in saying that he never rescued Mme. la Princesse from
any Arabs at all, except from one beggar who was bawling out
for backsheesh, and whom Kew drove away with a stick They
made pilgrimages to all the holy places, and a piteous sight it
was, said Lord Kew, to see the old prince in the J‘GI.'H:H}OI]]
processions at Baster, pacing with bare feet and a candle. Here
Lord Kew separated from the prince’s party. His name

“but I am here en
ue d’Ivry is coming
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does not occur in the last part of the “Footprints;” which,
in truth, are filled full of strange rhapsodies, adventures which
nobody ever saw but the princess, and mystic disquisitions.
She hesitates at nothing, like other poets of her nation; not
profoundly learned, she invents where she has not acquired;
mingles together religion and the opera; and performs Pari-
sian pas de ballet before the gates of monasteries and the cells
of anchorites. She describes, as if she had herself witnessed
the catastrophe, the passage of the Red Sea; and as if there
were no doubt of the transaction, an unhappy love affair be-
tween Pharaoh’s eldest son and Moses’ daughter. At Cairo,
apropos of Joseph’s granaries, she enters into a furious tirade
against Potiphar, whom she paints as an old savage, guspicious
and a tyrant. They generally have a copy of the “Footprints
of the Gazelle” at the circulating library at Baden, as Mme.
d’Tvry constantly visits that watering place. M. le Duc was
not pleased with the book, which was published entirely with-
out his concurrence, and which he describes as one of ten
thousand follies of Mme. la Duchesse.

This nobleman was five-and-forty years older than his
duchess. France is the country where that sweet Christian
institution of mariage de convenance (which so many folks
of the family about which this story treats are engaged in ar-
ranging) is most in vogue. There the newspapers daily an-
nounce that M. de Foy has a burean de confiance where fam-
ilies may arrange marriages for their sons and daughters in
perfect comfort and security. It is but a question of money
on one side and the other. Mademoiselle has so many francs
of dot: Monsieur has such and such rentes or lands in posses-
gion or reversion, an étude d’'avoué, a shop with a certain
clientéle bringing him such and such an income, which may be
doubled by the judicious addition of so much capital, and the
pretty little matrimonial arrangement is concluded (the agent
touching his percentage), or broken off, and nobody unhappy,
and the world none the wiser. The consequences of the sys-
tem I do not pretend personally to know: but if the light lit-
erature of a conntry is a reflex of its manners, and French nov-
els are a picture of French life, a pretty society must that be
into the midst of which the London reader may walk in twelve
hours from this time of perusal, and from which only twenty
miles of sea separate us.

When the old Duke d’Tvry, of the ancient nobility of France,
an emigrant with Artois, a warrior with Condé, an exile dur-
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