THE NEWCOMES.

CHAPTER XXXV.

IN WHICH BELISARIUS RETURNS FROM EXILE,

I was sitting in the dusk in my room at the Hétel des Bains
when the visitor for whom I hoped made his nmw;i1;:1110(:"?!;‘
the person of Clive, with his broad shoulders, and broad hat
and a shaggy beard, which he had thought fit in his quality of
painter to assume.  Our greeting it need not be said was
warm; and our talk, which extended far into the night, very
friendly and confidential. - If I make my readers t-:nli.d.'ml-;
in Mr. Clive’s private affairs, I ask my friend’s pardon for

narrafing his history in their behoof. The world had cone

very 1ll with my poor Clive, and I do not think that the
pecuniary losses which had visited him and his father afflicted
him near so sorely ag the state of his home. In a pique with
the woman he loved, and from that generous weakness \'\'I;i(-‘;‘t

tformed part.of his character and which led him to acquiesce
In: most wishes of his good father, the young man had grati-
ﬂl}tl the darling desire of the Colonel’s heart, and mkv: i
wite whom, his two old friends brought to him. Rosey, who
was also, as we have shown, of a very obedient and ;l‘u(-!ii.w
nature, had acquiesced gladly enough in her mamma’s opin-
ion thaf she was in love with the rich and handsome young
Clive, and accepted him for better or worse. So undoubtedly
would this good child have accepted Captain Hoby, her pre-
vious adorer, have smilingly promised fidelity to the cap-
tain &t (-hurcji. and haye made a very good, happy, and suffi-
cient little wife for that officer—had not mamma commanded
her to jilt him. What wonder that these elders should wish
to see their two dear yonng ones united? They began with
suitable age, money, good temper, and parents’ blessings. It
is not: the first time that with all these excellent h(:.-}ps to
prosperity and happiness, a marriage has turned out unfor-
tnnilli«-l_v a pretty, tight ship gone to wreck that set forth
on 1ts voyage with cheers from the shore, and every prospect
of fair wind and fine weather. ;

[f Clive was gloomy and discontented even when the honey-
moon had scarce waned, and he and his family sat at home in
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state and splendor under the boughs of the famous silver
cocoanut tree, what was the young man’s condition now in
poverty, when they had no love along with a scant dinner of
herbs; when his mother-in-law grudged each morsel which
his poor old father ate—when & vulgar, coarse-minded woman
pursued with brutal sarcasm and deadly rancor one of the
tenderest and noblest gentlemen in the world—when an ail-
ing wife, always under someone’s domination, received him
with helpless hysterical cries and reproaches—when a coarse
female tyrant, stupid, obstinate, utterly unable to comprehend
the son’s kindly genius, or the father’s gentle spirit, bullied
over both, using the intolerable undeniable advantage which
her actual wrongs gave her to  tyrannize over  these two
wretched men! He had never heard the last of that money
which they had sent to Mrs. Mason, Clive said. . 'When the
knowledge of the fact came to- the Campaigner’s ears, she
raised such a storm as almost killed the poor Colonel, and
drove his son half mad. She seized the howling infant, vow-
ing that its unnatural father and grandfather were bent upon
starving it—she consoled and sent Rosey into hysterics-—she
took the outlawed parson to whose church they went, and
the choice society of bankrupt captains, capiains’ ladies, fugi-
tive stockbrokers’ wives, and dingy frequenters - of- billiard
rooms, and refugees from the Bench, into her counsels: and
in her daily visits among these personages, and her walks on
the pier, whither she trudged with poor Rosey: i her train,
Mrs. Mackenzie made known her own wrongs and her daugh-
ter’s—showed how the Colonel, having robbed. and cheated
them previously, was now living upen them insomueh that
Mrs. Bolter, the levanting auctioneer’s wife, would not make
the poor old man a bow when she met him—that Mrs.: Cap-
tain Kitely, whose husband had lain for seven'years past in
Boulogne jail, ordered her son to eut Clive;' and when, the
child being sick, the poor old Colonel went for atrowroot to
the chemist’s, young Snooks, the apothecary’s assistant, re-
fused to allow him to take the powder away without pre-
viously depositing the money.

He had no money, Thomas Newcome. - He gave up every
farthing. 'After having impoverished all around him, he had
no right, he said, to touch a sixpenee of the wretched pittance
remaining to them—he had even given up his cigar, the poor
old man, the companion and comforter of forty years. He
was “not fit to be trusted with money;” Mrs. Mackenzie said,
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and the good man owned, as he ate hiz scanty erust. and
bowed his noble old head in silence under that cowardly per-
secution.

And this, at the end of threescore and seven or eight years,
was to be the close of a life which had been spent in freedom
and splendor, and kindness and honor; this the reward of a
noble heart—the tomb and prison of a gallant warrior who
had ridden in twenty battles—whose course through life had
been a bounty wherever it had passed—whose name had been
followed by. blessings, and whose career was to end here—
here—in a mean room, in a mean alley of a foreign town—a
low, furious woman standing over him and stabbing the kind,
defenseless breast with killing insult and daily outrage.

As we sat together in the dark, Clive told me this wretched
story, which was wrung from him with a passionate emotion
that I could not but keenly share. He wondered the old man
lived, Clive said. Some of the woman’s taunts and gibes, as
he could see, struck his father so that he gasped and started
back as if someone had lashed him with a whip. “He would
make away with himself,” said poor Clive, “but he deems this
is his punishment, and that he must bear it as long as it
pleases God. He does not care for his own losses, as far as
they concern himself; but these reproaches of Mrs. Macken-
zie, and some things which were said to him in the Bank-
ruptcy Court, by one or two widows of old friends, who were
induced through his representations to take shares in that
infernal bank, have affected him dreadfully. I hear him lying
awake and groaning at night, God bless him. Great God!
what can I do—what can I do?” burst out the young man in
a dreadful paroxysm of grief. “I have tried to get lessons—
I went to London on the deck of a steamer, and took a lot of
drawings with me—tried the picture-dealers—pawnbrokers—
Jews—Moss, whom you may remember at Gandish’s, and who
gave me, for forty-two drawings, £18. I brought the money
back to Boulogne. It was enough to pay the doctor, and
bury our last poor little dead baby. Zenez, Pen, you must
give me some supper, I have had nothing all day but pain de

deuz sous, I can’t stand it at home. My heart’s almost broken
—Yyou must give me some money, Pen, old boy. I know you
will. T thought of writing to you, but I wanted to support
myself, you see. When I went to London with the drawings
I tried George’s chambers, but he was in the country. T saw
Crackthorpe in the street, in Oxford Street, but I could not
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face him, and bolted down Hanway Yard. I tried; and 1
conld not ask him, and 1 got the £18 from Moss that day, and
came home with it.” _ ;

(Give him money? of course 1 will give him money—my
dear old friend! And, as an alternative "‘“,dﬂ \\'l}n_wsuipu
shock to check that burst of passion and grief in which the
poor fellow indulged, 1 thought fit to break into a very herce
and angry invective on my part, which served to cl;sgubu:t]u{
extreme feeling of pain and pity that 1 did not somehow
choose to exhibit. I rated Clive soundly, ;n‘ui taxed him with
unfriendliness and ingratitude for not having sooner il.]lilili_‘ll
to friends who would think shame of themselves while he was .
in need. Whatever he wanted was his as much as mine. L
could not understand how the necessity of the family should,
in truth, be so extreme as he described it, for after all many
a poor family lived upon very much less; but I uttered 11(;1@
of these objections, checking them with the thought that
Clive, on his first arrival at Boulogne, entirely 1;;110.1"(1111,51[
the practice of economy, might have 11111‘1_1'ude.u}1_\' U?,gld';-h
in expenses which had reduced him to this present destitu-
“(?‘tcc:k the liberty of asking about debts, and of these (._‘lly'g
save me to understand there was none—at least none ui- .hlr_j,
or his father’s, contracting. “If we were too proud to bl)lll oW,
and I think we were wrong, Pen, my dear old IJO}'-—I. t 11{:“_
we were wrong now—at least, we were 100 pmutl‘to. oW e} _4_\_!
colorman takes his bill out in drawings, and I think D“lbt m:b
a trifle. He got me some lessons at fifty sous a ilft.\lt rd
pound the ten—from an economical swell w ho ha.-l '.1391‘11 :1‘
chateau here, and has two flunkeys in 11\'(:1':\'. 11[0“‘1(1%. (;1111
daughters, who take advantage of the lc_'s.jmbi 3111.( ':-__(}1:\‘.:1 ];r
per cent. upon the ]-mm-‘cn]nrnmn s pencils anc }( }la.l“'n]]b'll;(% n;
It’s pleasant work to give the lessons to t’hc.lc'llt( “illilljl o
be patronized by the f\\'vll, and not e.\pa.nn%\e (:rt }ec‘:m]:
Pen? But I don’t mind that, if I coulq ..mt, .ne e e
enough; for, you see, besides our expenses here, " (,1(11113}_“
have some more money, and the dear old gf}vizr‘no;rgo;l"mr e
outright if poor old Sarah Mason did not get urd 5 } ft]( )

And now there arrived a plentiful supper, and a bottie

i Mackenzie had taken en-
' not know at the time that Mrs. : -
tireI giﬁ%erintendence of the family treasury—and that this ex

emplary woman was putting away, as she had done previously,
sundry little sums to meet ralny days.
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good wine, of which the giver was not sorry to partake after
the meager dinner at three o’clock to which T had been in-
vited by the Campaigner; and it was midnight when I walked
back with my friend to his house in the upper town; and all
the stars of heaven were shining cheerily; and my dear Clive’s
face wore an expression of happiness, such as I remembered
in old days, as we shook hands and parted with a “God bless
}.()u'.‘.‘

To Clive’s friend, revolving these things in his mind, as he
lay in one of those most snug and comfortable beds at the
excellent Hétel des Bains, it appeared that this town of Bou-
logne was'a very bad market for the artist’s talents; and that
he had best bring them to London, where a score of old
friends would assuredly ‘be ready to help him. And if the

Colonel, too, could be ‘wot away from the domination of the
Campaigner, I felt certain th

at the dear old gentleman could
but profit by his leave of absence. My wife and T at this time
inhabited a spacious old house in Queen’s Square, Westmin-
ster, where there was plenty of room for father and son. I
knew that Laura would be

delighted to welcome these guests
—may the wife of every

worthy gentleman who reads these
pages be ‘as ready to receive her husband’s friends. It was
the state of Rosey’s health, and the Campaignéi’s authority
and permission, about which T was in doubt, and whether
this lady’s two slaves would be allowed to g0 awdy.

These cogitations kept the present biographer long awake,
and he'did not breakfast next day until an hour bhefore noon.
I had the coffee-room to myself by chance, and my meal was
not ended when the waiter announced a lady to visit Mr. Pen-
dennis, and Mrs. Mackenzie made her appearance. No signs
of care or poverty were visible in the attire or countenance of
the buxom widow. A handsome bonnet decorated within
with a profusion of ‘poppies, blue-bells. and. eare of corn; a
jewel on her forehead, not costly, but splendid in appearance,
and g]iticring artfully over that central gpot from which her
wavy chestnut hair parted to cluster in ringlets round her
ample cheeks; ‘a handsome Tndia shawl, smart gloves, a rich
silk‘dress, a neat parasol of blue with pale yellow Tining, a
multiplicity of glittering rines, and a very splendid gold wateh
and chain, which T remembered in former days as hanging
round poor Rosey’s white neck—all these adornments get off
the widowis person; 5o that you might have thought her a
wealthy capitalist’s lady, and never eould have supposed that
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: N
ghe was a poor, cheated, ruined, robbed, unfortunate Cam
haigner. : R i s
[othi ‘@ gracious s qeenell of this
! Nothing could be more gracious than 1!11; zrcri{eii ol e
I | ] onts al ny
lady. She paid me many handsome comp Lm(ll] 8 \11- e
; : : i 1 r TOT ear ko -
literary works—asked most affectionately for dear Mrs. F
jenbia +hild | then, as I expected, com-
dennis and the dear children—and then, ¢ oSl
ing to business, contrasted the happiness and genteel pos :
A Eoay 3 S 3 o %
“}Pm\ wife and family with the misery and wrongs ;nlt }u,]
0 { 2 Al amilt Gaal e bl 4 Tiat
own blessed child and grandson.  She neve: wl:ll':i L;J 1[!1 =i
g ! icl received at 8 Di SIn.
child by the odious name which he mcvn_qh‘u ‘1!;. mle .
. : : t - ‘o | § (
I knew what bitter reasons she had to dislike the ne
m T . 3 l
Thomas Newcome. . | gl s
She again rapidly enumerated the ‘-\EDHHE ~: l“ﬂi ltutl;.‘q #
ands of that ge ed the vast sume
t tl ands of the ntleman; mentioned i
at the hands of that ge ; A 3 A
money out of which she and her soul’s darling 'nad ‘:.”E;:e
tricked by that poor muddle-headed creature, to ?J'\-'flfi i
f him; and described finally their present pressing g
of him; an OB g Sl IS S i e
The doctors, the burial, Resey’s delicate ¢ ‘l] ; i
of sweetbreads, calf's-foot jelly, and thi-h\n_?] oil, \w\z; ;:iwr
T EWwe 18 . g ! : e i ¥ : :
nassed ina rapid caleulation before me; l‘f%li .11n t\‘!u (1‘r1 it
Stbol ressi sr eratifieation that I had attended
speech by expressing her gratification tha Gl e
her advice of the previous day, and not given Clive Jewco
& i - ihe family wanted it, the ( :nnprii]g;_fnerl
“witness; 1] Hlive ¢ 1is absur
o witness; that Clive and his a :
alled upon Heaven to wit : e s SR
1.1!: . father would fling guineas out of the \\111«10\\‘ was a miL
L -1-'1-;111' the rest of the argument was {'}1)-.1_n11.~.{11a;11.—
o e e ‘ " PR ; \er-
i"lu'h!@t Mr. Pendennis should administer a donation to he
Ve LilQd 4 . =
self. L
\Ul had broucht but a small sum of money n mj 1!&{.?(11 }:-{i)n(r’
14 g ST el el o
‘ v, Mackenzie, intimate with bankers, and having,
ced A _1!-‘- ! all her misfortunes, the utmost con-
thank heaven, in spite of all her mi RN I
lt"-lE:»m\‘:- of all her tradesmen, hinted ;l'l"[]hltI\;I{h‘nfﬁ;“l{‘}rml'l-
’”1 part ‘to accept an order upon her friends, Hobsor
ner part ac t
rs of London. _ it R
= "“g s divect thrust T eently and smilingly gqmml ]1'\'11,}} ri
frs ]’{ kenzie whether she supposed a gentleman who ra
e perinic bill, and had, at the best of times,
ust paid an electioneering bill, 1, i
'} it aived mall inecome, might sometimes not be 1M -

t a very s \come, mig Sy e
‘m\n to diaw satisfactorily upon Messrs. “U]“Im or :1 .{”‘ s
1€ < ; £ : s : SR SR oY SvaS )
‘l: nker?  Her countenance fell at this ]t_{'[!ﬂ:l\. n(f :]:( R

‘ A : 3 - ; 1 ° ' 1 )

; ﬁ‘l.l'”]np.-‘ much ]'1-”11”-(\‘—(.[[ bv the tender of one o ol -
Nee =S 1L - § s Sidads ;
:r-:;knuu--: which then happened to be in my ip‘r1“ SR
M‘d that j had a use for the remaining note, and that 1t wou
sai at I had a use

a direct loan; that
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not be more than sufficient to pay my hotel bill a 1t}
penses of my party back to London. R
: M.\t l{zll't}'.“ I had here to divulge with some litt]
tion the plan which I had been making overnight:
how I thought that Clive’s great talents were wast
iogne, and could only find a proper market in London: how
[ was pretty certain, through my connection \\'ith.Hdok‘:"ll ’0“"
to find some advantageous employment for him, and ‘\L\'c“'\i‘
have done so months ago had I known the .\'!'ltl.*‘(;[ the :“‘:.
:).ut‘i }nul_lu-!w_\'ul. until within a very few {]:1;.'; since tf(lf- :lit,
(.ulom-!., in spite of his bankruptey, was still in the B0
ment of considerable military pensions. ) :
This statement, of course, elicited from the widow a ni
ber of remarks not complimentary to my dear old ('0101; o] 11“[1-
might have kept his pensions, had he not been a fle.)}-—-;‘l: Wi .
a bahy about money matters—misled himself and everyl '?I i
was a log in the house, etec., etc., ete. - dor
mew.. ‘]:';i(;t(:sljf!ll‘:(u;[]li“ iilll:llllilllt']b' might possibly be put into
S Ramamess actory shape—that I had trustworthy lawyers
with whom I would put him in communication—that he had
best come to London to see to these matters—and ‘ that 1;:‘\'
wife hml_ a large house where she would most olad] f dnfes
tain the two gentlemen. MR
. This I said with some reasonable dread—fearing. in the
first place, her refusal; in the second, her uc-('ept'm:; of IIT'n‘:
nvitation, with a proposal, as our house was ]ar(lr{‘ to cor i
herself and inhabit it for awhile. Had I not seen that E"lﬂjrl".
paigner arrive for a month at poor James Binnie’s I;:m:"* n
Fitzroy Square, and stay there for many vears? Was T-t“::{l
aware that when she once set her foot iu-a'"oml-cumn"; estal
h.~hmﬂ'}f, terrific battles must ensue IJufuz'c»hsho muld.h rf")-
lodged? _Had she not once been routed by Clive? and w-L‘ ]I‘
not now in command and possession? Do I not Iﬁlmll\' ﬂl: s
:‘“‘“(‘”‘"?F’. of the world; and have I not a weak. (‘.’]‘:\' tem 11{:‘\;
I protest it was with terror that I awaited the widow’s s
r-'lhrl? answer to my proposal. g
To my great relief, she expressed the utmost approval of
both my plans. I was uncommonly kind, she was sure. to
interest myself about the two gentlemen, and for her blessed
Rosey’s sake, a fond mother thanked me. Tt was most ad
visable that Clive should earn some money by (’[‘]mi- T.mm'i
profession which he had chosen to adopt—trade, sim eaHE:EI

1€ ex-
e trepida-

to explain
asted at Bou-

enjoy-
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it. She was clearly anxious to get rid of both father and son,
and agreed that the sooner they went the better.
We walked back arm-in-arm to the Colonel’s quarters in
the Old Town, Mrs. Mackenzie, in the course of our walk,
doing me the honor to introduce me by name to several dingy
acquaintances whom we met sauntering up the street, and im-
parting to me, as each moved away, the pecuniary cause of
his temporary residence in Boulogne. Spite of Rosey’s deli-
cate state of health, Mrs. Mackenzie did not hesitate to break
the news to her of the gentlemen’s probable departure, ab-
ruptly and eagerly, as if the intelligence was likely to please
her: and it did rather than otherwise. The young woman,
being in the habit of letting mamma judge for her, continued
it in this instance; and whether her husband stayed or went,
seemed to be equally content or apathetic. “And is it not
most kind and generous of dear Mr. and Mrs. Pendennis to
propose to receive Mr. Newcome and the Colonel?”  'This
opportunity for' gratitude being pointed out to Rosey, she
acquiesced in it straightway—it was very kind of me, Rosey
was sure. “And why don’t you ask after dear Mrs. Penden-
nis and the dear children—you poor dear suffering darling
¢hild?” Rosey, who had neglected this inquiry, immediately
hoped Mrs. Pendennis and the children were well. ' The over-
powering mother had taken utter possession of this poor little
thing. Rosey’s eyes followed the Campaigner about, and ap-
pealed to her at all moments. She sat under. Mrs. Mackenzie
as a bird before a boa-constrictor, doomed—fluttering—fasci-
nated: scared and fawning as a whipped spaniel before a

keeper.

The Colonel was on his accustomed bench on the rampart
at this sunny hour. I repaired thither, and found the old
gentleman seated by his grandson, who lay, as yesterday, on
the little bonne’s lap, one of his little purple hands closed
round the grandfather’s finger. “Hush!” says the good man,
lifting up his other finger to his mustache, as I approached.
“Boy's asleep. 11 est bien joli quand il dort—le Boy, n'est-ce
pas, Marie?” The maid believed Monsieur well—the boy was
a little angel. “This maid is a most trustworthy, valuable
person, Pendennis,” the (lolonel said with much gravity.

The boa-constrictor had fascinated him too—the lash of
that woman at home had cowed that helpless, gentle, noble
spirit. As I looked at the head so upright and manly, now so
beautiful and resigned, the year of his past life seemed to
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pass before me somehow in g fiash of thought; F could fanc
1[}(3 accursed tyranny—the dumb a:;q111'('5?«11;'1»—Lh\I I‘lm"lr
Jeer—the helpless remorse—the sleepless nights of t‘- .Jf‘:}iﬁ-
I'l‘l."l)”\’t‘[_’flli-——ﬂl(‘ gentle heart lacerated with At!-w-n]] !r‘utl-l bd"mf
a:ﬁ:: :'Jh(‘ m;;mw.m hope.' I own I burst into.a .L‘-HI}‘;]I ‘1‘.}5: -11"‘11_1—
& oug 2 suiferi u v daso
el tl:ﬂllri_d:tm(‘;fwt-llc noble suffering creature. and hid my face
He sprang up, releas is : i
};Ia(-ingij;_mt]ﬂe ;:E,zlr}][]‘(]f"hll([}ngll-a hand Imlm the child’s, ang
. » 8hakig hand, .on' my shonlder “What
};L:;, Azi\?:u‘b——ilny deur.lmj.'?” he said, looking wistfully in mL
4 I , .{ s i o’ - .'
it Mo “.e”?l‘t‘ news from home, my dear? Laura and the
m 3
The emotion was mastered in a momeng:: | yut his
;1:11513 mlltio, ;mcll, :1,-:] 1'.'rc slowly sauntered ui) anil down ﬂITE1
unny walk of the old rampart, I told hj ad come
with special commands Ima;n Laura to br?zllﬂh(l):;;zll tzﬁdt\i(}m;:
to stay with us, and to settle his business, which was = ;
had been woefully mismanaged, and to see whether w :lh-‘\ul”i
not find the means of getting some litle out of th : -“l);u :
the property for the boy yonder. i
At first Colonel Neweome would mnot hear
Bou]logl.le, where Rosey would miss him—he was ¢ure she
would want him—but before the ladies of his family, to wl
we presently returned, Thomas Newcome’s resolution .
quickly recalled. He agreed to go, and Clive coming J'J“ah
this time wag put, in possession of our plan ;mdhwlald?r'.
acquiesced in it. On that very evening I came with a (‘-1?11'10{
to eonduct my two friends to the. steamboat Th‘vir( I"?t
packets were made and ready. There was no ];wlon-“-em{f
grief at parting on the women’s side. but Marie, the L}iit?*
maid, with Boy in her arms, eried sadly; and Clive hn-lrt‘il%
émbraced the child; and the Colonel. going hack to n"i‘re 1‘1
one more kiss, drew out of his neckeloth. a little gold Bmoe].
which he wore; and which, trembling, he put into M‘Hie’:
hagr!_ ]H.[]i]lnp,' her ta take care of Boy till his return i
She is a good girl—a most faithful, attached ;ziri Arthur
do you see?” the kind old gentleman said: “and T i]ad ,
money to give her—no, not one single rupee.” i

of quitting
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CHAPTER XXXVI.
IN WHICH CLIVE BEGINS THE WORLD:.

We are ending our history, and yet poor Clive is but be-
ginning the world.. He has'to earn the bread which he eats
henceforth;  and, as I saw his labors, his trials, and his dis-
appointments, I could not but compare his calling with my
OWIL

The drawbacks and penalties attendant upon our profession
are taken into full account, as we well know, by literary men
and their friends.  Our poverty, hardghips, and disappoint-
ments are get forth with great emphasis, and often with too
great truth by those who speak of us; but there are advan-
tages belonging to our trade which are passed over, I think,
by some of those who exercise it and deseribe it, and for which,
in striking the balance of our accounts, we are mot always
duly thankful.  We have no'patron, so to speak—we sit in
ante-chambers no more, waiting the present of a few guineas
from ‘my lord, in return for a fulsome dedication. We sell
our wares to the book-purveyor, between whom and us there
is' no greater obligation than between him and his paper-
maker or printer. In the great towns in our country immense
stores of ' books are provided for us, with librarians to class
them, kind attendants fo wait upon us; and comfortable apph-
ances for study.  We require scarce any capital wherewith to
exercise our trade.. What other so-called learned profession is
equally’ fortunate? A doctor, for example, after carefully
and expensively educating himself, munst invest in house and
furniture, horses, carriage, and men-servants, before the pub-
lic patient will think of calling him in. I am told that such
gentlemén have to coax and wheedle dowagers, to huimor hy-
pochondriacs, to practice a score of little subsidiary arts in
order to make that of healing profitable. How many, many
hundreds of pounds has a barrister to sink upon his stock in
trade before his returns are available? There are the costly
charges of university education—the costly chambers in the
Inn of Court—the clerk and his maintenance—the inevitable

travels on circuit—certain expenses, all to be defrayed before
the possible client makes his appearance, and the chance of
50




