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wrata and indignation of Colonel Newcome.
ilp scorned the name! He would die as he 1
time for his sovereign.

He a republican,
B f 1]-.“1 bled many a
e an enemy of our beloved h!
He esteemed and honored. it as !Ii!.h.‘ltL"(IhflIiJ(':l.l[')l\].:jS)lFI:tlll:lr”i':!.'
superstitions of Rome. (Yells from the Irish 1'1; the crow il')
tle an enemy of the House of Lords! He held it to be Itl'la
,‘;;fv;_:ua‘ml of the constitution and the legitimate Ipri:'e of vid
most illustrious, naval, military. ;mdluml_—h-wtf‘ hl-r--.zi'r
l["'ulllt‘e%l cheers.)  He repelled with seorn the c!:l:;;"(l -i“-ub-t]?-‘
of the journal whick had assailed him; 1 didanioieeg
her (-m"pirre ':mrI 1‘1‘; in\-‘n-rt' g = ']{i.gfll_ft.-\' ola dl'”n.' to subvert
: : sult the dignity of her erown?
T 7.\[“»1‘ this second speech at the Town Hall. it was asserted
by a considerable party in Newcome that Old Tom (as the
mob familiarly called him) was a Tory. Wwhile an equal numb, ‘,(
:xf"‘l‘l'vf_l that he was a Radical. Mp. Potts .iri.'v] Itu‘ I‘:-w ;_]‘I-]il'-:\::
hlf statements, a work in which I should think the ‘-1]~-1"j-.ti
|-:hf[p' of the Independent had no little difficulty “H:l i
nothing about it,” poor Clive said with a r-i”‘ll‘." “his politics
are all sentiment and kindness: he will im:(» 'EII:J“;;‘“IH: 1'” 1
paid double wages, and does not remember that Hu"('l-]‘?c;:"-“"
would be ruined: you have heard him. Pen ng in this
way at his own table, :

1e asked, laying his

» kno

talking in this

i , but when he ¢omes out armed cap-a
pied, and careers against windmills in public, don’t you see
that as Don Quixote’s son I had rather the dear 1 :
gentleman wag at home?”

S0 this fainéant took but little part in the el
doings .

brave old

0 tLI]!)I]CCI]H;,
I ( ]fll]l( no (] YV al00 1](]]11 11 2 mee IS, an Olr II“-
- » g 1 er .tln{_, y & d C 1C .
dn(l $1H bl] hOlL‘:Cb W hﬁl(.‘ hl“_ f«!thel o "llrt]b:l‘ﬂ.‘; were d,:.“cl[!b]((l.

CHAPTER XXX.
A LETTER AND A RECONCILIATION,
Miss Ethel Newcome to Mrs. Pendennis,

Dearest Laura: I have not written to you for many weeks npa
There have been some things too trivial, and somg to?)elﬁilr?u?r;
vyrite about; some things I know I shall write of if I begin ;':nd
vet that T know I had best leave; for of what good is laokihp ta
the past now? Why vex you or myself by reverting to it? D

not every day bring its own duty and tas i

k, and are these pot
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enough to occupy one? What a fright you must have had with
my little goddaughter! Thank Heaven she is well now, and re-
stored to you. You and your husband, I know, do not think it
egsential, but I do, most essential, and am very grateful that she
was taken to church before her illness.

Is Mr. Pendennis proceeding with his canvass? I try and avoid
a certain subject, but it will come. You know who is canvassing
against us here. My poor uncle has met with very considerable
success amongst the lower classes. He makes them rambling
speeches at which my brother and his friends laugh, but which
the people applaud. I saw him only yesterday on the balcony of
the King's Arms, speaking to a great mob who were cheering
vociferously below. I had met him before. He would not even
stop and give his Ethel of old days his hand. I would have given
him I don’t know what for one kiss, for one kind word; but he
passed on and would not answer me. He thinks me—what the
world thinks me, worldly and heartless; what I was. But at least,
dear Laura, you know that I always truly loved him, and do now,
although he is our enemy, though he believes and utters the most
cruel things against Barnes, though he says that Barnes New-
come, my father’s son, my brother, Laura, is nct an honest man.
Hard, selfish, worldly, I own my poor brother to be, and pray
Heaven to amend him; but dishonest! and to be so maligned by
the person one loves best in the world! This is a hard trial. 1
pray a proud heart may be bettered by it.

And I have seen my cousin; once at a lecture which poor Barnes
gave, and who seemed very mnuch disturbed on perceiving Clive;
once afterward at good old Mrs. Mason’s, whom I have always
continued to visit for uncle’s sake., The poor old woman, whose
wits are very nearly gone, held both our hands, and asked when
we were going to be married? and laughed, poor old thing! I
cried out to her that Mr. Clive had a wife at home, a dear young
wife, I said. He gave a dreadful sort of laugh, and turned away
into the window. He looks terribly ill, pale, and oldened.

I asked him a great deal about his wife, whom I remember a
very pretty, sweet looking girl indeed, at my Aunt Hobson's, but
with a not agreeable mother as I thought then. He answered me
by monosyllables, appeared as though he would speak, and then
became silent. I am pained, and vet glad that I saw him, I said,
not very distinctly, I dare say, that I hoped the difference be-
tween Barnes and uncle would not extinguish his regard for
mamma and me, who have always loved him; when 1 said loved
him, he gave one of his bitter laughs again; and so he did
when I said I hoped his wife was well. You never would tell me
much about Mrs. Newcome; and I fear she does not make my
cousin happy. And yet this marriage was of my uncle’s making;
another of the unfortunate marriages in our family, I am glad
that I paused in time, before the commisgion of that sin. I strive
my best to amend my temper, my inexperience, my shortcomings,
and try to be the mother of my poor brothei’s children. DBut
Barnes has never forgiven me my refusal of Lord Farintosh. He
is of the world still, Laura. Nor must we deal too harshly with
people of his nature, who cannot perhaps comprehend a world
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beyond. T remember in old days, when we were traveling on-the
Rhine, in the happiest days of my whole life, I used to-hear Clive,
and his friend Mr. Ridley, talk of art and of nature in a way that I
could not understand at first, but came to comprehend better as
my cousin taught me; and since then, 1 see pictures, and land-
scapes, and flowers, with quite different eyes, and beautiful se-
crets as it were, of which 1 had no idea before. The secret of all
secrets, the secret of the other life, and the better world beyond
ours, may not this be unrevealed to some? I pray for them ail,
dearest Laura, for those nearest and dearest to me, that the truth
may lighten ‘their darkness, and heaven's great mercy defend
them in the perils and dangers of their night,

My boy at Sandhurst has done very well indeed; and Rgbert, I
am happy to say, thinks of taking orders;, he has heen very mod-
erate at College. Not so Alfred: but the Guards are a sadly dan-
gerous school for a young man; I have promised to pay his debts,
and he is to exchange into the 'line; Mamma is coming to us at
Christmas with Alice. My sister is very pretty indeed, I think,
and T am rejoiced she is to marry young Mr. Mumford, who has a
tolerable living, and who has been attached to her ever since he
was a boy at Rugby school.

Little Barnes comes on bravely with his Latin; and Mr. White-
stock, a most excellent and valuable person in this place, where
there is so much Romanism and Dissent; speaks highly of him.
Little Clara is so like her unhappy mother in a thousand ways
and actions that I am shocked often; and see my brother starting
back and turning his head away, as if suddenly wounded. I have
heard the most deplotrable accounts of Lord and Lady Highgate.
Oh, dearest friend and sister—save you, I think T scarce know
anyone that is happy in the world. 1 trust you may continue so—
you who impart your goodness and kindness to all who come
near you—you in whose sweet, serene happiness I am thankful to
be allowed to repose sometimes. You are the island in the desert,
Laura! and the birds sing there, and the fountain flows; and we
come and repose by vou for a little while, and to-morrow the
march begins again, and the toil, and the struggle, and the desert.
Good-bye, fountain! Whisper kisses to my dearest little ones for
their affectionate AUNT ETHEL.

A friend of his, a Mr. Warrington, has spoken against us several
times with extraordinary ability as Barnes owns. Do you know
Mr, W.? He wrote a dreadful article in the Independent, about
the last poor lecture, which was indeed sad sentimental common-
place; and the critique is terribly eomical I'could not help
laughing, remembering some bassages in it, when Barnes men-
tioned it; and my brother became so angry! They have put up a
dreadful earicature of B. in Newcome: and my brother says he
did it, but I hope not. It is very droll, though; he used to make
them very funnily, I am glad he bhas spirits for it Good-bye,
again, E. N.

“He says he did it!” cries Mr. Pendennis, laying the letfer
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down. “Barnes Newcome would scarcely caricature himself,
my dear!” ] o

“He' often means—means Clive, I think,” says Mrs.
Pendennis, in an offhand manner.

“Oh! he means Clive, does he, Laura? dy ;

“Yes—and you mean goose, Mr. Pendennis!” that saucy
lady replies.

It must have been about the very time that this letter was
written that a critical conversation oceurred between “Clive
and his father, of which the lad did not inform me until much
later days; as was the case—the reader has been more than
once begged to believe—with many other portions of this
biography. :
3 f‘)ﬁnelniight the Colonely having come home from a round of
electioneering visits, not half satisfied with himself; exceed-
ingly annoyed (much more than he cared to ewn) with the
impudence of some rude fellows at the publiec houses, who had
interrupted his fine spuothv_s. with ou;]lgu:: hicecoughs _ﬂ‘nd. fa-
miliar jeers, was seated brooding over lu:e (:llt'!_‘i')t)i.‘l!_\' his (-1111.11.-
ney-fire; friend F. B. (of whose eompanionship his patron was
occasionally tired) finding much better amusement w'It'h the
“Jolly Britons” in the Boseawen Room }.u_eimu-'. The (q]tms;l,
as iiI]yL'lC(‘litl]lL‘l‘.’l‘iIl].f business, had made his appearance in the
club. But that ancient Roman warrior had mfz_uivned those
simple Britoms. His manners were too awful for 1‘116]11‘.] 80
were Clive’s who visited them alsoj under Mr. Pott’s introduc-
tion; but the twe gentlemen, each being full of care and
personal annoyance at the time, acted like wet blankets upon
the Britons—whereas E. B, warmed them and cheered them,
affably partook of their meals with them, and .;Iriltjl()ll::.l‘_\:
sharved their eups. So the Colonel was alone, I.Jﬁlclllﬂg to\t.r.u.
far-off roar of the Britons’ choruses by an expiring fire, as he
sat by a glass of cold negus and the ashes of his CIgRr.;

I dare say he may have been thinking that his fire was \.\1L‘L.t
nigh out, his cup at the dregs, his pipe little more now tlm-‘“-
dust and ashes—when Clive, candle in hand, came into their
sitting room.

L“K,j:bvflt.sﬁ saw the other’s face, it was so very sad fmd \1\;:?1\
and, pale that the young man started baek; hill‘.lf:]i l]h]L‘A‘l:' adr,
with quite the teuderness of old days, eried, .(n«,“ 1Lf( r-.:-]!\l.lli_.
my boy, how ill you logk! Come and warm yourseli—look,

L Tivy 1??
the fire’s out. Have something, Clivy!




THE NEWCOMES,

For months past they had not had a really kind word, The
tender <;»I:l voice smote upon Clive, and he burst into sudden
tears. They rained upon his father’s trembling old } i
Imm]‘ as he stooped down and kissed it. it

:‘1{1.11 look very ill too, father,” says Clive,

‘117 not I cries the father, still keeping the boy’s hand
under both his own on the mantel-piece. “Such a ‘h-lltt-;rrtlfl
old fellow as I am has a right to look the worse I'UI'(\H' h(u“ 1 Ilt
you, boy, why do you look &o pale?”? 3 g it

“I have seen a ghost, father,” Clive answered. Thomas
however, looked alarmed and Imquisitive as though the I-“:
w;m’l\‘\}-anrh*riug in his mind. ; ¥t

“The ghost of my youth, fat 8 ' happines
and the best days of li\l )'l;ﬁ’]{ -‘{d:'}:le.r, 1lho gho t,“-f- o) e
ind th g y ife,” groaned out the young man. I
saw I-.‘t_hel to-day. I went fo see Sarah Mason and she was
therc‘ y € sf1e was
; “I had seen her, but I did not speak of her,” said the father
I thought it was best not to mention her to you 1;1\" oor
b(n.\'.‘ And are—are you fond of her still, Clive?”® l
_“Still! " once means always in these things. father, doesn’t
nr“ Once means to-day and yesterday and ?m'ev(-r and eﬁ-r )
q{|f3;1_v,. {'J}' P}“,", you mustn’t talk to me so, or even to vour-
=C1L 80, i £ g8 itt 1 [ i
copladt c’](])illld-l,{:‘(_‘ the dearest little wife at home, a dear little

“You had a son, and have been kind enough to him, God
knows.  You had a wife; but that doesn’t ffrevont other—
n.t]u‘r thoughts. Do you know vou never spoke twice in your
life about my mother? You didn’t care for her.” ;

“I—I did my duty by her; I denied her nothing. I scarce-
ly ever had a word with her, and T did mv best fo make her
happy,” interposed the Colonel. 0 ey

I know, but your heart was with the other. So is mine
It :-‘Tnlnl; it runs in the family, father.” :

I'he boy looked so ineffably wretched that the father’s heart

melted still more. “T did my best, Clive,” the Colonel gasped
out. “I went to that villain' Barnes and offered him fﬂh‘:;}{tio
every shilling T was worth on you—I' did—vou don’t know
that—I’d kill myself for your sake, Clivy. " What’s an old
fel]nw‘ worth living for? T can live upon a crust and a cigar
I) ﬂnn't care about a carriage, and only go in it to p]éa:c:
Rosey. T wanted to give up all for you, but he played me

false 8 S ; y :
I-‘.]ih‘n'];thﬂt scoundrel chestad us both; he did, and so did
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“No, sir; I may have thought o in my rage once, but I
know better now. She was the victim and not the agent.
Did Mme. de Florac play you false when she married her
hushand? It was her fate, and she underwent it. We all
bow to it; we are in the track, and the car passes over us.
You know it does, father.” The Colonel was a fatalist: he
had often advanced this Oriental creed in his simple dis-
courses with his son and Clive’s friends.

“Besides,” Clive went on, “Ethel does not care for me. She
received me to-day quite coldly, and held her hand out as if
we had only parted last year! 1 suppose she likes that marquis
who jilted her—God bless her! How shall we know what
wins the hearts of women? She has mine. There was my
Fate. Praise be to Allah! Tt is over.”

“But there’s that villain who injured you. His isn’t over

vet,” eried the Colonel, clenching his trembling hand.
" “Ah, father! Let us leave him to Allah too! Suppose
Mme. de Florac had a brother who insulted you. You know
you wouldn’t have revenged yourself. You would have
wounded her in striking him.”

“You called out Barnes yourself, boy,” cried: the father.

“That was for another cause, and not for my quarrel. And
how do you know I intended to fire? By Jove, I was so mis-
erable that an ounce of lead would have done me little harm!”

The father saw the zon’s mind more clearly than he had
ever done hitherto. They had scarcely ever talked upon that
subject which the Colonel found was so deeply fixed in Clive’s
heart. He thought of his own early days, and how he had
suffered, and beheld his son before him racked with the same
cruel pangs of enduring grief. And he began to own that he
had pressed him too hastily in his marriage; and to make an
allowance for an unhappiness of which he had in part been
the cause. 3 .

“Mashallah! Clive, my boy,” said the old man, “what is
done is done.”

“Let us break up our camp before this place, and not go to
war with Barnes, father,” said Clive. “Let us have peace—
and forgive him, if we can.” :

“And retreat before this scoundrel, Clive?”

“What is a victory over such a fellow? One gives a chim-
ney-sweep the wall, father.” :

“T say again—what is done is done. I have prmnlsed te
teet him at the hustings, and I will. I think it is best; and

47
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you are right, and you act like a high-minded gentleman—
and my dear, dear old boy—not to meddle in the quarrel—
though T didn’t think so—and the difference gave me a great
deal of pain—and so did what Pendennis said—and I’m wrong

and thank God I am wrong—and God bless you, my own
boy,” the Colonel cried out in a burst of emotion; and the
two went to their bedrooms together, and were happier as
they shook hands at the door of their adjoining chambers
than they had been for many a long day and year.

CHAPTER XXXI,
THE ELECTION.

Having ‘thus given his challenge, reconnoitered the enemy,
and pledged himself to do battle at the ensuing election, our
Colonel took leave of the town of Newcome, and returned to
his banking affairs in London. ~ His departure was as that of a
great public persondage; the gentlemen of the Committee fol-
lowed him obsequiously down to the train. “Quick,” bawls
out Mr. Potts to Mr.' Brown, the station-master, “quick, Mr.
Brown, a carriage for Colonel Newcome!” Half a dozen hats
are taken off as he entersinto the carriage, F. Bayham and his
servant after him, with portfolios, umbrellas, shawls, dispatch
boxes.  Cliveé was not there to act as his father’s aid-de-camp.
After their conversation together the young man had returned
to Mrs. Clive and his other duties in'life.

It has been said that Mr. Pendennis was in the country,
engaged in a pursuit exactly similar t6 that which oceupied
Colonel Newcome. The menaced dissolution of Parliament
did not take place so soon as we expected. The Ministry still
hung together, and by consequence Sir Barnes Newcome kept
his seat in the House of Commons, from which hig elder kins-
man was eager to oust him.' Away from London; and having
but a few correspondents, save on affairs of business, I heard
little of Clive and the Colonel, save an occasional puff of one
of Colonel Newcome’s ‘entertainments. in the Pall Mall Ga-
zette, to which journal F. Bayham still condescended to con-
tribute; and a satisfactory announcement in.a certain part of
that paper that, on sucha day, in Hyde Park Gardens, Mrs.
Clive Newcome had presented her hushand with & son, Clive

@
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wrote to me presently to inform me of the circumstance, stat-
ing at the same time, with but moderate gratification on his
own part, that the Campaigner, Mrs. Newcome’s mamma, had
upon this second occasion made a second lodgment in her
daughter’s house and bedchamber, and showed herself affably
disposed to forget the little unpleasantries which had clouded
over the sunshine of hér former visit.

Laura, with a smile of some humor, said she thought now
would be the time when, if Clive could be spared from his
bank, he might pay us that wisit at Fairoaks which had been
due so long, and hinted that change of air and a temporary
absence from Mrs. Mackenzie might be agreeable to my old
friend. ;

It was on the contrary Mr. Pendennis’ opinion that his wife
artfully chose that period of time when little Rosey was, per-
force, kept at home and occnpied with her delightful maternal
duties, to invite Clive to see us.. Mrs. Laura frankly owned
that she liked our Clive better without his wife than with her,
and never ceased to regret that pretty Rosey had not bestowed
her little hand upon Captain Hoby, as she had been very well
disposed at one time to'do. Against all marriages of interest
this sentimental Laura never failed to utter indignant protests;
and Clive’s had been a ‘marriage of interest, a marriage made
up by the old people, a marriage to which the young man had
only yielded out of good-nature and obedience. She would
apostrophize her unconscious young ones, and inform those
innocent babies that they should ‘never be made to mAarry ex-
cept for love, never—an announcement which was 1'9(:91\‘01]
with perfect indifference by little Arthur on his rocking-horse,
and little Helen smiling and ¢rowing in her mother’s lap.

So Clive came down to us careworn in appearance, but very
pleased and happy, he said, to stay for a while with the friends
of his youth. ' We showed him our modest rural |lO"I]F: we got
him such sport and company as our quiet neighborhood
afforded, we gave him fishing in the Brawl, and Laum in her
pony chaise drove him to Baymouth, and to Clavering Park
and town, and to visit the famous cathedral at Chatteris,
where she was pleased to recount certain incidents of her
husband’s youth. i i

Clive laughed at my wife’s stories; hé pleased himself in
our home; he played with our children, with whom he became
a great favorite; he was happier, he told me with a sigh, th':m
he had been for many a day. His gentle hostess echoed the




