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Binnie was convinced; Clive’s friend. the Frenchman, and
through that connection the house of Higg of Newcome and
Manchester, entered into the affair; and among the minor
contributors in England we may mention Miss Cann, who
took a little fifty-pound-note share, and dear old Miss Honey-
man; and J. J., and his father, Ridley, who brought a small
bag of savings—all knowing that their Colonel, who was eager
that his friends should participate in his good fortune, would
never lead them wrong. To Clive’s surprise Mrs. Mackenzie,
between whom and himself there was a considerable coolness,
came fo his chambers, and with a solemn injunction that the
matter between them should be quite private, requested him
to purchase fifteen hundred pounds’ worth of Bundelcund
shares for her and her darling girls, which he did, astonished
to find the thrifty widow in possession of so much money.
Had Mr. Pendennis’ mind not been bent at this moment on
quite other: subjects, he might have increased his own for-
tune by the Bundelcund Bank speculation; but in these two
years I was engaged in matrimonial affairs (having Clive New-
come, Ksq., as my groomsman on a certain interesting occa-
gion). When we returned from our tour abroad the India
Bank shares were so very high that I did not care to purchase,
though I found an affectionate letter from our good Colonel
(enjoining me to make my fortune) awaiting me at the agent’s,
and my wife received a pair of beautiful Cashmere shawls from
the same kind friend. :

CHAPTER XI.

CONTAINS AT LEAST SIX MORE COURSES AND TWO
DESSERTS.

The banker’s dinner party over, we returned to our apart-
ments, having dropped Major Pendennis at his lodgings, and
there, as the custom is among most friendly married couples,
talked over the company and the dinner. I thought my wife
would naturally have liked Sir Barnes Newcome, who was very
attentive to her, took her to dinner as the bride, and talked
ceaselessly to her during the whole entertainment.

Laura said No—she did not know why—could there be any
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better reason? There was a tone about Sir Barnes Newcome
she did not like—especially in his manner to women.

I remarked that he spoke sharply and in a sneering manner
to his wife, and treated one or two remarks which she made
as if she was an idiot.

Mrs. Pendennis flung up her head as much as to say, “And
g0 she is.”

Mr. Pendennis. What, the wife, too, my dear Laura! I
should have thought such a pretty, simple, innocent young
woman, with just enough good looks to make her pass muster,
who is very well bred and not brilliant at all—I should have
thought such a one might have secured a sister’s approbation.

Mrs. Pendennis. You faney we are all jealous of one
another. No protests of ours can take that notion out of your
heads. My dear Pen, I do not intend to try. We are not
jealous of mediocrity; we are not patient of it. I dare say we
are angry because we see men admire it so. You gentlemen,
who pretend to be our betters, give yourselves such airs of
protection, and profess such a lofty superiority over us, prove
it' by quitting the cleverest woman in the room for the first
pair of bright eyes and dimpled cheeks that enter. It was
those charms which attracted you in Lady Clara, sir.

Pendennis. I think she is very pretty, and very innocent
and artless.

Mrs. P. Not very pretty, and perhaps not so very artless.

Pendennis.  How can you tell, you wicked woman—are you
such a profound deceiver yourself, that you can instantly
detect artifice in others? O Laura!

Mrs. P. We can detect all sorts of things. The inferior
animals have instinets, you know [I must say my wife is al-
ways very satirical upon this point of the relative rank of the
sexes|. One thing I am sure of is that she is not happy; and
O Pen! that she does not care much for her little girl.

Pendennis. How do you know that, my dear?

Mrs. P. We went upstairs to see the child after dinner.
It was at my wish. The mother did not offer to go. The
child was awake and crying. Lady Clara did not offer to take
it. Ethel—Miss Newcome—took it, rather to my surprise, for
she seems very haughty, and the nurse, who I suppose was at
supper, came running up at the noise, and then the poor little
thing was quiet. :

Pendennis. I remember we heard the music as the dining
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room door was open; and Newcome said, “That is what yon
will have to expect, Pendennis.”

Mrs. P, Hush, sir!  If my bhaby eries, I think you must
expect me to run out of the room. I liked Miss Newcome
after seeing her with the poor little thing. She looked so
handsome as she walked with it! I longed to have it myself.

Pendennis. Tout vient & fin G qui sait

Mrs. P. Don’t be silly. What a dreadfunl, dreadful place
this great world of yours is, Arthur; where husbands do not
seem to care for their wives; where mothers do not love their
children; where children love their nurses hest; where men
talke what they call gallantry!

Pendennis. © What?

Mrs, P.  Yes, such as that dreary, langunid, pale, bald, ca-
daverous, leering man whispered to me, 'Oh, how I dislike
him! I am sure he is unkind to his wife. I am sure he has a
bad teraper; and if there is any excuse for

Pendennis.  For what?

Mrs. P.. For nothing. But you heard yourself that he had
a bad temper and spoke sneeringly to his wife. ‘What counld
make her marry him?

Pendennis. « Money, and the desire of papa and mamma.
For the same reason Clive’s flame, poor Miss Newcome, was
brought out to-day; that vacant seat at her side was for Lord
Farintosh, who did not eome.. And the Marquis not being
present, the Baron took his innings. Did you not see how
tender he was to her, and how fieree poor, Clive looked?

Mrs. P. Lord Highgate was very attentive to Miss: New-
come, was He?

Pendennis. -~ And some years ago Lord Highgate was break-
ing his heart about whom do you think? About Lady Clara
Pulleyn, our hostess of last night. He was Jack Belsize then,
a younger son, plunged over head and ears in debt; and of
course there could be mo marriage. Clive was present at
Baden when a térrible scene took place, and carried off poor
Jack to Switzerland and Italy, where he remained till his
father died, and he came into the title in which he rejoices.
And now he is off with the old love; Laura, and on with the
new. Why do you look at me s0? Are you thinking that
other people have heen in love two or three times too?

Mrs. P. T am thinking that I should not like to live in
London, Arthur.

And this was all that Mrs. Laura could be brought to say.
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When this young woman chooses to be silent, there is no power
that can extract’a 'word from her. It is true that she is gener-
ally in the right; but that is only thé more aggravating,
Indeed, what-ean be  more provoking, after a di.s*i]ute with
your wife; than to find it is you and not'she who has been in
the wrong?

Sir Barnes Neweome politely caused us to understand that
the entertainment of which we had just partaken was given
in ‘honor of the bride. Clive must needs not be outdone in
hospitality;' and invited us and others to a fine feast at the
Star ‘and ‘Gartér at Richmond, where Mrs. Pendennis was
placed at his right hand. - I smile as T think how much dining
has been already commemorated in thesd veracious pages; but
the story is an everyday record; and does mot dining form
a certain part'of the pleasure and business of every day? It
Is at that 'pleasant hour that our sex has ‘the privilege of
meeting'the other.  The morning man and woman alike de-
vote to business; or pass mainly in the company of their own
kind. “+John has his office; Jane her household. her nOrsery,
her'milliner; hér daughters and their masters. In the country
he has his hunting, his fishing, his farming, his letters; she
her seliools, her' poor, her garden, or what not. Parted
through ‘the shining hours, and improving them, let us trust,
we 'come together toward sunset only. © We make merry and
amuse ourselves; we chat with our pretty neighbor, or survey
the young ones sporting; we make love and are jealous; we
danee, or obsequiously turn over the leaves of Uecilia’s music
book; " we play 'whist, or go to sleep in the armchair, aceord-
ing to ‘our ages and conditions. Snooze gently in thy arm-
chair, thou easy baldhead! play your whist, or read your
novels, ‘or talk scandal over your work, ye worthy dowagers
and fogies! ' Meanwhile the young ones frisk about, or dance,
or &ing, or laugh; or whisper behind curtains in moonlit
windows; or shirk away into the'garden, and come back smell-
ing of ‘¢igars; nature having made them do so.

Nature at this time irresistibly impelled Clive Newcome
toward lovemaking. Tt was pairing season with him. Mr.
Clive was now some three-and-twenty years old; enough has
been said about his good looks, which were in truth sufficient
to make him a match for the young lady on whom he had set
hig heart, and from whom, during this entertainment which
he gave to my wife, he could never keép'his eyes away  for
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three minutes. Laura’s did not need to be so keen as they
were in order to see what poor Clive’s condition was. She did
not in the least grudge the young fellow’s inattention to her-
self; or feel hurt that he did not seem to listen when she
spoke; she conversed with J. J., her neighbor, who was very
modest and agreeable; while her husbhand, not so well pleased,
had Mrs. Hobson Newcome for his partner during the chief
part of the entertainment. Mrs. Hobson and Lady Clara
were the matrons who gave the sanction of their presence to
this bachelor party. Neither of their husbands could come
to Clive’s little féte; had they not the City and the House of
Commons to attend? My uncle, Major Pendennis, was anoth-
er of the guests; who for his part found the party was what
you young fellows call very slow. Dreading Mrs. Hobson and
her powers of conversation, the old gentleman nimbly skipped
out of her neighborhood, and fell by the side of Lord High-
gate, to whom the Major was inclined to make himself very
pleasant. But Lord Highgate’s broad back was turned upon
his neighbor, who was forced to tell stories to Captain Crack-
thorpe which had amused dukes and marquises in former days,
and were surely quite good enough for any baron in this realm.
“Lord Highgate sweet upon la belle Newcome, is he?” said the
testy Major afterward. “He seemed to me to talk to Lady
Clara the whole time. When I awoke in the garden after din-
ner, as Mrs. Hobson was telling one of her confounded long
stories, I found her audience was diminished to one. Crack-
thorpe, Lord Highgate, and Lady Clara, we had all been sitting
there when the bankeress cut in (in the midst of a very good
story I was telling them, which entertained them very much),
and never ceased talking till I fell off into a doze. When I
roused myself, becad, she was still going on. Crackthorpe
was off, smoking a cigar on the terrace; my Lord and Lady
Clara were nowhere; and your four, with the little painter,
were chatting cozily in another arbor. Behaved himself very
well, the little painter. Doosid good dinner Ellis gave us.
But as far as Highgate being auz soins with la belle Banquiére,
trust me, my boy, he is—upon my word, my dear, it seemed
to me his thoughts went quite another way. To be sure,
Lady Clara is a belle Banquiére too now. He! he! hel How
could he say he had no carriage to go home in? He came
down in Crackthorpe’s cab, who passed us just now, driving
back young Whatdyecall the painter.”

Thus did the Major discourse, as we returned toward the
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city. I could see in the open carriage which followed us
(Lady Clara Newcome’s) Lord Highgate’s white hat by Clive’s
on the back seat.

Laura looked at her hushand. The same thought may have
crossed their minds, though neither uttered it; but although
Sir Barnes and Lady Clara Newcome offered us other civilities
during our stay in London, no inducements conld induce
Laura to accept the proffered friendship of that lady. When
Lady Clara called, my wife was not at home; when she in-
vited us, Laura pleaded engagements. At first she bestowed
on Miss Newcome, oo, a share of this haughty dislike, and
rejected the advances which that young lady, who professed
to like my wife very mueh; made toward an intimacy. When
I appealed to her—for Newcome’s house was after all a very
pleasant one, and you met the best people there—my wife
looked at me with an expression of something like scorn, and
said: “Why don’t I like Miss Newcome? Of course because
I am jealous of her—all women, you know, Arthur, are jealous
of such beauties.” I could get for a long while no better
explanation than these sneers for my wife’s antipathy toward
this branch of the Newcome family; but an event came pres-
ently which silenced my remonstrances, and showed to me
that Laura had judged Barnes and his wife only too well.

Poor Mrs. Hobson Newcome had reason to be sulky at the
neglect which all the Richmond party showed her, for nobody,
not even Major Pendennis, as we have seen, would listen fo
her intellectual conversation; nobody, not even Lord High-
gate, would drive back to town in her carriage, though the
vehicle was large and empty, and Lady Clara’s barouche, in
which his lordship chose to take a. place, had already three
occupants within it; but in spite of these rebuffs and disap-
pointments the virtuous lady of Bryanstone Square was hent
upon being good-natured and hospitable; and I have to
record, in the present chapter, yet one more feast of which Mr.
and Mrs. Pendennis partook at the expense of the most re-
spectable Newcome family.

Although Mrs. Laura here also appeared, and had the
place of honor in her character of bride, I am bound to own
my opinion that Mrs. Hobson only made us the pretext of her
party, and that in reality it was given to persons of a much
more exalted rank. We were the first to arrive, our good old
Major, the most punctual of men, bearing us company. Our
Lostess was arrayed in unusual state and splendor; her fat
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neck was ornamented with jewels, rich bracelets decorated
her arms, and this Bryanstone Square Cornelia had likewise
her family jewels distributed around her, priceless male and
female Newcome gems—from the King’s College youth, with
whom we have made a brief acquaintance, and his elder sister,
now entering into the world, down to the last little ornament
of the nursery, in a prodigious new sash, with ringlets hot and
crisp from the tongs of a Marylebone hairdresser. We had
seen the cherub faces of some of these darlings pressed against
the drawing-room windows as our carriage drove up to the
door; when, after a few minutes’ conversation, another vehi-
cle arrived, away they dashed into the windows again, the
innocent little dears erying out, “Here’s the Marquis:” and in
sadder tones, “No, it isn’t the Marquis,” by which artless ex-
pressions they showed how eager they were to behold an ex-
pected guest of a rank only inferior to dukes in this great
empire,

Putting two and two together, as the saying is, it was not
difficult for me to guess who the expected marquis was—and,
indeed, the King’s College youth set that question’at once to
rest, by wagging his head at me, and winking his eye, and
saying, “We expect Farintosh.”

“Why, my dearest children,” Matronly Virtue exclaimed,
“this anxiety to hehold the young Marquis of Parintosh, whom
we expect at our modest table, Mrs. Pendennis, to-day? Twice
vou have heen at'the windows in vour eagerness to look for
him. Louisa, you silly child, do you imagine that his lordship
will ‘apipear in his robes and coronet? “Rodolf, you absurd
boy, do you think that a marquid is other than a man? T
have never admired aught but intellect, Mrs. Pendennis: that,
let us be thankful, is' the only true title to distinetion in eur
country nowadays.”

“Begad, sit,)”” whispers the old Major to me, “intellect may
be a doosid fine thing, but in my opinion a marquisate and
eighteén or twenty thousand a year—T should say the Favin-
tosh property, with the Glenlivat estate, and the Roy property
i England, must be worth nineteeri’ thousand a vear at the
very lowest figure: dand'T remember when this young man’s
father was only Tom Roy of the Forty-second, with no hope
of suceeeding to the title, and doosidly out at elbows too—
I say, what does the bankeress mean by chatting about intel-
Jéet? Hang me, a marquis is a marquiz: ‘and Mrs. Neweome
knows it as well as T do.” My good Major was growing old,
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and was not unnaturally a little testy at the manuer in which
his hostess received him. Truth to tell, she barely took any
notice of him, and cut down a couple of the old gentleman’s
stories before he had been five minutes in the room.

Lo our party presently comes the host with a flurried coun-
tenance, in a white waistcoat, holding in his hand an open let-
ter, toward which his wife looks with some alarm. “How
d’ye do, Lady Clara? how d’ye do, Ethel?” he says, saluting
those ladies, whom the second carriage had brought to us.
“Sir Barnes is not coming, that’s one place vacant; that,
Lady Clara, you won’t mind, you see him at home; but here’s
a disappointment for you, Miss Newcome: Lord Farintosh
can’t come,”

At this two of the children cry out “Oh! oh!” with such a
melancholy accent that Miss Newcome and Lady Clara burst
out laughing, ,

“Got a dreadful toothache,” said Mr. Hobson; “here’s his
letter.”

“Hang it, what a bore!” cries artless young King’s College.

“Why a, bore, Samuel? A bore, as you call it, for Lord
Farintosh, 1 grant; but do you suppose that the high in station
are exempt from the ills of mortality? I know nothing more
paiaful than a toothache,” exclaims a virtwous matron, using
the words of philosophy, hut showing the countenance of
anger.

“Hang it, why didn’t he have it out?” says Samuel,

Miss Kthel laughed. “Lord Farintosh would not have that
tooth out for the world, Samuel,” she cried gayly. “He keeps
it in on purpose, and it always aches when he does not wWant
to go out to dinner.”

“I know one humble family who will never ask him again,”
Mrs. Hobson exclaims, rustling in all her silks; and tapping
her fan and her foot. The eclipse, however, passes off her
countenance and light is restored, when at this moment, a cab
having driven up during the period of darkness, the door is
flung open and Lord Highgate is announced by a lond-voiced
butler.

My wife being still the bride on this occasion, had the
honor of being led to the dinner table by our banker and host,
Lord Highgate was resexrved for Mzs. Hobson, whoin an
engaging manner requested poor Clive.to conduct his consin
Maria to:dinner, handing over Miss Xthel to another guest.
Our Major gave his arm to Lady Clara, and I perceived that
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my wife looked very grave as he passed the place where she sat,
and seated Lady Clara in the next ch ir to that which Lord
Highgate chanced to occupy. Feeling himself en veine and
the company being otherwise rather mum and silent, my
uncle told a number of delightful anecdotes ahout the beau

monde of his time, about the Peninsular war, the Regent,
I'm.mmell Lord Steyne, Pea Green Payne, and so forth. He
said the evening was very pleasant, though some others of
the party, as it .lppsnued 0 me, scarcely se 'm-\d to think so.
Clive had not a word for his cousin Maria, but looked across
the table at Ethel all dinner time. What could Ethel have
to say to her partner, old Colonel Sir Donald M’Craw, who
gobbled and drank as his wont is, and if he had a remark to
make, imparted it to Mrs. Hobson, at whose right hand he
was sitting, and to whom, during the whole course, or courses,
of the dinner, my Lord Highgate scarcely uttered one single
word ?

His lordship was whispering all the while into the ringlets
of Lady Clara; they were talking a jargon which their hostess
scarcely understood of people only known to her by her study
of the peerage. When we joined the ladies after dinner, Lord
Highgate again made way toward Lady Clara, and at an order
from her, as T thought, left her ladyship and strove hard to
engage in a conversation with Mrs. Newcome. I hope he sue-
ceeded in smoothing the frowns in that round little face.
Mrs. Laura, I own, was as grave as a judge all the evening;
very grave even and reserved with my uncle, when the hour for
parting came, and we took him home.

“He, he!” said the old man, coughing, and nodding his
old head and laughing in his senile manner, when I saw him
on the next day; “that was a pleasant evening we had yes-
terday; doosid pleasant, and I think my two neighbors seemed
to be uncommonly pleased with each other; not an amusing
fellow, that young painter of yours, though he is good-look-
ing enough, but there’s no conversation in him. Do you
think of giving a little dinner, Arthur, in return for these
hospitalities? “Greenwich hey, or something of that sort?
T’ll go you halves, sir, and we'll ask the young bfml\f-r and
bankeress—not yesterday’s Amphitryon nor his wife: no, no,
hang it! but Barnes Newecome is a devilish clever, risinr; man,
and moves in about as good society as any in London. We'll
ask him and Tady Clara and Highgate, and one or two more,
and have a pleasant party.”
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But to this proposal, when the old man communicated it
to her, in a very quiet, simple, artless way, Laura with a flush-
ing face said No quite abruptly, and quitted the room, rustling
in her silks, and showing at once dignity and indignation.

Not many more feasts was Arthur Pendennis, senior, to
have in this world. Not many more great men was he to
flatter, nor schemes to wink at, nor earthly pleasures to enjoy.
His lunrr days were well-nigh ended; on his last couch, which
Laura tended so affectionately, with his last breath almost, he
faltered out to me, “I had other views for you, my boy, and
once hoped to see you in a higher position in life; but I begin
to think now, .\r[lmr that I was wrong; and as for that crlrl
gir, I am sure she is an angel.”

May I not inseribe the words with a grateful heart? Blessed
he—blessed though maybe unde<erv1ntr—who has the love of
a good woman.

CHAPTER XIIL
CLIVE IN NEW QUARTERS,

My wife was much better pleased with Clive than with some
of his relatives to whom I had presented her. His face carried
a recommendation with it that few honest people could resist.
He was always a welcome friend in our lodgings, and even our
uncle the Major signified his approval of the lad as a young
fellow of very good manners and feelings, who, if he chose to
throw himself away and be a painter, me foi, was rich enough
no doubt to follow his own caprices. = Clive executed a capital
head of Major Pendennis; which now hangs in our drawing
room at Fairoaks and reminds me of that friend of my youth.
Clive occupied ancient lofty chambers in Hanover Square now,
He had furnished them in an antique manner with hangings,
cabinets, carved work, Venice glasses; fine prints, and water-
color sketches of good pictures by his own and other hands.
He had horses to ride, and a liberal purseful of paternal
monev Many fine equipages drew up opposite to his cham-
bers; few artists had such luck as young Mr: Clive. And
above ]11:- own chambers were other three which the young
gentleman had hired, and where, says he, “I hope ere very
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