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CHAPTER XXXIX
RELATES TO MR. BARRY FOKER’S AFFAIRS

Sivce tiat fatal but delightful night in Grosvenor Place, Mr.
Harry Foker’s heart had been in such a state of agitation as you
would hardly have thought so great a philosopher could endure.
When we remember what good advice he had given to Pen in
former days, how an early wisdom and knowledge of the world
had manifested itself in the gifted youth; how a constant
course of self-indulgence, such as becomes a gentleman of his
means and expectations, ought by right to have increased his
cynicism, and made him, with every succeeding day of his life,
care less and less for every individual in the world, with the
single exception of Mr. Harry Foker, one may wonder that he
should fall into the mishap to which most of us are subject once
or twice in our lives, and disquiet his great mind about a woman.
But Foker, though early wise, was still a man. He could no
more escape the common lot than Achilles, or Ajax, or Lord
Nelson, or Adam our first father, and now, his time being come,
young Harry became a victim to Love, the All-conqueror.

When he went to the Back Kitchen that night after quitting
Arthur Pendennis at his staircase-door in Lamb Court, the gin-
twist and devilled turkey had no charms for him, the jokes of his
companions fell flatly on his ear; and when Mr. Hodgen, the
singer of “ The Body Snatcher,” had a new chant even more
dreadful and humorous than that famous composition, Foker,
although he appeared his friend, and said “ Bravo Hodgen,” as
common politeness and his position as one of the chefs of the
Back Kitchen bound him to do, yet never distinctly heard one
word of the song, which, under its title of “ The Cat in the Cop-
board,” Hodgen had since rendered so famous. Late and very
tired, he slipped into his private apartments at home and scught
the downy pillow, but his slumbers were disturbed by the fever
of his soul, and the image of Miss Amory.
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Heavens, how stale and distasteful his former pursuits and
friendships appeared to him! He had not been, up to the pre-
sent time, much accustomed to the society of females of his own
rank in life. When he spoke of such, he called them “ modest
women.” That virtue, which let us hope they possessed, had
not hitherto compensated to Mr. Foker for the absence of more
lively qualities which most of his own relatives did not enjoy,
and which he found in Mademoiselles the ladies of the theatre.
His mother, though good and tender, did not amuse her boy;
his cousins, the daughters of his maternal uncle, the respectable
Earl of Rosherville, wearied him beyond measure. One was
blue, and a geologist; one was a horse-woman and smoked
cigars; one was exceedingly Low Church, and had the most
heterodox views on religious matters; at least, so the other
said, who was herself of the very Highest Church faction, and
made the cupboard in her room into an oratory, and fasted
on every Friday in the year. Their paternal house of Drum-
mington, Foker could very seldom be got to visit. He swore
he had rather go on the treadmill than stay there. He was
not much beloved by the inhabitants. Lord Erith, Lord
Rosherville’s heir, considered his cousin a low person, of de-
plorably vulgar habits and manners; while Foker, and with
equal reason, voted Erith a prig and a dullard, the nightcap
of the House of Commons, the Speaker’s opprobrium, ths
dearest of philanthropic spouters. Nor could George Robert,
Earl of Gravesend and Rosherville, ever forget that on one
evening when he condescended to play at billiards with his
nephew, that young gentleman poked his Lordship in the side
with his cue, and said, “ Well, old cock, I've seen many a bad
stroke in my life, but I never saw such a bad one as that there.”
He played the game out with angelic sweetness of temper, for
Harry was his guest as well as his nephew; but he was nearly
having a fit in the night; and he kept to his own rooms until
young Harry quitted Drummington on his return to Oxbridge,
where the interesting youth was finishing his education at.the
time when the occurrence took place. It was an awful blow to
the venerable earl; the circumstance was never alluded to in the
family ; he shunned Foker whenever he came to see them in
London or in the country, and could hardly be brought to gasp
out a “How d’ye do?” to the young blasphemer. But he
would not break his sister Agnes’s heart, by banishing Harry
from the family altogether; nor, indeed, could he afford to break
with Mr. Foker senior, between whom and his Lordship there



HIS FORTUNES AND MISFORTUNES 3

had been many private transactions, producing an exchange of
bank cheques from Mr. Foker, and autographs from the earl
h‘imself, with the letters I O U written over his illustrious
signature.

Besides the four daughters of Lord Gravesend whose various
qualities have been enumerated in the former paragraph, his
Lordship was blest with a fifth girl, the Lady Ann Milton, who,
{rom her earliest years and nursery, had been destined to a
peculiar position in life. It was ordained between her parents
and her aunt, that when Mr. Harry Foker attained a proper
age, Lady Ann should become his wife. The idea had been
familiar to her mmnd when she yet wore pinafores, and when
Harry, the dirtiest of little boys, used to come back with black
eyes from school to Drummington, or to his father’s house of
Logwood, where Lady Ann lived much with her aunt. Both
of the young people coincided with the arrangement proposed
by the elders, without any protests or difficulty. It no more
entered Lady Ann’s mind to question the order of her father,
than it would have entered Esther’s to dispute the commands
of Ahasuerus, The heir-apparent of the house of Foker was
also obedient, for when the old gentleman said, “ Harry, your
uncle and I have agreed that when you’re of a proper age, you'l
marry Lady Ann; she won’t have any money, but she’s good
blood, and a good one to look at, and I shall make you com-
fortable; if you refuse, you’ll have your mother’s jointure, and
two hundred a year during my life,”—Harry, who knew that his
sire, though a man of few words, was yet implicitly to be trusted,
acquiesced at once in the parental decree, and said, “ Well, sir,
if Ann’s agreeable, I say ditto. She’s not a bad-looking girl.”

“ And she has the best blood in England, sir. Your mother’s
blood, your own blood, sir,” said the Brewer. * There’s nothing
like it, sir.”

“ Well, sir, as you like it,” Harry replied. “ When you want
me, please ring the bell. Only there’s no hurry, and I hope
you'll give us a long day. I should like to have my fling out
before I marry.”

“ Fling away, Harry!” answered the benevolent father.
“ Nobody prevents you, do they?” And so very little more
was said upon the subject, and Mr. Harry pursued those amuse-
ments in life which suited bim best; and hung up a little picture
of his cousin in his sitting-room, amidst the French prints, the
fayourite actresses and dancers, the racing and coaching works
of art, which suited his taste and formed his gallery. It was

11—* 426
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an insignificant little picture, representing a simple round face
with ringlets; and it made, as it must be confessed, a very poor
figure by the side of Mademoiselle Petitot, dancing over a rain
bow, or Mademoiselle Redowa, grinning in red boots and =
lancer’s cap.

Being engaged and disposed of, Lady Ann Milton did not go
out so much in the world as her sisters, and often stayed at
home in London at the family house in Gaunt Square, when her
mamma with the other ladies went abroad. They talked and
they danced with one man after another, and the men came
and went, and the stories about them were various. But there
was only this one story about Ann: she was engaged to Harry
Foker; she never was to think about anybody else. It was
not a very amusing story.

Well, the instant Foker awoke on the day after Lady
Clavering’s dinner, there was Blanche’s image glaring upon him
with its clear grey eyes, and winning smile. There was her
tune ringing in his ears, “ Yet round about the spot, ofttimes
I hover, ofttimes T hover,” which poor Foker began piteously
to hum, as he sat up in his bed under the crimson sillien coverlet.
Opposite him was a French print of a Turkish lady and her
Greek lover, surprised by a venerable Ottoman, the lady’s
husband; on the other wall was a French print of a gentleman
and lady, riding and kissing each other at the full gallop; all
round the chaste bedroom were more French prints, either
pertraits of gauzy nymphs of the Opera or lovely illustrations
of the novels; or, mayhap, an English chef-d’@uvre or two, in
which Miss Pinckney of T. R. E. O. would be represented in
tight pantaloons in her favourite page part; or Miss Rougemont
as Venus; their value enbanced by the signatures of these ladies,
Maria Pinckney, or Frederica Rougemont, inscribed underneath
the prints in an exquisite facsimile. Such were the pictures in
which honest Harry delighted. He was no worse than many of
his neighbours; he was an idle jovial kindly fast man about
town; and if his rooms were rather profusely decorated with
works of French art, so that simple Lady Agnes, his mamma,
on entering the apartments where her darling sate enveloped
in fragrant clouds of Latakia, was often bewildered by the
novelties which she beheld there, why, it must be remembered
that he was richer than most young men, and could better afford
%o gratify his taste.

A letter from Miss Pinckney, writlen in a very dégagé style

of spelling and handwriting, scrawling ficely over the filigres
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paper, and commencing by calling Mr. Harry her dear Liokey-
pokey-fokey, lay on his bed-table by his side, amidst keys,
sovereigns, cigar-cases, and a bit of verbena, which Miss Amory
had given him, and reminding him of the arrival of the day
when he was “ to stand that dinner at the Elefant and Castle,
at Richmond, which he had promised;” a card for a private
box at Miss Rougemont’s approaching benefit, a bundle of
tickets for “ Ben Budgeon’s night, the North Lancashire Pippin.
at Martin Faunce’s, the Three-cornered Hat, in St. Martin’s
Lane; where Conkey Sam, Dick the Nailor, the Deadman (the
Worcestershire Nobber), would put on the gloves, and the lovers
of the good old British sport were invited to attend —these and
sundry other memoirs of Mr. Foker’s pursuits and pleasures lay
on the table by his side when he woke.

Ah! how faint all these pleasures seemed now! What did
he care for Conkey Sam or the Worcestershire Nobber? What
for the French prints ogling him from all sides of the room;
those regular stunning slap-up out-and-outers? And Pinckney
spelling bad and calling him Hokey-fokey, confound her im-
pudence! The idea of being engaged to a dinner at the Elephant
and Castle at Richmond with that old woman (who was seven-
and-thirty years old, if she was a day) filled his mind with dreary
disgust now, instead of that pleasure which he had only yesterday
expected to find from the entertainment.

When his fond mamma beheld her boy that morning, she
remarked on the pallor of his cheek, and the general gloom of
hisaspect. “ Why do you go on playing billiards at that wicked
Spratt’s? ’ Lady Agnes asked. “ My dearest child, those
billiards will kill you, I’m sure they will.”

“ It isn’t the billiards,” Harry said gloomily.

“ Then it’s the dreadful Back Kitchen,” said Lady Agnes.
“T've often thought, d’you know, Harry, of writing to the
landlady, and begging that she would have the kindness to put
only very little wine m the negus which you take, and see that
you have your shawl on before you get into your brougham.”

“ Do, ma’am. Mrs. Catts is a most kind motherly woman,”
Harry said. “But it isn’t the Back Kitchen, neither,” he
added, with a ghastly sigh.

As Lady Agnes never denied her son anything, and fell into
~all his ways with the fondest acquiescence, she was rewarded
by a perfect confidence on young Harry’s part, who never
thought to disguise from her a knowledge of the haunts which
be frequented; and, on the contrary, brought her home choice
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anecdotes from the clubs and billiard-rooms, which the simple
lady relisaed, if she did not understand. “ My son goos to
Spratt’s,” she would say to her confidential friends. ‘“ All the
young men go to Spratt’s after their balls. It is de rigueur, my
dear; and they play billiards as they used to play macao and
hazard in Mr. Fox’s time. Yes, my dear father often told me
that they sate up always until nine o’clock the next morning
with Mr. Fox at Brookes’s, whom I remember at Drummington,
when I was a little girl, in a buff waistcoat and black satin small-
clothes. My brother Erith never played as a young man, nor
sate up late—he had no health for it; but my boy must do as
everybody does, you know. Yes, and then he often goes to a
place called the Back Kitchen, frequented by all the wits and
authors, you know, whom one does not see in society, but whom
it is a great privilege and pleasure for Harry to meet, and there
he hears the questions of the day discussed; and my dear father
often said that it was our duty to encourage literature, and he
had hoped to see the late Dr. Johnson at Drummington, only
Dr. Johnson died. VYes, and Mr. Sheridan came over, and
drank a great deal of wine—everybody drank a great deal of
wine in those days—and papa’s wine-merchant’s bill was ten
times as much as Erith’s is, who gets it as he wants it from
Fortnum & Mason’s, and doesn’t keep any stock at all.”

“That was an uncommon good dinner we had yesterday,
ma’am,” the artful Harry broke out.  Their clear soup’s
better than ours—Moufflet will put too much tarragon into
everything. The supréme de volaille was very good—uncommon,
and the sweets were better than Moufflet’s sweets. Did you
taste the plombiére, ma’am, and the maraschino jelly? Stun-
aingly good that maraschino jelly!”

Lady Agnes expressed her agreement in these, as in almost
all other sentiments of her son, who continued the artful con-
versation, saying—

‘“ Very handsome house that of the Claverings. Furniture,
I should say, got up regardless of expense. Magnificent display
of plate, ma’am.” The lady assented to all these propositions,

“ Very nice people the Claverings.”

“H’m!” said Lady Agnes.

“I know what you mean. Lady C. ain’t distangy exactly,
but she is very good-natured.”

“ Oh, very!” mamma said, who was herself one of the most
good-natured of women.

“And Sir Francis, he don’t talk much before ladies; but
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after dinner he comes out uncommon strong, ma’am—a highly
agreeable well-informed man. When will you ask them to
dinner? Look out for an early day, ma’am; ” and looking into
Lady Agnes’s pocket-book, he chose a day only a fortnight
hence (an age that fortnight seemed to the young gentleman},
when the Claverings were to be invited to Grosvenor Street.

The obedient Lady Agnes wrote the required invitation. She
was accustomed to do so without consulting her husband, who
had his own society and habits, and who leit his wife to see her
own friends alone. Harry looked at the card: but there was
an omission in the invitation which did not please him.

“You have not asked Miss Whatdyecallum—Miss Emery,
Lady Clavering’s daughter.”

“Oh, that little creature!” Lady Agnes cried. “No, I
think not, Harry.”

“ We must ask Miss Amory,” Foker said. “I—I want to
ask Pendennis; and—and he’s very sweet upon her. Don’t
you think she sings very well, ma’am? ”

“ I thought her rather forward, and didn’t listen to her singing.
She only sang at you and Mr. Pendennis, it seemed to me. But
I will ask her if you wish, Harry,” and so Miss Amory’s name
was written on the card with her mother’s.

This piece of diplomacy being triumphantly executed, Harry
embraced his fond parent with the utmost affection, and retired
to his own apartments, where he stretched himself on his
ottoman, and lay brooding silently, sighing for the day which
was to bring the fair Miss Amory under his paternal roof, and
devising a hundred wild schemes for meeting her.

On his return from making the grand tour, Mr. Foker junior
had brought with him a polyglot valet, who took the place of
Stoopid, and condescended to wait at dinner, attired in shirt-
fronts of worked muslin, with many gold studs and chains.
This man, who was of no particular country, and spoke all
languages indifferently ill, made himself useful to Mr, Harry in
a variety of ways,—read all the artless youth’s correspondence,
knew his favourite haunts and the addresses of his acquaintance,
and officiated at the private dinners which the young gentleman
gave. As Harry lay upon his sofa after his interview with his
mamma, robed in a wonderful dressing-gown, and puffing his
pipe in gloomy silence, Anatole, too, must have remarked that
something affected his master’s spirits; though he did not
betray any ill-bred sympathy with Harry’s agitation of mind.
When Harry began to dress himself in his out-of-door morning
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costume, he was very hard indeed to please, and particularly
severe and snappish about his toilet: he tried, and cursed,
pantaloons of many different stripes, checks, and colours: all
the boots were villainously varnished; the shirts too “loud ”
in pattern. He scented his linen and person with peculiar rich-
ness this day; and what must have been the valet’s astonish-
ment, when, after some blushing and hesitation on Harry’s
part, the young gentleman asked, “I say, Anatole, when I
engaged you, didn’t you—hem—didn’t you say that you could
dress—hem—dress hair? ”

The valet said, “ Yes, he could.”

“ Cherchy alors une paire de longs,—el—curly moi un pew,”
Mr. Foker said, in an easy manner; and the valet, wondering
whether his master was in love, or was going masquerading,
went in search of the articles,—first from the old butler who
waited upon Mr. Foker senior, on whose bald pate the tongs
would have scarcely found a hundred hairs to seize, and finally
of the lady who had the charge of the meek auburn fronts of
the Lady Agnes. And the tongs being got, Monsieur Anatole
twisted his young master’s locks until he had made Harry’s
head as curly as a negro’s; after which the youth dressed himself
with the utmost care and splendour, and proceeded to sally out.

“ At what dime sall I order de drag, sir, to be to Miss Pingney’s
door, sir? ” the attendant whispered as his master was going
forth.

“ Confound her!—Put the dinner off—I can’t gol!” said
Foker. “ No, hang it—I must go. Poyntz and Rougemont,
and ever so many more, are coming. The drag at Pelham
Corner at six o’clock, Anatole.”

The drag was not one of Mr. Foker’s own equipages, but was
hired from a livery stable for festive purposes; Foker, however,
put his own carriage into requisition that morning, and for what
purpose does the kind reader suppose? Why, to drive down to
Lamb Court, Temple, taking Grosvenor Place by the way
(which lies in the exact direction of the Temple from Grosvenor
Street, as everybody knows), where he just had the pleasure of
peeping upwards at Miss Amory’s pink window-curtains; having
achieved which satisfactory feat, he drove off to Pen’s chambers.
Why did he want to see his dear friend Pen so much? Why
did he yearn and long after him? and did it seem necessary to
Foker’s very existence that he should see Pen that morning,
having parted with him in perfect health on the night previous?
Pen had lived two years in London, and Foker had not paid
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half-a-dozen visits to his chambers. What sent him thither
now in such a hurry?

What?--If any young ladies read this page, I have only to
inform them that when the same mishap befalls them, which
now had for more than twelve hours befallen Harry Foker,
people will grow interesting to them for whom they did not care
sixpence on the day before; as on the other hand persons of
whom they fancied themselves fond will be found to have
become insipid and disagreeable. Then your dearest Eliza or
Maria of the other day, to whom you wrote letters and sent
locks of hair yards long, will on a sudden be as indifferent to
you as your stupidest relation; whilst, on the contrary, about
his relations you will begin to feel such a warm interest! such
a loving desire to ingratiate yourself with is mammal! such a
liking for that dear kind old man %ss father! If He is in the
habit of visiting at any house, what advances you will make in
order to visit there too! If He has a married sister you will
like to spend long mornings with her. You will fatigue your
servant by sending notes to her, for which there will be the
most pressing occasion, twice or thrice in a day. You will cry
if your mamma objects to your going too often to see His family.
The only one of them you will dislike, is perhaps his younger
brother, who is at home for the holidays, and who will persist
in staying in the room when you come to see your dear new-
found friend, his darling second sister. Something like this
will happen to you, young ladies, or, at any rate, let us hope
it may. Yes, you must go through the hot fits and the cold
fits of that pretty fever. Your mothers, if they would acknow-
ledge it, have passed through it before you were born, your dear
papa being the object of the passion of course,—who could it
be but he? And as you suffer it, so will your brothers, in their
way,—and after their kind. More selfish than you: more
eager and headstrong than you: they will rush on their destiny
when the doomed charmer makes her appearance. Or, if they
don’t, and you don’t, Heaven help you! As the gambler said
of his dice, to love and win is the best thing, to love and lose
is the next best. Now, then, if you ask why Henry Foker,
Esquire, was in such a hurry to see Arthur Pendennis, and felt
such a sudden value and esteem for him, there is no difficulty
in saying it was because Pen had become really valuable in Mr.
Foker’s eyes: because if Pen was not the rose, he had yet been
near that fragrant flower of love. Was not he in the habit of
going to her house in London? Did he not live near her in the
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country P—know all about the enchantress? What, I wonder,
would Lady Ann Milton, Mr. Foker’s cousin and prétendue, have
said, if her Ladyship had known all that was going on In the
bosomn of that funny little gentleman?

Alas! when Foker reached Lamb Court, leaving his carriage
for the admiration of the httle clerks who were lounging in the
archway that leads thence into Flag Court, which “leads into
Upper Temple Lane, Warrington was Cin the chambers, but Pen
was absent. Pen was gone to the printing office to see his
proofs. ‘“ Would Foker have a pipe, and should the laundress
go to the Cock and get him some beer? ” Warrington asked,
remarking with a pleased surprise the splendid toilet of this
scented and shiny-booted young aristocrat; but Foker had not
the slightest wish for beer or tobacco: he had very important
business: he rushed away to the Pall Mall Gazette office, still
bent upon finding Pen. Pen had quitted that place. Foker
wanted him that they might go together to call upon Lady
Clavering. Foker went away disconsolate, and whiled away an
hour or two vaguely at clubs: and when it was time to pay a
visit, he thought it would be but decent and polite to drive to
Grosvenor Place and leave a card upon Lady Clavering. He
had not the courage to ask to see her when the door was opened;
he only delivered two cards, with Mr. Henry Foker engraved
upon them, to Jeames, in a speechless agony. Jeames received
the tickets, bowing his powdered head. The varnished doors
closed upon him. The beloved object was as far as ever from
him, though so near. He thought he heard the tones of a piano
and of a siren singing, coming from the drawing-room and
sweeping over the balcony shrubbery of geraniums. He would
have liked to stop and listen, but it might not be. “ Drive to
Tattersall’s,” he said to the groom, in a voice smothered with
emotion,—‘“ And bring my pony round,” he added, as the man
drove rapidly away.

As good luck would have it, that splendid barouche of Lady
Clavering’s, which has been inadequately described in a former
chapter, drove up to her Ladyship’s door just as Foker mounted
the pony which was in waiting for him. He bestrode the fiery
animal, and dodged about the Arch of the Green Park, keeping
the carriage well in view, until he saw Lady Clavering enter,
and with her—whose could be that angel form, but the en-
chantress’s, clad in a sort of gossamer, with a pmk bonnet and
a light-blue parasol—but Miss Amory?

The carriage took its fair owners to Madame Rigodon’s cap
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and lace shop, to Mrs. Wolsey’s Berlin worsted shop,—who
knows to what other resorts of female commerce? Then it went
and took ices at Hunter’s, for Lady Clavering was somewhat
florid in her tastes and amuserments, and not only liked to go
abroad in the most showy carriage in London, but that the
public should see her in it too. And so, in a white bonnet with
a yellow feather, she ate a large pink ice in the sunshine before
Hunter’s door, till Foker on his pony, and the red jacket who
accompanied him, were almost tired of dodging.

Then at last she made her way into the Park, and the rapid
Foker made his dash forward. What to do? Just to get a
nod of recognition from Miss Amory and her mother; to cross
them a half-dozen times in the drive; to watch and ogle them
from the other side of the ditch, where the horsemen assemble
when the band plays in Kensington Gardens. What is the use
of looking at a woman in a pink bonnet across a ditch? What
is the earthly good to be got out of a nod of the head? Strange
that men will be contented with such pleasures, or, if not
contented, at least that they will be so eager in seeking them.
Not one word did Harry, he so fluent of conversation ordinarily,
exchange with his charmer, that day. Mutely he beheld her
return to her carriage, and drive away among rather ironical
salutes from the young men in the Park. One said that the
Indian widow was making the paternal rupees spin rapidly;
another said that she ought to have burned herself alive, and
left the money to her daughter. This one asked who Clavering
wasP—and old Tom Eaves, who knew everybedy, and never
missed a day in the Park on his grey cob, kindly said that
Clavering had come into an estate over head and heels in mort-
gage: that there were devilish ugly stories about him when he
was a young man, and that it was reported of him that he had
a share in a gambling-house, and had certainly shown the white
feather in his regiment. “ He plays still; he is in a hell every
night almost,” Mr. Eaves added.

“ I should think so, since his marriage,” said a wag.

“ He gives devilish good dinners,” said Foker, striking up for
the honour of his host of yesterday.

“ 1 daresay, and I daresay he doesn’t ask Eaves,” the wag
said. “I say, Eaves, do you dine at Clavering’s—at the
Beguin’s? ”’

“ I dine there? ” said Mr. Eaves, who would have dined with
Beelzebub if sure of a good cook, and when he came away
would have painted his host blacker than fate had made him.
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“You might, you know, although you do abuse him so,”
continued the wag. “ They say it’s very pleasant. Clavering
goes to sleep after dinner; the Begum gets tipsy with cherry
brandy, and the young lady sings songs to the young gentlemen.
She sings well, don’t she, Fo? ”

“ Slap up,” said Fo. *I tell you what, Poyntz, she sings like
a—whatdyecallum—you know what I mean—like a mermaid,
you know, but that’s not their name.”

“I never heard a mermaid sing,” Mr. Poyntz, the wag,
replied. “ Who ever heard a mermaid? Eaves, you are an
old fellow: did you?”

“ Don’t make a lark of me, bang it, Poyntz,” said Foker,

turning red, and with tears almost in his eyes; “you know
what I mean: it’s those what’s-his-names—in Homer, you
know. I never said I was a good scholar.”
+ “And nobody ever said it of you, my boy,” Mr. Poyntz
remarked; and Foker, striking spurs into his pony, cantered
away down Rotten Row, his mind agitated with various
emotions, ambitions, mortifications. He was sorry that he had
not been good at his books in early life, that he might have cut
out all those chaps who were about her, and who talked the
languages, and wrote poetry, and painted pictures in her album,
and—and that.—“ What am L thought little Foker, “ com-
pared to her? She’s all soul, she is, and can write poetry or
compose music, as easy as I could drink a glass of beer. Beer?
~—damme, that’s all I'm fit for, is beer. I am a poor, ignorant
little beggar, good for nothing but Foker’s Entire. I misspent
my youth, and used to get the chaps to do my exercises. And
what’s the consequences now? O Harry Foker, what a con-
founded little fool you have been! ”

As he made this dreary soliloquy, he had cantered out of
Rotten Row into the Park, and there was on the point of riding
down a large old roomy family carriage, of which he took no
heed, when a cheery voice cried out “ Harry, Harry!” and
looking up, he beheld his aunt, the Lady Rosherville, and two
of her daughters, of whom the one who spoke was Harry’s
betrothed, the Lady Ann.

He started back with a pale, scared look, as a truth, about
which he had not thought during the whole day, came across
him. There was his fate, there, in the back seat of that carriage|

“ What is the matter, Harry? why are you so pale? You

bave been raking and smoking too much, you wicked boy,”
said Lady Ann.
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Foker said, “ How do,aunt? How do, Ann? ” in a perturbed
manner—muttered something about a pressing engagement,—
indeed he saw by the Park clock that he must have been keeping
his party in the drag waiting for nearly an hour—and waved a
good-bye. The little man and the little pony were out of sight
in an instant—the great carriage rolled away. Nobody inside
was very much interested about his coming or going: the
Countess being occupied with her spaniel, the Lady Lucy’s
thoughts and eyes being turned upon a volume of sermons, and
those of Lady Ann upon a new novel, which the sisters bad
just procured from the library.

CHAPTER XL
BOTH RICHMOND AND GREENWICH

Poor Foker found the dinner at Richmond to be the most
dreary entertainment upon which ever mortal man wasted his
guineas. “I wonder how the deuce I could ever have liked
these people? ”” he thought in his own mind. “ Why, I can see
the crows’-feet under Rougemont’s eyes, and the paint on her
cheeks is 1aid on as thick as Clown’s in a pantomime! The way
in which that Pinckney talks slang is quite disgusting. I hate
chaff in a woman. And old Colchicum! that old Col, coming
down here in his brougham, with his coronet on it, and sitting
bodkin between Mademoiselle Coralie and her mother! It’s
too bad. An English peer, and a horse-rider of Franconi’sl—
it won’t do; by Jove, it won’t do. I ain’t proud; but it
will 70t do!”

* Twopence-halfpenny for your thoughts, Fokey!” cried out
Miss Rougemont, taking her cigar from her truly vermilion lips,
as she beheld the young fellow lost in thought, seated at the
head of his table, amidst melting ices, and cut pineapples, and
bottles full and empty, and cigar-ashes scattered on fruit, and
the ruins of a dessert which had no pleasure for him.

“ Does Foker ever think ? ” drawled out Mr. Poyntz. “ Foker,
here is a considerable sum of money offered by a fair capitalist
at this end of the table for the present emanations of your
valuable and acute intellect, old boy!”

“What the deuce is that Poyntz a talking about?” Miss
Pinckney asked of her neighbour. “I hate him. He’s a
drawlin’, sneerin’ beast.”
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“ What a droll of a little man is that little F. okare, my lor,”
Mademoiselle Coralie said, in her own language, and with the
rich twang of that sunny Gascony in which her swarthy cheeks
and bright black eyes had got their fire. “ What a droll of a
man!  He does not look to have twenty years.”

“I wish I were of his age,” said the venerable Colchicum,
with a sigh, as he inclined his purple face towards a large
goblet of claret.

“ C'te jeunesse. Peuh ! je m'en fiche)” said Madame Brack,
Coralie’s mamma, taking a great pinch out of Lord Colchicum’s
delicate gold snufi-box. “ Je w'aime que les hommes faits, moi.
Commne milor. Coralie! n'est-ce bas que tu 1'asmes que les
hommes [ails, ma bichette } 7

My lord said, with a grin, “ You flatter me, Madame Brack.”

 Taisez-vous, maman ; vous n'étes gu'une béte,” Coralie cried,
with a shrug of her robust shoulders; upon which, my lord said
that she did not flatter at any rate; and pocketed his snuff-
box, not desirous that Madame Brack’s dubious fingers should
plunge too frequently into his Mackabaw.

There is no need to give a prolonged detail of the animated
conversation which ensued during the rest of the banquet; a
conversation which would not much edify the reader. "And it
is scarcely necessary to say, that all ladies of the corps de danse
are not like Miss Pinckney, any more than that all peers re-
semble that illustrious member of their order, the late lamented
Viscount Colchicum.

Mr. Foker drove his lovely guests home to Brompton in the
drag that night; but he was quite thoughtful and gloomy during
the whole of the little journey from Richmond ; neither listening
to the jokes of the friends behind him and on the box by his
side, nor enlivening them, as was his wont, by his own facetious
sallies. And when the ladies whom he had conveyed alighted
at the door of their house, and asked their accomplished coach-
man whether he would not step in and take something to drink,
he declined with so melancholy an air, that they supposed that
the Governor and he had had a difference, or that some calamity
had befallen him; and he did not tell these people what the
cause of his grief was, but left Mesdames Rougement and
Pinckney, unheeding the cries of the latter, who hung over her
balcony like Jezebel, and called out to him to ask him to give
another party soon.

He sent the drag home under the guidance of one of the grooms,
and went on foot himself; his hands in his Hockets, plunged in
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thought. The stars and moon shining tranquilly overhead,
looked down upon Mr. Foker that night, as he in his turn senti-
mentally regarded them. And he went and gazed upwards at
the house in Grosvenor Place, and at the windows which he
supposed to be those of the beloved object; and he moaned
and he sighed in a way piteous and surprising to witness, which
Policeman X did, who informed Sir Francis Clavering’s people,
as they took the refreshment of beer on the coach-box at the
neighbouring public-house, after bringing home their lady from
the French play, that there had been another chap hanging about
the premises that evening—a little chap, dressed like a swell.

And now, with that perspicacity and ingenuity and enterprise
which only belong to a certain passion, Mr. Foker began to dodge
Miss Amory through London, and to appear wherever he could
meet her. If Lady Clavering went to the French play, where
her Ladyship had a box, Mr. Foker, whose knowledge of the
language, as we have heard, was not conspicuous, appeared in a
stall. He found out where her engagements were (it is possible
that Anatole, his man, was acquainted with Sir Francis Claver-
ing’s gentleman, and so got a sight of her Ladyship’s engage-
ment-book), and at many of these evening parties Mr. Foker
made his appearance—to the surprise of the world, and of his
mother especially, whom he ordered to apply for cards to these
parties, for which until now he had shown a supreme contempt.
He told the pleased and unsuspicious lady that he went to parties
because it was right for him to see the world: he told her that
he went to the French play because he wanted to perfect him-
self in the language, and there was no such good lesson as a
comedy or vaudeville;—and when one night the astonished
Lady Agnes saw him stand up and dance, and complimented
him upon his elegance and activity, the mendacious little rogue
asserted that he had learned to dance in Paris, whereas Anatole
knew that his young master used to go off privately to an
academy in Brewer Street, and study there for some hours in
the morning. The casino of our modern days was not invented,
or was in its infancy as yet; and gentlemen of Mr. Foker’s
time had not the facilities of acquiring the science of dancing
which are enjoyed by our present youth.

Old Pendennis seldom missed going to church. He considered
it to be his duty as a gentleman to patronise the institution of
public worship, and that it was a correct thing to be scen at
church of a Sunday. One day, it chanced that he and Arthur
went thither together: the latter, who was now in high favour,
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had been to breakfast with his uncle, from whose lodging they
walked across the Park to a church not far from Belgrave Square.
There was a charity sermon at Saint James’s, as the Major knew
by the bills posted on the pillars of his parish church, which
probably caused him, for he was a thrifty man, to forsake it
for that day: besides, he had other views for himself and Pen.
“ We will go to church, sir, across the Park; and then, begad,
we will go to the Claverings’ house and ask them for lunch in a
friendly way. Lady Clavering likes to be asked for lunch, and
is uncommonly kind, and monstrous hospitable.”

“1 met them at dinner last week, at Lady Agnes Foker’s,
sir,”” Pen said, “ and the Begum was very kind indeed. So she
was in the country: so she is everywhere. But I share your
opinion about Miss Amory; one of your opinions, that is, uncle,
for you were changing, the last time we spoke about her.”

“ And what do you think of her now? ” the elder said.

“1 think her the most confounded little flirt in London,”
Pen answered, laughing. * She made a tremendous assault
upon Harry Foker, who sat next to her; and to whom she gave
all the talk, though I took her down.”

“Bah! Henry Foker is engaged to his cousin, all the world
knows it: nota bad coup of Lady Rosherville's, that. I should
say, that the young man at his father’s death—and old Mr.
Foker’s life’s devilish bad! you know he had a fit at Arthur’s
last year—I should say, that young Foker wen’t have less than
fourteen thousand a year from the brewery, besides Logwood
and the Norfolk property. I have no pride about me, Pen. 1
like 2 man of birth certainly, but dammy, I like a brewery which
brings in a man fourteen thousand a year; hay, Pen? Ha, hal
that’s the sort of man for me. And I recommend you, now
that you are lancéd in the world, to stick to fellows of that sort;
to fellows who have a stake in the country, begad.”

“ Foker sticks to me, sir,” Arthur answered. * He has been
at our chambers several times lately. He has asked me to
dinner. We are almost as great friends as we used to be in our
youth: and his talk is about Blanche Amory from morning till
night. I'm sure he’s sweet upon her.”

“T'm sure he is engaged to his cousin, and that they will
keep the young man to his bargain,” said the Major. * The
marriages in these families are affairs of state. Lady Agnes
was made to marry old Foker by the late Lord, although she
was notoriously partial to her cousin, who was killed at Albuera
afterwards, and who saved her life out of the lake at Drumming-
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ton. I remember Lady Agnes, sir, an exceedingly fine woman.
But what did she do?—of course she married her father’s man.
Why, Mr. Foker sate for Drummington till the Reform Bill, and
paid dev’lish well for his seat, too. And you may depend upon
this, sir, that Foker senior, who is a parvenu, and loves a great
man, as all parvenus do, has ambitious views for his son as well
as himself, and that your friend Harry must do as his father
bids him. Lord bless you! I've known a hundred cases of love
in young men and women: hay, Master Arthur, do you take me?
They kick, sir, they resist, they make a deuce of a riot, and that
sort of thing, but they end by listening to reason, begad.”

¢ Blanche is a dangerous girl, sir,” Pen said. ‘I was smitten
with her myself once, and very far gone, too,” he added: “ but
that is years ago.”

“ Were you? How far diditgo? Did she return it? " asked
the Major, looking hard at Pen.

Pen, with a laugh, said “ that at one time he did think he
was pretty well in Miss Amory’s good graces. But my mother
did not like her, and the affair went off.” Pen did not think
it fit to tell his uncle all the particulars of that courtship which
had passed between himself and the young lady.

“ A man might go farther and fare worse, Arthur,” the Major
said, still looking queerly at his nephew.

“ Her birth, sir; her father was the mate of a ship, they say:
and she has not money enough,” objected Pen, in a dandified
manner. “ What’s ten thousand pound and a girl bred up like
her? ”

“ You use my own words, and it is all very well. But, I tell
you in confidence, Pen,—in strict honour, mind,—that it's my
belief she has a devilish deal more than ten thousand pound:
and from what I saw of her the other day, and—and have heard
of her—I should say she was a devilish accomplished, clever girl:
and would make a good wife with a sensible husband.”

“ How do you know about her money? " Pen asked, smiling.
“ Vou seem to have information about everybody, and to know
about all the town.”

“T do know a few things, sir, and 1 don’t tell all T know.
Mark that,” the uncle replied. “ And as for that charming
Miss Amory,—for channing, begad! she is,—if I saw her Mxs.
Arthur Pendennis, I should neither be sorry nor surprised, begad|
and if you object to ten thousand pound, what would you say,
sir, to thirty or forty, or fifty? ” and the Major looked still
more knowingly, and still harder at Pen.
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“Well, sir,” he said, to his godfather and namesake,
“make her Mrs. Arthur Pendennis. You can do it as well
as L.”

“Pshal you are laughing at me, sir,” the other replied,
rather peevishly, “ and you ought not to laugh so near a church
gate. Here we are at St. Benedict’s. They say Mr. Oriel is a
beautiful preacher.”

Indeed, the bells were tolling, the people were trooping into
the handsome church, the carriages of the inhabitants of the
lordly quarter poured forth their pretty loads of devotses, in
whose company Pen and his uncle, ending their edifying con-
versation, entered the fane. 1 do not know whether other
people carry their worldly affairs to the church door. Arthur,
who, from habitual reverence and feeling, was always more than
respectful in a place of worship, thought of the incongruity of
their talk, perhaps; whilst the old gentleman at his side was
utterly unconscious of any such contrast. His hat was brushed:
his wig was trim: his necicloth was perfectly tied. He looked
at every soul in the congregation, it is true: the bald heads and
the bonnets, the flowers and the feathers: but so demurely, that
he hardly Lifted up his eyes frorn his book—ifrom his book which
he could not read without glasses. As for Pen’s gravity, it
was sorely put to the test when, upon looking by chance towards
the seat where the servants were collected, he spied out, by the
side of a demure gentleman in plush, Henry Foker, Esquire, who
had discovered this place of devotion, Following the direction
of Harry’s eye, which strayed a good deal from his book, Pen
found that it alighted upon a yellow bonnet and a pink one:
and that these bonnets were on the heads of Lady Clavering
and Blanche Amory. If Pen’s uncle is not the only man who
has talked about his worldly affairs up to the church door, is
poor Harry Foker the only one who has brought his worldly
love into the aisle?

When the congregation issued forth at the conclusion of the
service, Foker was out amongst the first, but Pen came up with
him presently, as he was hankering about the entrance, which he
was unwilling to leave, until my lady’s barouche, with the
bewigged coachman, had borne away its mistress and her
daughter from their devotions.

When the two ladies came out, they found together the Pen-
dennises, uncle and nephew, and Harry Foker, Esquire, sucking
the crook of his stick, standing there in the sunshine. [o see
and to ask to eat were simultaneous with the good-natured
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Begum, and she invited the three gentlemen to luncheon
straightway.

Blanche, too, was particularly gracious. “ Oh! do come,” she
said to Arthur, “ if you are not too great a man. I want so to
talk to you about—but we mustn’t say what, kere, you know.
What would Mr. Oriel say? ” And the young devotee jumped
into the carriage after her mamma. “ I’ve read every word
of it. It’s adorable)’ she added, still addressing herself to
Pen.

* I know who is,” said Mr. Arthur, making rather a pert bow.

“ What’s the row about? " asked Mr. Foker, rather puzzled.

“1 suppose Miss Clavering means ‘ Walter Lorraine,’ ” said
the Major, luoking knowing, and nodding at Pen.

“1 suppose so, sir. There was a famous review in the Pall
Mall this morning. It was Warrington’s doing though, and I
must not be too proud.”

“A review in Pall Mall>—Walter Lorraine? What the
doose do you mean?”’ Foker asked. ‘ Walter Lorraine died
of the measles, poor little beggar, when we were at Grey Friars.
I remember his mother coming up.”

“You are not a literary man, Foker,” Pen said, laughing,
and hooking his arm into his friend’s. “ You must kuow | have
been writing a novel, and some of the papers have spoken very
well of it. Perhaps you don’t read the Sunday papers? ”

“1 read Bell’s Life regular, old boy,” Mr. Foker answered:
at which Pen laughed again, and the three gentlemen proceeded
in great good-humour to Lady Clavering’s house.

The subject of the novel was resumed after luncheon by Miss
Amory, who indeed loved poets and men of letters if she loved
anything, and was sincerely an artist in feeling. * Some of the
passages in the book made me cry, positively they did,” she
said.

Pen said, with some fatuity, “ I am happy to think I have a
part of vos larmes, Miss Blanche; ’’ and the Major (who had not
read more than six pages of Pen’s book) put on his sanctified
look, saying, “ Yes, there are some passages quite affecting,
mons’ous affecting: and ”—

“ Oh, if it makes you cry,” Lady Clavering declared she would
not read it, ¢ that she wouldn’t.” g

“ Don’t, mamma,” Blanche said, with a French shrug of her
shoulders; and then she fell into a rhapsody about the book,
about the snatches of poetry interspersed in it, about the two
beroines, Leonora and Neera; about the two heroes, Walter
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Lorraine and his rival the young Duke—" and what good com-
pany you introduce us to,” said the young lady archly, “ quei
ton! How much of your life have you passed at court? and
are you a Prime Minister’s son, Mr. Arthur?

Pen began to laugh—* It is as cheap for a novelist to create
& Duke as to make a Baronet,” he said. “ Shall I tell you a
secret, Miss Amory? I promoted all my characters at the
request of the publisher. The young Duke was only a young
Baron when the novel was first written; his false friend, the
Viscount, was a simple commoner, and so on with all the
characters of the story.”

“ What a wicked, satirical, pert young man you have become!
Comme wous voild jormé!” said the young lady. “How
different from Arthur Pendennis of the country! Ah! I think
I like Arthur Pendennis of the country best, though!” and she
gave him the full benefit of her eyes,—both of the fond appealing
glance into his own, and of the modest look downwards towards
the carpet, which showed off her dark eyelids and long fringed
lashes.

Pen of course protested that he had not changed in the least,
to which the young lady replied by a tender sigh; and thinking
that she had done quite enough to make Arthur happy or miser-
able (as the case might be), she proceeded tocajole his companion,
Mr. Harry Foker, who during the literary conversation had sate
silently imbibing the head of his cane, and wishing he was a
clever chap like that Pen,

If the Major thought that by telling Miss Amory of Mr. Foker’s
engagement to his cousin, Lady Ann Milton (which information
the old gentleman neatly conveyed to the girl as he sate by her
side at luncheon below stairs),—if, we say, the Major thought
that the knowledge of this fact would prevent Blanche from
paying any further attention to the young heir of Foker’s Entire,
he was entirely mistaken. She became only the more gracious
to Foker: she praised him, and everything belonging to him;
she praised his mamma; she praised the pony which he rode in
the Park; she praised the lovely breloques or gimcracks which
the young gentleman wore at his watchchain, and that dear
little darling of a cane, and those dear little delicious monkeys’
heads with ruby eyes, which ornamented Harry’s shirt, and
formed the buttons of his waistcoat. And then, having praised
and coaxed the weak youth until he blushed and tingled with
pleasure, and until Pen thought she really had gone quite far
enough, she took another theme,
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1 am afraid Mr. Foker is a very sad young man,” she said,
turning round to Pen.

“ He does not look so0,”” Pen answered, with a sneer.

' I mean we have heard sad stories about him. Haven't we,
mamma? What was Mr. Poyntz saying here, the other day.
about that party at Richmond? Oh, you naughty creature!
But here, seeing that Harry’s countenance assumed a great
expression of alarm, while Pen’s wore a look of amusement, she
turned to the latter and said, “ I believe you are just as bad:
I believe you would have liked to have been there,—wouldn’t
you? Iknow you would: yes—and so should I1.”

“ Lor, Blanche!” mamma cried.

“ Well, I would. I never saw an actress in my life. T would
give anything to know one; for I adore talent. And I adore
Richmond, that I do; and I adore Greenwich, and I say, I
should like to go there.”

“ Why should not we three bachelors,” the Major here broke
out gallantly, and to his nephew’s special surprise, “ beg these
ladies to honour us with their company at Greenwich? Is Lady
Clavering to go on for ever being hospitable to us, and may we
make noreturn? Speak for yourselves, young men,—eh, begad |
Here is my nephew, with his pockets full of money—his pockets
full, begad! and Mr. Henry Foker, who, as I have heard say, is
pretty well-to-do in the world,—how is your lovely cousin, Lady
Ann, Mr. FokerP—here are these two young ones,—and they
allow an old fellow like me to speak. Lady Clavering, will you
do me the favour to be my guest? and Miss Blanche shall be
Arthur’s, if she will be so good.”

‘“ Oh, delightfull ”* cried Blanche.

“ I like a bit of fun too,” said Lady Clavering; * and we will
take some day when Sir Francis ”——

“ When Sir Francis dines out,—yes, mamma,” the daughter
said, “ it will be charming.”

And a charming day it was, The dinner was ordered at
Greenwich, and Foker, though he did not invite Miss Amory,
had some delicious opportunities of conversation with her during
the repast, and afterwards on the balcony of their room at the
hotel, and again during the drive home in her Ladyship’s
barouche. Pen came down with his uncle, in Sir Hugh
Trumpington’s brougham, which the Major borrowed for the
occasion. “I am an old soldier, begad,” he said, “and I
learned in early life to make myself comfortable.”

And, being an old soldier, he allowed the two young men to
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pay for the dinner between them, and all the way home in the
brougham he rallied Pen about Miss Amory’s evident partiality
for him: praised her good looks, spirits, and wit: and aguin told
Pen, in the strictest confidence, that she would be a devilish deal
richer than people thought.

CHAPTER XLI
CONTAINS A NOVEL INCIDENT

Soms account has been given, in a former part of this story, how
Mr. Pen, during his residence at home, after his defeat at
Oxbridge, had occupied himself with various literary composi-
tions, and, amongst other works, had written the greater part of
a novel. This book, written under the influence of his youthful
embarrassments, amatory and pecuniary, was of a very fierce,
gloomy, and passionate sort,—the Byronic despair, the
Wertherian despondency, the mocking bitterness of Mephis-
topheles, of Faust, were all reproduced and developed in the
character of the hero; for our youth had just been learning the
German language, and imitated, as almost all clever lads do, his
favourite poets and writers. Passages in the volumes once so
loved, and now read so seldom, still bear the mark of the pencil
with which he noted them in those days. Tears fell upon the
leaf of the book, perhaps, or blistered the pages of his manu-
script, as the passionate young man dashed his thoughts down.
If he took up the book afterwards, he had no ability or wish to
sprinkle the leaves with that early dew of former times! his
pencil was no longer eager to score its marks of approval: but
as he looked over the pages of his manuscript, he remembered
what had been the overflowing feelings which had caused him
to blot it, and the pain which had mspired the line. If the
secret history of books could be written, and the author’s
private thoughts and meanings noted down alongside of his
story, how many insipid volumes would become interesting, and
dull tales excite the reader! Many a bitter smile passed over
Pen’s face as he read his novel, and recalled the time and feelings
which gave it birth. How pompous some of the grand passages
appeared; and how weak others were in which he thought he
had expressed his full heart! This page was imitated from a
then favourite author, as he could now clearly see and confess,
though he had believed himself to be writing originally then.
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As he mused over certain lines he recollected the place and hour
where he wrote them: the ghost of the dead feeling came back
as he mused, and he blushed to review the faint image. And
what meant those blots on the page? As you come in the
desert to ground where camels’ hoofs are marked in the clay,
and traces of withered herbage are yet visible, you know that
water was there once: so the place in Pen’s mind was no longer
green, and the fons lacrymarum was dried up.

He used this simile one morning to Warrington, as the latter
sate over his pipe and book, and Pen, with much gesticulation,
according to his wont when excited, and with a bitter laugh,
thumped his manuscript down on the table, making the tea-
thingsrattle,and the blue milk dance in the jug. On the previous
night he had taken the manuscript out of a long-neglected chest,
containing old shooting-jackets, old Oxbridge scribbling books,
his old surplice, and battered cap and gown, and other memorials
of youth, school, and home. He read in the volume in bed,
until he fell asleep, for the commencement of the tale was some-
what dull, and he had come home tired from a London evening
party.

“ By Jovel” said Pen, thumping down his papers, “ when I
think that these were written only a very few years ago, I am
ashamed of my memory. I wrote this when I believed myself
to be eternally in love with that little coquette, Miss Amory.
T used to carry down verses to her, and put them into the hollow
of a tree, and dedicate them ¢ Amori.’”

“That was a sweet little play upon words,” Warrington
remarked, with a puff. “ Amory—Amori. It showed pro-
found scholarship. Let us hear a bit of the rubbish. And he
stretched over from his easy-chair, and caught hold of Pen’s
manuscript with the fire-tongs, which he was just using in order
to put a coal into his pipe. Thus in possession of the volume,
he began to read out from the “ Leaves from the Life-book of
Walter Lorraine.”

“¢TFalee as thou art beautiful! heartless as thou art fair:
mockery of Passion!’ Walter cried, addressing Leonora;  what
evil spirit hath sent thee to tortureme so? O Leonora * * *°»

“Cut that part out,” cried Pen, making a dash at the book,
which, however, his comrade would not release. “ Welll don’t
read it out at any rate. That’s about my other flame, my first
—Lady Mirabel that is now. I saw her last night at Lady
Whiston’s. She asked me to a party at her house, and said that,
as old friends, we ought to meet oftener. She has been secing
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me any time these two years in town, and never thought of
inviting me before; but seeing Wenham talking to me, and
Monsieur Dubois, the French literary man, who had a dozen
orders on, and might have passed for a Marshal of France, she
condescended to invite me. The Claverings are to be there on
the same evening. \Won't it be exciting to mect one’s two
flames at the same table? ”

‘ Two flames !—two heaps of burnt-out cinders,” Warrington
said. “ Are both the beauties in this book? ”

“ Both, or something like them,” Pen said. “ Leonora, who
marries the Duke, is the Fotheringay. I drew the Duke from
Magnus Charters, with whom I was at Oxford; it’s a little like
him; and Miss Amory is Newra. By Gad, Warrington, I did
love that first woman! I thought of her as I walked home
from Lady Whiston’s in the moonlight; and the whole early
scenes came back to me as if they had been yesterday. And
when I got home, I pulled out the story which I wrote about her
and the other three years ago: do you know, outrageous as it
is, it has some good stuff in it: and if Bungay won’t publish it,
I think Bacon will.”

“ That’s the way of poets,” said Warrington. “ They fall in
love, jilt, or are jilted: they suffer and they cry out that they
suffer more than any other mortals: and when they have
experienced feelings enough they note them down in a book,
and take the book to market. All poets are humbugs, all
literary men are humbugs; directly a man begins to sell his
feelings for money he’s a humbug. If a poet gets a pain in his
side from too good a dinner, he bellows, Ai, Ai, louder than
Prometheus.”

“ 1 suppose a poet has greater sensibility than another man,”
said Pen, with some spirit. “ That is what makes him a poet.
I suppose that he sees and feels more keenly: it is that which
makes him speak of what he feels and sees. You speak eagerly
enough in your leading articles when you espy a false argument
in an opponent, or detect a quack in the House. Paley, who
does not care for anything else in the world, will talk for an
hour about a question of law. Give another the privilege which-
you take yourself, and the free use of his faculty, and let him be
what nature has made him. Why should not a man sell his
sentimental thoughts as well as you your political ideas, or
Paley his legal knowledge? Each alike is a matter of experience
and practice. It is not money which causes you to perceive a
fallacy, or Paley to argue a point; but a natural or acquired
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aptitude for that kind of truth: and a poet setsdown his thoughts
and experiences upon paper as a painter does a landscape or a
face upon canvas, to the best of his ability, and according to his
particular gift. If ever I think I have the stuff in me to write
an epic, by Jove I will try. If I only feel that I am good enough
to crack a joke or tell a story, T will do that.”

“ Not a bad speech, young one,” Warrington said, ‘ but that
does not prevent all poets from being humbugs.”

“ What—Homer, Aschylus, Shakespeare and all? ”

“ Their names are not to be breathed in the same sentence
with you pigmies,” Warrington said; ‘ there are men and
men, sir.”

‘“ Well, Shakespeare was a man who wrote for money, just
as you and I do,” Pen answered: at which Warrington con-
founded his impudence, and resumed his pipe and his manuscript.

There was not the slightest doubt then that this document
contained a great deal of Pen’s personal experiences, and that
“ Leaves from the Life-book of Walter Lorraine > would never
bave been written but for Arthur Pendennis’s own private griefs,
passions, and follies. As we have become acquainted with these
in the earlier part of his biography, it will not be necessary to
make large extracts from the novel of “ Walter Lorraine,” in
which the young gentleman had depicted such of them as he
thought very likely to interest the reader, or were suitable for
the purposes of his story.

Now, though he had kept it in his box for nearly half of the
period during which, according to the Horatian maxim, a work
of art ought to lie ripening (a maxim, the truth of which may, by
the way, be questioned altogether), Mr. Pen had not buried his
novel for this time in order that the work might improve, but
because he did not know where else to bestow it, or had no
particular desire to see it. A man who thinks of putting away
a composition for ten years before he shall give it to the world,
or exercise his own maturer judgment upon it, had best be very
sure of the original strength and durability of the work; other-
wise on withdrawing it from its crypt he may find that, like
small wine, it has lost what flavour it once had, and is only
tasteless when opened. There are works of all tastes and
smacks, the small and the strong, those that improve by age, and
those that won’t bear keeping at all, but are pleasant at the first
draught, when they refresh and sparkle.

Now Pen had never any notion, even in the time of his youth-
ful inexperience and fervour of imagination, that the story he
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was writing was a masterpiece of composition, or that he was the
equal of the great authors whom he admired; and when he now
reviewed his little performance, he was keenly enough alive to
its faults, and pretty modcst regarding its merits. It was not
very good, he thought; but it was as good as most books of the
kind that had the run of circulating libraries and the carcer of
the season. He had critically examined more than one fashion-
able novel by the authors of the dav then popular, and he
thought that his intellect was as good as theirs, and that he
could write the Englsh language as well as those ladies or
gentlemen; and as he now ran over his early performance, he
was pleased to find here and there passages exhibiting both fancy
and vigour, and traits, if not of genius, of genuine passion and
fee!ing. This, too, was Warrington's verdict, when that severe
critic, after half-an-hour’s perusal of the manuscript, and the
consumption of a couple of pipes of tobacco, laid Pen’s book
down, yawning portentously. ““I can’t read any more of that
balderdash now,” he said; “ but it seems to me there is some
good stuff in it, Pen, my boy. There’s a certain greenness and
freshness in it which I like somehow. The bloom disappears
off the face of poetry after you begin to shave. You can’t get
up that naturalness and artless rosy tint in after days. Your
cheeks are pale and have got faded by exposure to evening
parties, and you are obliged to take curling-irons, and macassar,
and the deuce-knows-what to your whxskers, they curl
ambrosially, and you are very grand and genteel, and so forth;
but ah! Pen, the spring-time was the best.”

“ What the deuce have my whiskers to do with the subject
in hand? ” Pen said (who, perhaps, may have been nettled by
Warrington’s allusion to those ormaments, which, to say the
truth, the young man coaxed, and curled, and oiled, and
perfumed and petted, in rather an a.bsurd manner). ““ Do
you think we can do anything with ‘Walter Lorraine’?
Shall we take him to the publisher’s, or make an auto-da-fé of
him? ”

“1 don’t see what is the good of incremation,” Warrington
said, “ though I have a great mind to put him into the fire, to
punish your atrocious humbug and hypocrisy. Shall I burn
him indeed? You have much too great a value for him to huart
a hair of his head.”

“ Have I? Here goes,” said Pen, and “ Walter Lorraine ”
went off the table, and was flung on to the coals. But the fire,
having done its duty of boiling the young men’s breakfast-
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kettle, had given up work for the day, and had gone out, as Pen
knew very well; and Wamngton, with a scornful srmle, once
more took up the manuscript with the tongs from out of the
harmless cinders.

** O Pen, what a humbug you are! ” Warrington said; * and,
what is worst of all, sir, a clumsy humbug. I saw you look to
see that the fire was out before you sent ¢ Walter Lorraine’
behind the bars. No, we won’t burn him: we will carry him
to the Egyptians, and sell him. We will exchange him away
for money, yea, for silver and gold, and for beef and for liquors,
and for tobacco and for raiment. This youth will fetch some
price in the market; for he is a comely lad, though not over
strong; but we will tatten him up, and give him the bath, and

curl his hair, and we will sell him for a hundred piastres te
Bacon or to Bungay. The rubbish is saleable enough, sir; and
my advice to Jyou is this: the next time you go home for a
holiday, take ‘ Walter Lorraine ’ in your carpet-bag—give him
a more modern air, prune away, though sparingly, some of the
green passages, and add a little coinedy, and cheerfulness, and
satire, and that sort of thing, and then we’ll take him to market
and sell him. The book is not a wonder of wonders, but it will
do very well.”

“Do you think so, Warrington? ” said Pen, delighted, for
this was great praise from his cynical friend.

“You silly young fooll I think it’s uncommoniy clever,”
Warrington said, in a kind voice. “ So do you, sir.” And with
the manuscript Which he held in his hand he playfully struck
Pen on the cheek. That part of Pen’s countenance turned as
red as it had ever done in the earliest days of his blushes: he
grasped the other’s hand and said, “ Thank you, Wa.rrmgton,
with all his might; and then he retired to his own room with
his book, and passed the greater part of the day upon his bed
re-readmcr it: and he did as Warrington had advised, and
altered not a little, and added a great deal, until at 1ength he
had fashioned “ Walter Lorraine ™ pretty much into the shape
in which, as the respected novel-reader knows, it subsequently
appeared

Whilst he was at work upon this performance, the good-
natured Warrington artfully inspired the two gentlemen who
“read” for Messrs. Bacon and Bungay with the greatest
curiosity regarding “ Walter Lorraine,” and pointed out the
peculiar merits of its distinguished author. It was at the period
when the novel called the * fashionable ” was in vogue among

I1—B 426
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us; and Warrington did not fail to point out, as before, how
Pen was a man of the very first fashion himself, and received
at the houses of some of the greatest personages in the land.
The simple and kind-hearted Percy Popjoy was brought to bear
upon Mrs. Bungay, whom he informed that his friend Pendennis
was occupied upon a work of the most exciting nature; a work
that the whole town would run after, full of w1t, gemus satire,
pathos, and every conceivable good quality. We have sa.ld
before, that Bungay knew no more about novels than he did
about Hebrew or Algebra, and neither read nor understood any
of the books which he published and paid for; but he took his
opinions from his professmnal advisers and from Mrs. B.; and,
evidently with a view to a commercial transaction, asked
Pendennis and Warrington to dinner again,

Bacon, when he found that Bungay was about to treat, of
course began to be anxious and curious, and desired to outbid
his rival. Was anythmg settled between Mr. Pendennis and
the odious house “ over the way ” about the new book? Mr.
Hack, the confidential reader, was told to make inquiries, and
see if anything was to be done; and the result of the inquiries
of that diplomatist was, that one morning Bacon himself toiled
up the staircase of Lamb Court, and to the door on which the
names of Mr. Warrington and Mr. Pendennis were painted.

For a gentleman of fashion, as poor Pen was represented to
be, it must be confessed that the apartments he and his friend
occupied were not very suitable. The ragged carpet had grown
only more ragged during the two years of Jjoint occupancy: a
constant odour of tobacco perfumed the sitting-room: Bacon
tumbled over the laundress’s buckets in the passage through
which he had to pass; Warrington’s shooting-jacket was as
tattered at the elbows as usual; and the chair which Bacon was
requested to take on entering "broke down with the publisher.
Warrington burst out laughing, said that Bacon had got the
game chair, and bawled out to Pen to fetch a sound one from
his bedroom; and seeing the publisher looking round the dingy
room with an air of profound pity and wonder, asked him
whether he didn’t think the apartments were elegant, and if he
would like, for Mrs. Bacon’s drawing-room, any of the articles
of furniture? Mr. Warrington’s character, as a humorist, was
known to Mr. Bacon: “I never can make that chap out, ” the
publisher was heard to say, “ or tell whether he is in earnest or
only chaffing.”

It is very possible that Mr. Bacon would have set the two:
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gentlemen down as impostors altogether, but that there chanced
to be on the breakfast-table certain cards of invitation which
the post of the morning had brought in for Pen, and which
happened to come from some very exalted personages of the
beau-monde, into which our young man had his introduction.
Looking down upon these, Bacon saw that the Marchioness of
Steyne would be at home to Mr. Arthur Pendennis upon a given
day, and that another lady of distinction proposed to have
dancing at her house upon a certain future evening. Warrington
saw the admiring publisher eyeing these documents. “Ah,”
said he, with an air of simplicity, *“ Pendennis is one of the most
affable young men I ever knew, Mr. Bacon. Here is a young
fellow that dines with all the great men in London, and yet
he’ll take his mutton-chop with you and me quite contentedly.
There’s nothing like the affability of the old English gentleman.”
~*“Oh no, nothing,” said Mr. Bacon.

* And you wonder why he should go on living up three pair
of stairs with me, don’t you, now? Well, it s a queer taste.
But we are fond of each other; and as I can’t afford to live in
a grand house, he comes and stays in these rickety old chambers
with me. He’s 2 man that can afford to live anywhere.”

“T fancy it don’t cost him much here,” thought Mr. Bacon;
and the object of these praises presently entered the room from
his adjacent sleeping apartment.

Then Mr. Bacon began to speak upon the subject of his visit;
said he heard that Mr. Pendennis had a manuscript novel;
professed himself anxious to have a sight of that work, and had
do doubt that they would come to terms respecting it. What
would be his price for it? would he give Bacon the refusal of
it? he would find our house a liberal house, and so forth. The
delighted Pen assumed an air of indifference, and said that he
was already in treaty with Bungay, and could give no definite
answer. This piqued the other into such liberal, though vague
offers, that Pen began to fancy Eldorado was opening to him,
and that his fortune was made from that day.

I shall not mention what was the sum of money which Mr.
Arthur Pendennis finally received for the first edition of his
novel of “ Walter Lorraine,” lest other young literary aspirants
should expect to be as lucky as he was, and unprofessional
persons forsake their own callings, whatever they may be, for
the sake of supplying the world with novels, whereof there is
already a sufficiency. Let no young people be misled and rush
fatally into romance-writing: for one book which succeeds let



30 THE HISTORY OF PENDENNIS

them remember the many that fail, I do not say deservedly or
otherwise, and wholesomely abstain: or if they venture, at
least let them do so at their own peril. As for those who have
already written novels, this warning is not addressed, of course,
to them. Let them take their wares to market; let them apply
to Bacon and Bungay, and all the publishers in the Row, or the
metropolis, and may they be happy in their ventures! This
world is so wide, and the tastes of mankind happily so various,
that there is always a chance for every man, and he may win
the prize by his genius or by his good fortune. But what is the
chance of success or failure; of obtaining popularity, or of
holding it when achieved? One man goes over the ice, which
bears him, and a score who follow flounder in. In fine, Mr.
Pendennis’s was an exceptional case, and applies to himself
only: and I assert solemnly, and will to the last maintain, that
it is one thing to write a novel, and another to get money for it.

By merit, then, or good fortune, or the skilful playing off of
Bungay against Bacon which Warrington performed (and which
an amateur novelist is quite welcome to try upon any two
publishers in the trade), Pen’s novel was actually sold for a
certain sum of money to one of the two eminent patrons of
letters whom we have introduced to our readers. The sum
was so considerable that Pen thought of opening an account at
a banker’s, or of keeping a cab and horse, or of descending into
the first floor of Lamb Court into newly furnished apartments,
or of migrating to the fashionable end of the town.

Major Pendennis advised the latter move strongly; he opened
his eyes with wonder when he heard of the good luck that had
befallen Pen; and which the latter, as soon as it occurred,
hastened eagerly to communicate to his uncle. The Major was
almost angry that Pen should have earned so much money.
“ Who the doose reads this kind of thing? ” he thought to himself,
when he heard of the bargain which Pen had made. “ I never
read your novels and rubbish. Except Paul de Kock, who
certainly makes me laugh, I don’t think I've looked into a book
of the sort these thirty years. Gad! Pen’s a lucky fellow. I
should think he might write one of these in a month now,—say a
month, that’s twelve in a year. Dammy, he may go on spinning
this nonsense for the next four or five years, and make a fortune.
In the meantime, I should wish him to live properly, take re-
spectable apartments, and keep a brougham.”

Arthur, laughing, told Warrington what his uncle’s advice
had been; but he luckily had a much more reasonable counsellor
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than the old gentleman in the person of his friend, and in his own
conscience, which said to him, * Be grateful for this piece of good
fortune; don’t plunge into any extravagances. Pay back
Laura!” And he wrote a letter to her, in which he told her
his thanks and his regard; and enclosed to her such an instalment
of his debt as nearly wiped it off. The widow and Laura herself
might well be affected by the letter. It was written with genuine
tenderness and modesty; and old Dr. Portman, when he read
a passage in the letter, in which Pen, with an honest heart full
of gratitude, humbly thanked Heaven for his present prosperity,
and for sending him such dear and kind friends to support him
in his ill-fortune,—when Doctor Portman read this portion of
the letter his voice faltered, and his eyes twinkled behind hig
spectacles. And when he had quite finished reading the same,
and bad taken his glasses off his nose, and had folded up the
paper and given it back to the widow, I am constrained to say,
that after holding Mrs. Pendennis’s hand for a minute, the
Doctor drew that lady towards him and fairly kissed her: at
which salute, of course, Helen burst out crying on the Doctor’s
shoulder, for her heart was too full to give any other reply:
and the Doctor, blushing a great deal after his feat, led the lady,
with a bow, to the sofa, on which he seated himself by her;
and he mumbled out, in a low voice, some words of a Great Poet
whom he loved very much, and who describes how in the days
of his prosperity he had made “ the widow’s heart to sing for
Oy-”

“The letter does the boy very great honour, very great
honour, my dear,” he said, patting it as it lay on Helen’s knee—
“and I think we have all reason to be thankful for it—very
thankful. I need not tell you in what quarter, my dear, for
you are a sainted woman: yes, Laura, my love, your mother is a
sainted woman. And Mrs. Pendennis, ma’am, I shall order 2
copy of the book for myself, and another at the Book Club.”

We may be sure that the widow and Laura walked out to
meet the mail which brought them their copy of Pen’s precious
novel, as soon as that work was printed and ready for delivery
to the public: and that they read it to each other: and that
they also read it privately and separately, for when the widow
came out of her room in her dressing-gown at one o’clock in
the morning with volume two, which she had finished, she found
Laura devouring volume three in bed. Laura did not say much
about the book, but Helen pronounced that it was a happy
mixture of Shakspeare, and Byron, and Walter Scott, and was
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quite certain that her son was the greatest genius, as he was the
best son, in the world.

Did Laura not think about the book and the author, although
she said so little! At least she thought about Arthur Pendennis.
Kind as his tone was, it vexed her. She did not like his eager-
ness to repay that money. She would rather that her brother
had taken her giit as she intended it: and was pained that there
should be money calculations between them. His letters from
London, written with the good-natured wish to amuse his
mother, were full of descriptions of the famous people, and the
entertainments, and magnificence of the great city. Every-
body was ﬁattermg him and spoiling him, she was sure. Was
he not looking to some great marriage, with that cunning uncle
for a Mentor (between Whom and Laura there was always an
antipathy), that inveterate worldling, whose whole thoughts
were bent upon pleasure and rank and fortune? He never
alluded to—to old times, when he spoke of her. He had for-
gotten them and her, perhaps: had he not forgotten other
things and people?

These thoughts may have passed in Miss Laura’s mind, though
she did not, she could not, confide them to Helen. She had one
more secret, too, from that lady, which she could not divulge,
perhaps because she knew how the widow would have rejoiced to
know it. This regarded an event which had occurred during that
visit to Lady Rockminster, which Laura had paid in the last
Christmas holidays, when Pen was at home with his mother,
and when Mr. Pynsent, supposed to be so cold and so ambitious,
had formally offered his hand to Miss Bell. No one except
herself and her admirer knew of this proposal: or that Pynsent
had been rejected by her; and probably the reasons she gave
to the mortified young man himself were not those which
actuated her refusal, or those which she chose to acknowledge
to herself. “I never,” she told Pynsent, “ can accept such an
offer as that which you make me, which you own is unknown to
your family, as I am sure it would be unwelcome to them. The
difference of rank between us is too great. You are very kind
to me here—too good and kind, dear Mr. Pynsent—but I am
little better than a dependant.”

“ A dependant! who ever so thought of you? You are the
equal of all the world,” Pynsent broke out.

“Tama dependant at home, too,” Laura said sweetly, “ and,
indeed, I would not be otherwise. Left early a poor orphan, I
have found the kindest and tenderest of mothers, and I have
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vowed never to leave her—never. Pray do not speak of this
again—here, under your relative’s roof, or elsewhere. It is
impossible.”

“If Lady Rockminster asks you yourself, will you listen to
her? ” Pynsent cried eagerly.

“No,” Laura said. “I beg you never to speak of this any
more. I must go away if you do.”—And with this she left him.

Pynsent never asked for Lady Rockminster’s intercession:
he knew how vain it was to look for that: and he never spoke -
again on that subject to Laura or to any person.

When at length the famous novel appeared, it not only met
with applause from more impartial critics than Mrs. Pendennis,
but, luckily for Pen, it suited the taste of the public, and obtained
quick and considerable popularity. Before two months were
over, Pen had the satisfaction and surprise of seeing the second
edition of “ Walter Lorraine ”” advertised in the newspapers; and
enjoyed the pleasure of reading and sending home the critiques
of various literary journals and reviewers upon his book. Their
censure did not much affect him; for the good-natured young
man was disposed to accept with considerable humility the
dispraise of others. Nor did their praise elate him overmuch;
for, like most honest persons, he had his own opinion about
his own performance, and when a critic praised him in the
wrong place, he was hurt rather than pleased by the compliment.
But if a review of his work was very laudatory, it was a great
pleasure to him to send it home to his mother at Fairoaks, and
to think of the joy which it would give there. There are some
natures, and perhaps, as we have said, Pendennis’s was one,
which are improved and softened by prosperity and kindness,
as there are men of other dispositions, who become arrogant
and graceless under good fortune. Happy he who can endure
one or the other with modesty and good-humour! Lucky he
who has been educated to bear his fate, whatsoever it may be,
by an early example of uprightness, and a childish training in
honour!



34 THE HISTORY OF PENDENNIS

CHAPTER XLII
ALSATIA

BRrED up, like a bailiff or a shabby attorney, about the purlieus
of the Inns of Court, Shepherd’s Inn is always to be found in the
close neighbourhood of Lincoln’s Inn Fields, and the Temple.
Somewhere behind the black gables and smutty chimney-stacks
of Wych Street, Holywell Street, Chancery Lane, the quad-
rangle lies, hidden from the outer world; and it is approached
by curious passages and ambiguous smoky alleys, on which the
sun has forgotten to shine. Slop-sellers, brandy-ball and hard-
pake vendors, purveyors of theatrical prints for youth, dealers
in dingy furniture, and bedding suggestive of anything but
sleep, line the narrow walls and dark casements with their
wares. The doors are many belled: and crowds of dirty
children form endless groups about the steps: or around the
shell-fish dealers’ trays in these courts; whereof the damp
pavements resound with pattens, and are drabbled with a never-
failing mud. Ballad-singers come and chant here, in deadly
guttural tones, satirical songs against the Whig administration,
against the bishops and dignified clergy, against the German
relatives of an august royal family; Punch sets up his theatre,
sure of an audience, and occasionally of a halfpenny, from the
swarming occupants of the houses: women scream after their
children for loitering in the gutter, or, worse still, against the
husband who comes reeling from the gin shop:—there is a cease-
less din and life in these courts, out of which you pass into the
tranquil, old-fashioned quadrangle of Shepherd’s Inn. In a
mangy little grass plat in the centre rises up the statue of
Shepherd, defended by iron railings from the assaults of boys.
The Hall of the Inn, on which the founder’s arms are painted,
occupies one side of the square, the tall and ancient chambers
are carried round other two sides, and over the central archway,
which leads into Oldcastle Street, and so into the great London
thoroughfare.

The Inn may have been occupied by lawyers once; but the
laity have long since been admitted into its precincts, and I do
not know that any of the principal legal firms have their chambers
here. The offices of the Polwheedle and Tredyddlum Copper
Mines occupy one set of the ground-floor chambers; the Registry
of Patent Inventions and Union of Genius and Capital Company,
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another ;—the only gentleman whose name figures here, and in
the “Law List,” is Mr. Campion, who wears mustachios, and
who comes in his cab twice or thrice in a week; and whose West
End offices are in Curzon Street, Mayfair, where Mrs. Campion
entertains the nobility and gentry to whom her husband lends
money. There, and on his glazed cards, he is Mr. Somerset
Campion; here he is Campion & Co.; and the same tuft which
ornaments his chin sprouts from the under-lip of the rest of the
firm. It is splendid to see his cab-horse harness blazing with
heraldic bearings, as the vehicle stops at the door leading to his
chambers. The horse flings froth off his nostrils as he chafes
and tosses under the shining bit. The reins and the breeches
of the groom are glittering white,—the lustre of that equipage
makes a sunshine in that shady place.

Our old friend, Captain Costigan, has examined Campion’s
cab and horse many an afternoon, as he trailed about the court
in his carpet slippers and dressing-gown, with his old hat cocked
over his eye. He suns himself there after his breakfast when the
day is suitable; and goes and pays a visit to the porter’s lodge,
where he pats the heads of the children, and talks to Mrs. Bolton
about the thayatres and me daughther Leedy Mirabel. Mrs.
Bolton was herself in the profession once, and danced at the
Wells in early days as the thirteenth of Mr. Serle’s forty pupils.

Costigan lives in the third floor at No. 4, in the rooms which
were Mr. Podmore’s, and whose name is still on the door—
(somebody else’s name, by the way, is on almost all the doors in
Shepherd’s Tnn). When Charley Podmore (the pleasing tenor
singer, T. R. D. L., and at the Back Kitchen Concert Rooms)
married, and went to live at Lambeth, he ceded his chambers
to Mr. Bows and Captain Costigan, who occupy them in common
now, and you may often hear the tones of Mr. Bows’s piano of
fine days when the windows are open, and when he is practising
for amusement, or for the instruction of a theatrical pupil,
of whom he has one or two. Fanny Bolton is one, the portress's
daughter, who has heard tell of her mother’s theatrical giories,
which she longs to emulate  She has a good voice and a pretty
face and figure for the stage; and she prepares the rooms and
makes the beds and breakfasts for Messrs. Costigan and Bows,
in return for which the latter instructs her in music and singing.
But for his unfortunate propensity to liquor (and in that excess
she supposes that all men of fashion indulge), she thinks the
Captain the finest gentleman in the world, and believes in all
the versions of all his stories; and she is very found of Mr.

II—*p 426
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Bows too, and very grateful to him, and this shy queer old
gentleman has a fatherly fondness for her too, for in truth his
heart is full of kindness, and he is never easy unless he loves
somebody.

Costigan has had the carriages of visitors of distinction before
his humble door in Shepherd’s Inn: and to hear him talk of
a morning (for his evening song is of a much more melancholy
nature) you would fancy that Sir Charles and Lady Mirabel were
in the constant habit of calling at his chambers, and bringing
with them the select nobility to visit the ““ old man, the honest
old half-pay Captain, poor old Jack Costigan,” as Cos calls
himself.

The truth is, that Lady Mirabel has left her husband’s card
(which has been stuck in the little looking-glass over the mantel-
piece of the sitting-room at No. 4 for these many months past),
and has come in person to see her father, but not of late days.
A kind person, disposed to discharge her duties gravely, upon
her marriage with Sir Charles, she settled a little pension upon
her father, who occasionally was admitted to the table of his
daughter and son-in-law. At first poor Cos’s behaviour “in
the hoight of poloit societee,” as he denominated Lady Mirabel’s
drawing-room table, was harmless, if it was absurd. As he
clothed his person in his best attire, so he selected the longest
and richest words in his vocabulary to deck his conversation,
and adopted a solemnity of demeanour which struck with
astonishment all those persons in whose company he happened
to be.— Was your Leedyship in the Pork to-dee? " he would
demand of his daughter. “1I looked for your equipage in
veen :—the poor old man was not gratified by the soight of his
daughther’s chariot. Sir Chorlus, I saw your neem at the Levee;
many’s the Levee at the castle at Dublin that poor old Jack
Costigan has attended in his time. Did the Juke look pretty
well? Bedad, T'll call at Apsley House, and lave me cyard
upon ’um. Ithank ye, James, a little dthrop more champeane.”
Indeed he was magnificent in his courtesy to all, and addressed
his observations not only to the master and the guests, but to
the domestics who waited at the table, and who had some
difficulty in maintaining their professional gravity while they
waited on Captain Costigan.

On the first two or three visits to his son-in-law, Costigan
maintained a strict sobriety, content to make up for his lost
time when he got to the Back Kitchen, where he bragged about
his son-in-law’s clar't and burgandee, until his own utterance
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began to fail him, over his sixth tumbler of whisky-punch. But
with familiarity his caution vanished, and poor Cos lamentably
disgraced himself at Sir Charles Mirabel’s table, by prematurse
inebriation. A carriage was called for him: the hospitable door
was shut upon him. Often and sadly did be speak to his friends
at the Kitchen of his resemblance to King Lear in the plee—of
his having a thankless choild, bedad—of his being a pore worn-
out lonely old man, dthriven to dthrinking by ingratitude, and
seeking to dthrown his sorrows in punch.

It is painful to be obliged to record the weaknesses of fathers,
but it must be furthermore told of Costigan, that when his credit
was exhausted and his money gone, he would not unfrequently
beg money from his daughter, and make statements to her not
altogether consistent with strict truth. On one day a bailiff
was about to lead him to prison, he wrote,  unless the—to you
insignificant—sum of three pound five can be forthcoming to
liberate a poor man’s grey hairs from gaol.” And the good-
natured Lady Mirabel despatched the money necessary for her
father’s liberation, with a caution to him to be more economical
for the future. On a second occasion the Captain met with a
frightful accident, and broke a plate-glass window in the Strand,
for which the proprietor of the shop held him liable. The money
was forthcoming this time too, to repair her papa’s disaster, and
was carried down by Lady Mirabel’s servant to the slipshod
messenger and aide-de-camp of the Captain, who brought the
letter announcing his mishap. If the servant had followed the
Captain’s aide-de-camp who carried the remittance, he would
have seen that gentleman, a person of Costigan’s country too (for
have we not said, that however poor an Irish gentleman is, he
always has a poorer Irish gentleman to run on his errands and
transact his pecuniary affairs?) call a cab from the nearest stand,
and rattle down to the Roscius’s Head, Harlequin Yard, Drury
Lane, where the Captain was indeed in pawn, and for several
glasses containing rum-and-water, or other spirituous refresh-
ment, of which he and his staff had partaken. On a third
melancholy occasion he wrote that he was attacked by illness,
and wanted money to pay the physician whom he was compelled
to call in; and this time Lady Mirabel, alarmed about her
father’s safety, and perhaps reproaching herself that she had of
late lost sight of him, called for her carriage and drove to
Shepherd’s Inn, at the gate of which she alighted, whence she
found the way to her father’s chambers, “ No. 4, third floor, name
of Podmore over the door,” the portress said, with many curtsies,
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pointing towards the door of the house, into which the affec-
tionate daughter entered and mounted the dingy stair! Alas!
the door, surmounted by the name of Podmore, was opened to
her by poor Cos in his shirt-sleeves, and prepared with the
gridiron to receive the mutton-shops which Mrs. Bolton had gone
to purchase.

Also, it was not pleasant for Sir Charles Mirabel to have
letters constantly addressed to him at Brookes’s with the in-
formation that Captain Costigan was in the hall, waiting for an
answer; or when he went to play his rubber at the Travellers’,
o be obliged to shoot out of his brougham and run up the steps
rapidly, lest his father-in-law should seize upon him; and to
think that while he read his paper or played his whist, the
Captain was walking on the opposite side of Pall Mall, with
that dreadful cocked hat, and the eye beneath it fixed steadily
upon the windows of the club. Sir Charles was a weak man;
he was old, and had many infirmities: he cried about his father-
in-law to his wife, whom he adored with senile infatuation: he
said he must go abroad,—he must go and live in the country,—
he should die, or have another fit if he saw that man again—
he knew he should. And it was only by paying a second visit
to Captain Costigan, and representing to him, that if he plagued
Sir Charles by letters, or addressed him in the street, or made
any further applications for loans, his allowance would be with-
drawn altogether, that Lady Mirabel was enabled to keep her
papa in order, and to restore tranquillity to her husband. And
on occasion of this visit, she sternly rebuked Bows for not
keeping a better watch over the Captain; desired that he
should not be allowed to drink in that shameful way; and that
the people at the horrid taverns which he frequented should be
told, upon no account to give him credit. “ Papa’s conduct is
bringing me to the grave,” she said (though she looked perfectly
healthy), “and you, as an old man, Mr. Bows, and one that
pretended to have a regard for us, ought to be ashamed of
abetting him in it.” These were the thanks which honest Bows
got for his friendship and his life’s devotion. And I do not
suppose that the old philosopher was much worse off than many
other men, or had greater reason to grumble.

On the second floor of the next house to Bows’s, in Shepherd’s
Inn, at No. 3, live two other acquaintances of ours, Colonel
Altamont, agent to the Nawaub of Lucknow, and Captain the
Chevalier Edward Strong. No name at all is over their door.
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The Captain does not choose to let all the world know where he
lives, and his cards bear the address of a Jermyn Street hotel;
and as for the Ambassador Plenipotentiary of the Indian
potentate, he is not an envoy accredited to the Courts of St.
James’s or Leadenhall Street, but is here on a confidential
mission, quite independent of the East India Company or the
Board of Control. “In fact,” as Strong says,  Colonel Alta-
mont’s object being financial, and to effectuate a sale of some of
the principal diamonds and rubies of the Lucknow crown, his
wish is #of to report himself at the India House or in Cannon
Row, but rather to negotiate with private capitalists—with
whom he has had important transactions both in this country
and on the Continent.” .

We have said that these anonymous chambers of Strong’s
had been very comfortably furnished since the arrival of Sir
Francis Clavering in London, and the Chevalier might boast
with reason to the friends who visited him, that few retired
Captains were more snugly quartered than he, in his crib in
Shepherd’s Inn. There were three rooms below: the office
where Strong transacted his business—whatever that might be
—and where still remained the desk and railings of the departed
officials who had preceded him, and the Chevalier’s own bed-
room and sitting-room; and a private stair led out of the office
to two upper apartments, the one occupied by Colonel Altamont,
and the other serving as the kitchen of the establishment, and
the bedroom of Mr. Grady, the attendant. These rooms were
on a level with the apartments of our friends Bows and Costigan
next door at No. 4; and by reaching over the communicating
leads, Grady could command the mignonette-box which bloomed
in Bows’s window.

From Grady’s kitchen-casement often came odours still more
fragrant. The three old soldiers who formed the garrison of
No. 3 were all skilled in the culinary art. Grady was great at
an Irish stew; the Colonel was famous for pillaus and curries;
and as for Strong, he could cook anything. He made French
dishes and Spanish dishes, stews, fricassees, and omelettes, to
perfection; nor was there any man in England more hospitable
than he when his purse was full, or his credit was good. At
those happy periods, he could give a friend, as he sa1d a good
dinner, a good glass of wine, and a good song afterwards and
poor Cos often heard with envy the roar of Strong’s choruses,
and the musical clinking of the glasses, as he sate in his own
room, so far removed and yet so near to those festivitivs, It
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was not expedient to invite Mr. Costigan always: his practice
of inebriation was lamentable; and he bored Strong’s guests with
his stories when sober, and with his maudlin tears when drunk.

A strange and motley set they were, these friends of the
Chevalier; and though Major Pendennis would not much have
relished their company, Arthur and Warrington liked it not a
little. There was a history about every man of the set: they
seemed all to have had their tides of luck and bad fortune.
Most of them had wonderful schemes and speculations in their
pockets, and plenty for making rapid and extraordinary fortunes.
Jack Holt had been in Queen Christina’s army, when Ned
Strong had fought on the other side; and was now organising
a little scheme for smuggling tobacco into London, which must
bring thirty thousand a year to any man who would advance
fifteen hundred, just to bribe the last officer of the Excise who
held out, and had wind of the scheme. Tom Diver, who had
been in the Mexican navy, knew of a specie-ship which had
been sunk in the first year of the war, with three hundred and
eighty thousand dollars on board, and a hundred and eighty
thousand pounds in bars and doubloons. “ Give me eighteen
hundred pounds,” Tom said, *“ and T'm off to-morrow. T take
out four men, and a diving-bell with me; and I return in ten
months to take my seat in Parliament, by Jove! and to buy
back my family estate.” Xeightley, the manager of the Pol-
wheedle and Tredyddlum Copper Mines (which were as yet
under water), besides singing as good a second as any pro-
fessional man, and besides the Tredyddlum Office, had a Smyrna
Sponge Company, and a little quicksilver operation in view,
which would set him straight with the world yet. Filby had
been everything: a corporal of dragoons, a field-preacher, and
missionary agent for converting the Irish; an actor at a Green-
wich fair booth, in front of which his father’s attorney found
him when the old gentleman died and left him that famous
property, from which he got no rents now, and of which nobody
exactly knew the situation. Added to these was Sir Francis
Clavering, Bart., who liked their society, though he did not
much add to its amusements by his convivial powers. But he
was made much of by the company now, on account of his
wealth and position in the world. He told his little story and
sang his little song or two with great affability: and he had
had his own history, too, before his accession to good fortune;
and had seen the inside of more prisons than one, and written
his name on many a stamped paper.
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When Altamont first returned from Paris, and after he had
communicated with Sir Francis Clavering from the hotel at
which he had taken up his quarters (and which he had reached
in a very denuded state, considering the wealth of diamonds
and rubies with which this honest man was intrusted), Strong
was sent to him by his patron the Baronet; paid his little bill
at the inn, and invited him to come and sleep for a night or two
at the chambers, where he subsequently took up his residence.
To negotiate with this man was very well, but to have such a
person settled in his rooms, and to be constantly burthened
with such society, did not suit the Chevalier’s taste much; and
he grumbled not a little to his principal.

“I wish you would put this bear mto somebody else’s cage,”
he said to Clavering. * The fellow’s no gentleman. I don’t
like walking with him. He dresses himself like a nigger on a
holiday. I took him to the play the other night; and, by Jove,
sir, he abused the actor who was doing the part of villain in
the play, and swore at him so, that the people in the boxes
wanted to turn him out. The after-picce was the “ Brigand,”
where Wallack comes in wounded, you know, and dies. When
he died, Altamont began to cry like a child, and said it was a
d——d shame, and cried and swore so, that there was another
row, and everybody laughing. Then I bad to take him away,
because he wanted to take his coat off to one fellow who laughed
at him; and bellowed to him to stand up like a man.—Who 15
he? Where the deuce does he come from? You had best tell
me the whole story, Frank; you must one day. You and he
have robbed a church together, that’s my belief. You had
better get it off your mind at once, Clavering, and tell me what
this Altamont is, and what hold he has over you.”

“Hang him! I wish he was dead!” was the Baronet’s only
reply; and his countenance became so gloomy, that Strong did
not think fit to question his patron any further at that time;
but resolved, if need were, to try and discover for himself what
was the secret tie between Altamont and Clavering.
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CHAPTER XLIII

IN WHICH THE COLONEL NARRATES SOME OF HIS
ADVENTURES

EARLY in the forenoon ot the day after the dinner in Grosvenor
Place, at which Colonel Altamont had chosen to appear, the
Colonel emerged from his chamber in the upper storey at
Shepherd’s Inn, and entered into Strong’s sitting-room, where
the Chevalier sate in his easy-chair with the newspaper and his
cigar. He was a man who made his tent comfortable wherever
he pitched it, and long before Altamont’s arrival, had done
justice to a copious breakfast of fried eggs and broiled rashers,
which Mr. Grady had prepared secundum artem. Good-humoured
and talkative, he preferred any company rather than none;
and though he had not the least liking for his fellow-lodger,
and would not have grieved to hear that the accident had befallen
him which Sir Francis Clavering desired so fervently, yet kept
on falr terms with him. He had seen Altamont to bed with
great friendlincss on the night previous, and taken away his
candle for fear of accidents; and finding a spirit-bottle empty,
upon which he had counted for his nocturnal refreshment, had
drunk a glass of water with perfect contentment over his pipe,
before he turned into his own crib and to sleep. That enjoy-
ment never failed him: he had always an easy temper, a fauliless
digestion, and a rosy cheek; and whether he was going into
action the next morning or to prison (and both had been his
lot), in the camp or the Fleet, the worthy Captain snored
healthfully through the night, and woke with a good heart and
appetite, for the struggles or difficulties or pleasures of the
day. ‘

The first act of Colonel Altamont was to bellow to Grady for
a pint of pale ale, the which he first poured into a pewter flagon,
whence he transferred it to his own lips. He put down the
- tankard empty, drew a great breath, wiped his mouth on his
dressing-gown (the difference of the colour of his beard from his
dyed whiskers had long struck Captain Strong, who had seen
too that his hair was fair under his black wig, but made no
remarks upon these circumstances}—the Colonel drew a great
breath, and professed himself immensely refreshed by his
draught. “ Nothing like that beer,” he remarked, “ when the
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coppers are hot. Many a day I’ve drunk a dozen of Bass au
Calcutta, and—and ’——

“ And at Lucknow, I suppose,” Strong said, with a laugh.
“T got the beer for you on purpose: knew you’d want it after
last night.” And the Colonel began to talk about his adventures
i the preceding evening.

I cannot help myself,” the Colonel said, beating his head
with his big hand. “I’m a madman when I get the liquor on
board me; and ain’t fit to be trusted with a spirit-bottle. When
I once begin I can’t stop till I've emptied it; and when I’ve
swallowed it, Lord knows what I say or what I don’t say. 1
dined at home here quite quiet. Grady gave me just my two
tumblers, and I intended to pass the evening at the Black and
Red as sober as a parson. Why did you leave that confounded
sample-bottle of Hollands out of the cupboard, Strong? Grady
must go out too, and leave me the kettle a-boiling for tea. It
was of no use, I couldn’t keep away from it. Washed it all
down, sir, by Jingo. And it’s my belief I had some more, too,
afterwards at that infernal little thieves’ den.”

“ What, were you there too? ” Strong asked, “ and before
you came to Grosvenor Place? That was beginning betimes.”

“ Early hours to be drunk and cleared out before nine o’clock,
ch? Butsoitwas. Ves, like a great big fool, I must go there;
and found the fellows dining, Blackland and young Moss, and
two or three more of the thieves. If we’d gone to Rouge et
Noir, I must have won. But we didn’t try the black and red.
No, hang ’em, they know’d I’d have beat ’em at that—I must
have beat 'em—TI can’t help beating ’em, I tell you. But they
was too cunning for me. That rascal Blackland got the bones
out, and we played hazard on the dining-table. And I dropped
all the money I had from you in the morning, be hanged to my
luck. It was that that set me wild, and I suppose I rmust have
been very hot about the head, for I went off thinking to get
some more money from Clavering, I recollect; and then—and
then I don’t much remember what happened till I woke this
morning, and heard old Bows at No. 4 playing on his pianner.”

Strong mused for a while as he lighted his cigar with a coal.
“TI should like to know how you always draw money from
Clavering, Colonel,” he said.

The Colonel burst out with a laugh—“ Ha, ha! he owes it
me,” he said. :

“T don’t know that that’s a reason with Frank for paying,”
Strong answered. “ He owes plenty besides you.”
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“ Well, he gives it me because he is so fond of me,” the other
said, with the same grinning sneer. “He loves me like a
brother; you know he does, Captain.—No?—He don’tP—Well,
perha,ps he don’t; and if you ask me no questions, perhaps I'll
tell you no lies, Capta.ln Strong—put that in your pipe and
smoke it, my boy

“But I'll give up that confounded brandy-bottle,” the
Colonel continued, after a pause. “T must give it up, or it’ll
be the ruin of me.’

“ It makes you say queer things,” said the Captain, looking
Altamont hard in the face. “ Remember what you said last
night, at Clavering’s table.”

“Say? What did I say?” asked the other hastily. “ Did
I split anything? Dammy, Strong, did I split anything? ”

“ Ask me no questions, and I will tell you no lies,” the
Chevalier replied on his part. Strong thought of the words Mr.
Altamont had used, and his abrupt depa.rture from the Baronet’s
dining-table and house as soon as he recognised Major Pen-
dennis, or Captain Beak, as he called the Major. But Strong
resolved to seck an explanatmn of these words otherwise than
from Colonel Altamont, and did not choose to recall them to
the other’s memory. “ No,” he said then, “ you didn’t split,
as you call it, Colonell it was only a trap of mine to see if I
could make you speak; but you didn’t say a word thatanybody
could comprehend—you were too far gone for that.”

So much the better, Altamont thought; and heaved a great
sigh as if relieved. Strong remarked the emotion, but took no
notice, and the other, being in a communicative mood, went
on speaking.

“Yes, I own to my faults,” continued the Colonel. * There
is some things I can’t, do what I will, resist: a bottle of brandy,
a box of dice, and a beautiful woman. No man of pluck and
spirit, no man as was worth his salt ever could, as I know of.
There’s hardly p'raps a country in the world in which them
three ain’t got me into trouble.”

“Indeed!” said Strong.

“ Yes, from the age of fifteen, when I ran away from home,
and went cabin-boy on board an Indiaman, till now, when I'm
fifty year old, pretty nigh, them women have always been my
ruin. Why, it was one of ’em, and with such black eyes and
jewels on her meck, and satins and ermine like a duchess, I tell
you—it was one of ’em at Paris that swept off the best part of
the thousand pound as I went off with. Didn’t I ever tell you
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of it? Well, I don’t mind. At first I was very cautious, and
having such a lot of money kep it close and lived like a gentle-
man—Colonel Altamont, Meurice’s Hotel, and that sort of thing
—never played, except at the public tables, and won more than
Ilost. Well, sir, there was a chap that I saw at the hotel and
the Palace Royal too, a regular swell fellow, with white kid
gloves and a tuft to his chin, Bloundell-Bloundell his name was,
as I made acquaintance with somehow, and he asked me to
dinner, and took me to Madame the Countess de Foljambe’s
soirées—such a woman, Strong!—such an eyel—such a hand
at the pianner. Lor bless you, she’d sit down and sing to you,
and gaze at you, until she warbled your soul out of your body
a’most. She asked me to go to her evening parties every
Toosday; and didn’t I take opera-boxes and give her dinners
at the restaurateur’s, that’s all? But I had a run of luck at
the tables, and it was not in the dinners and opera-boxes that
poor Clavering’s money went. No, be hanged to it, it was
swep off in another way. One night, at the Countess’s, there
was several of us at supper—Mr. Bloundell-Bloundell, the
Honourable Deuceace, the Marky de la Tour de Force—all tip-
top nobs, sir, and the height of fashion, when we had supper,
and champagne you may be sure in plenty, and then some of
that confounded brandy. I would have it—I would go on at
it—the Countess mixed the tumblers of punch for me, and we
had cards as well as grog after supper, and I played and drank
until I don’t know what I did. I was like I was last night. I
was taken away and put to bed somehow, and never woke until
the next day, to a roaring headache, and to see my servant,
who said the Honourable Deuceace wanted to see me, and was
waiting in the sitting-room. ‘How are you, Colonel?’ says he,
a coming into my bedroom. ‘ How long did you stay last night
after I went away? The play was getting too high for me, and
T’d lost enough to you for one night.’

“ ¢ To me,” says I, ‘ how’s that, my dear feller?’ (for though
he was an Earl’s son, we was as familiar as you and me). ‘ How’s
that, my dear feller?’ says I, and he tells me that he had
borrowed thirty louis of me at vingt-et-un, that he gave me an
I O U for it the night before, which I put into my pocket-book
before he left the room. I takes out my card-case—it was the
Countess as worked it for me—and there was the I O U sure
enough, and he paid me thirty louis in gold down upon the table
at my bedside. So I said he was a gentleman, and asked him
if he would like to take anything, when my servant should get
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it for him; but the Honourable Deuceace don’t drink of a
morning, and he went away to some business which he said he
had. i

“ Presently there's another ring at my outer door; and this
time it’s Bloundell-Bloundell and the Marky that comes in.
‘¢ Bong jour, Marky,” says I. ‘Good morning—no headache?’
says he. So I said I had one; and how I must have been un-
common queer the night afore; but they both declared I didn’t
show no signs of having had too much, but took my liquor as
grave as a judge.

“‘So,’ says the Marky, ‘ Deuceace has been with you: we
met him in the Palais Royal as we were coming from breakfast.
Has he settled with you? Get it while you can: he’s a slippery
card; and as he won three ponies of Bloundell, I recommend
you to get your money while he has some.’

‘¢ He has paid me,” says I; ‘but I knew no more than the
dead that he owed me anything, and don’t remember a bit
about lending him thirty louis.”

“ The Marky and Bloundell locks and smiles at each other at
this; and Bloundell says, ‘ Colonel, you are a queer feller. No
man could have supposed, from your manners, that you had
tasted anything stronger than tea all night, and yet you forget
things in the morning. Come, come,—tell that to the rnarines,
my friend,—we don’t have it at any price.’

“‘En effet; says the Marky, twiddling his little black
mustachios in the chimney-glass, and making a lunge or two
as he used to do at the fencing-school. (He was a wonder at
the fencing-school, and I've seen him knock down the image
fourteen times running, at Lepage’s.) ‘Let us speak of affairs.
Colonel, you understand that affairs of honour are best settled
at once: perhaps it won’t be inconvenient to you to arrange
our little matters of last night.’

“ ¢ What little matters? saysI. ‘Do youowe me any money,
Marky?’

“‘Bah!’ says he; ‘do not let us have any more jesting. I
have your note of hand for three hundred and forty louis.
La voici I’ says he, taking out a paper from his pocket-book.

““And mme for two hundred and ten, says Bloundell-
Bloundell, and he puts out %is bit of paper.

“T was in such a rage of wonder at this, that I sprang out of
bed, and wrapped my dressing-gown round me. ¢ Are you come
here 10 make a fool of me?’ says 1. ‘1 don’t owe you two
hundred, or two thousand, or two louis: and I won’t pay you
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a farthing. Do you suppose you can catch me with your notes
of hand? I laugh at ’em, and at you; and I believe you to be
a couple '—

“ ¢ A couple of what? ’ says Mr. Bloundell. ¢ You, of course,
are aware that we are a couple of men of honour, Colonel
Altamont, and not come here to trifle or to listen to abuse from
you. You will either pay us or we will expose you as a cheat,
and chastise you as a cheat, too,” says Bloundell.

“‘ Qui, parbleu, says the Marky,—but I didn’t mind him,
for I could have thrown the little fellow out of the window;
but it was different with Bloundell,—he was a large man, that
weighs three stone more than me, and stands six inches higher,
and I think he could have done for me.

‘“* Monsieur will pay, or Monsieur will give me the reason
why. I believe you're little better than a polisson, Colonel
Altamont,’—that was the phrase he used "—Altamont said
with a grin,—*“ and I got plenty more of this language from the
two fellers, and was in the thick of the row with them, when
another of our party came in. This was a friend of mine—a
gent I had met at Boulogne, and had taken to the Countess’s
myself. And as he hadn’t played at all on the previous night,
and had actually warned me against Bloundell and the others,
T told the story to him, and so did the other two.

“‘I am very sorry,” says he. ‘You would go on playing:
the Countess entreated you to discontinue. These gentlemen
offered repeatedly to stop. It was you that insisted on the
large stakes, not they.’ In fact he charged dead against me:
and when the two others went away, he told me how the Marky
would shoot me as sure as my name was—was what itis. ‘I
left the Countess crying, too,” said he. ¢She hates these two
men; she has warned you repeatedly against them ’ (which she
actually had done, and often told me never to play with them),
¢ and now, Colonel, I have left her in hysterics almost, lest there
should be any quarrel between you, and that confounded Marky
should put a bullet through your head. It’s my belief, says
my friend, ¢ that that woman is distractedly in love with you.’

‘Do you think so?’ says I; upon which my friend told me
how she had actually gone down on her knees to him, and said,
¢ Save Colonel Altamont!’

“ As soon as I was dressed, I went and called upon that lovely
woman, She gave a shriek and pretty near fainted when she
saw me. She called me Ferdinand,—I’m blest if she didn’t.”

“I thought your name was Jack,” said Strong, with a laugh;
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at which the Colonel blushed very much behind his dyed
whiskers.

“ Amanmay have more names than one, mayn’t he, Strong? "
Altamont asked. “ When I'm with a lady, I like to take a
good one. She called me by my Christian name. She cried fit
to break your heart. I can’t stand seeing a woman cry—never
could—not whilst I’'m fond of her. She said she could not bear
to think of my losing so much money in her house. Wouldn’t
I take her diamonds and necklaces, and pay part?

“ I swore I wouldn’t touch a farthing’s worth of her jewellery,
which perhaps I did not think was worth a great deal,—but
what can a woman do more than give you her all? That’s the
sort I like, and I know there’s plenty of ’'em. And I told her
to be easy about the money, for I would not pay one single
farthing.

““Then they’ll shoot you,’ says she; ‘they’ll kill my
Ferdinand.” ”

“ They’ll kill my Jack wouldn’t have sounded well in French,”
Strong said, laughing.

“ Never mind about names,” said the other sulkily: ‘‘a man
of honour may take any name he chooses, I suppose.”

“Well, go on with your story,” said Strong.  She said
they would kill you.”

“¢No,” says I, ‘ they won’t: for I will not let that scamp of
a Marquis send me out of the world; and if he lays a hand on
me, I'll brain him, Marquis as he is.’

At this the Countess shrank back from me as if I had said
something very shocking. ‘Do I understand Colonel Altamont
aright?’ says she; ‘and that a British officer refuses to meet
any person who provokes him to the field of honour?’

“‘Field of honour be hanged, Countess!’ says I. ‘You
would not have me be a target for that little scoundrel’s pistol
practice?’

‘¢ Colonel Altamont,’ says the Countess, ‘ I thought you were
a man of honour—I thought, I—but no matter. Good-bye,
sir” And she was sweeping out of the room, her voice regular
choking in her pocket-handkerchief.

“‘Countess!’ says I, rushing after her and seizing her
hand.

¢ ¢ Leave me, Monsieur le Colonel,’ says she, shaking me off,
‘ my father was a General of the Grand Army. A soldier should
know how to pay all his debts of honour.’

“ What could I do! Everybody was against me. Caroline
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said I had lost the money: though I didn’t remember a syllable
about the business. I had taken Deuceace’s money too; but
then it was because he offered it to me, you know, and that’s a
different thing. Every one of these chaps was a man of fashion
and honour; and the Marky and the Countess of the first
families of France. And by Jove, sir, rather than offend her,
I paid the money up: five hundred and sixty gold napoleons,
by Jove; besides three hundred which I lost when I had my
revenge.

“ And I can’t tell you at this minute whether I was done or
not,” concluded the Colonel, musing. * Sometimes I think I
was: but then Caroline was so fond of me. That woman would
never have seen me done: never, I'm sure she wouldn't: at
least, if she would, I’'m deceived in woman.”

Any further revelations of his past life which Altamont might
have been disposed to confide to his honest comrade the
Chevalier, were interrupted by a knocking at the outer door of
their chambers: which, when opened by Grady the servant,
admitted no less a person than Sir Francis Clavering into the
presence of the two worthies.

“ The Governor, by Jove,” cried Strong, regarding the arrival
of his patron with surprise. ‘ What’s brought you here? ”
growled Altamont, looking sternly from under his heavy eye-
brows at the Baronet. “It’s no good, I warrant.” And,
indeed, good very seldom brought Sir Francis Clavering into
that or any other place.

Whenever he came into Shepherd’s Inn, it was money that
brought the unlucky Baronet into those precincts: and there
was commonly a gentleman of the money-dealing world in
waiting for him at Strong’s chambers, or at Campion’s below;
and a question of bills to negotiate or to renew. Clavering was
a man who had never looked his debts fairly in the face, familiar
as he had been with them all his life: as long as he could renew
a bill, his mind was easy regarding it; and he would sign
almost anything for to-morrow, provided to-day could be left
unmolested. He was a man whom scarcely any amount of
fortune could have benefited permanently, and who was made
to be ruined, to cheat small tradesmen, to be the victim of
astuter sharpers: to be niggardly and reckless, and as destitute
of honesty as the people who cheated him, and a dupe, chiefly
because he was too mean to be a successful knave.# He had
told more lies in his time, and undergone more baseness of
stratagem in order to stave off a small debt, or to swindle a



50 THE HISTORY OF PENDENNIS

poor creditor, than would have sufficed to make a fortune for a
braver rogue. He was abject and a shuffler in the very height
of his prosperity. Had he been a Crown Prince—he could not
have been more weak, useless, dissolute, or ungrateful. He
could not move through life except leaning on the arm of some-

body; and yet he never had an agent but he mistrusted him:

and marred any plans which might be arranged for his benefit,
by secretly acting against the people whom he employed
Strong knew Clavermg, and judged him quite correctly, It
was not as friends that this pair met; but the Chevalier worked
for his principal, as he would when in the army have pursued a
harassing march, or undergone his part in the danger and
privations of a siege; because it was his duty, and because he
bad agreed to it. “ What is it he wants? ” thought the two
officers of the Shepherd’s Inn garrison, when the Baronet came
among them.

His pale face expressed extreme anger and irritation.  “ So,
sir,” he said, addressing Altamont, “y you've been at your old
tricks.”

“ Which of 'um? ” asked Altamont, with a sneer.

“ You have been at the Rouge et Noir: you were there last
night,” cried the Baronet.

“ How do you know,—were you there? ” the other said. “1
was at the Club: but it wasn’t on the colours I played,—ask
the Captain,—I've been telling him of it. It was with the
bones. It was, at hazard, Sir Francis, upon my word and
honour it was; ” and he looked at the Baronet with a knowing
humorous mock humility, which only seemed to make the other
more angry.

“ What the deuce do I care, sir, how a man like you loses
his money, and whether it is at hazard or roulette? ”’ screamed
the Baronet, with a multiplicity of oaths, and at the top of his
voice. “ What I will not have, sir, is that you should use my
name, or couple it with yours.—Damn him, Strong, why don’t
you keep him in better order?- I tell you he has gone and used
my name again, sir,—drawn a bill upon me, and lost the money
on the table—I can’t stand it—I won’t stand it. Flesh and
blood won’t bear it—Do you know how much 1 have paid for
you, sir? ”

“This was only a very little "un, Sir Francis—only fifteen
pound, Captain Strong, they wouldn’t stand another: and it
oughtn’t to anger you, Governor. Why, it’s so trifling I did
not even mention it to Strong—did I now, Captain? I protest
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it had quite slipped my memory, and all on account of that
confounded liquor I took.”

“ Liquor or no liquor, sir, it is no business of mine. I don’t
care what you drink, or where you drink it—only it shan’t be
in my house. And I will not have you breaking mto my house
of a night, and a fellow like you intruding himself on my com-
pany: how dared you show yourself in Grosvenor Place last
night, sir,—and—and what do you suppose my friends must
think of me when they see a man of your sort walking into my
dining-room uninvited, and drunk, and calling for liquor as if
you were the master of the house? ”

“ They’ll think you know some very queer sort of people, I
dare say,” Altamont said, with impenetrable good-humour.
“ Look here, Baronet, I apologise; on my honour I do, and
ain’t an apology enough between two gentlemen? It was a
strong measure I own, walking into your cuddy, and calling for
drink as if I was the Captain: but I had had too much before,
you see, that’s why I wanted some more; nothing can be more
simple—and it was because they wouldn’t give me no more
money upon your name at the Black and Red, that I thought
I would come down and speak to you about it. To refuse me
was nothing: but to refuse a bill drawn on you that have been
such a friend to the shop, and are a baronet and a member of
Parliament, and a gentleman and no mistake—damme, it’s
ungrateful.”

“ By heavens, if ever you do it again,—if ever you dare to
show yourself in my house: or give my name at a gambling-
house or at any other house, by Jove—at any other house—or
give any reference at all to me, or speak to me in the street,
by Gad, or anywhere else until I speak to you—TI’ll disclaim
you altogether—I won’t give you another shilling.”

“ Governor, don’t be provoking,” Altamont said surlily.
“ Don’t talk to me about daring to do this thing, or t’other, or
when my dander is up it’s the very thing to urge me on. I
oughtn’t to have come last night, I know I oughtn’t; but I
told you I was drunk, and that ought to be sufficient between
gentleman and gentleman.”

“You a gentleman! Dammy, sir,” said the Baronet, ““ how
dares a fellow like you to call himself a gentleman? ”

“T ain’t a baronet, I know,” growled the other; “and I’ve
forgotten how to be a gentleman almost now, but—but I was
one once, and my father was one, and I'll not have this sort of
talk from you, Sir F. Clavering, that’s flat. 1 want to go
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abroad again. Why don’t you come down with the money,
and let me go? Why the devil are you to be rolling in riches,
and me to have none? Why should you have a house and a
table covered with plate, and me be in a garret here in this
beggarly Shepherd's Inn? We're partners, ain’t we? I've as
good a right to be rich as you have, haven’t I? Tell the story
to Strong here, if you like; and ask him to be umpire between
us. I don’t mind letting my secret out to a man that won’t
split. Look here, Strong—perhaps you guess the story already
—~—the fact is, me and the Governor ”’——

¢ D-——, hold your tongue,” shrieked out the Baronet in a
fury. “ You shall have the money as soon as I can getit. I
ain’t made of money. I'm so pressed and badgered, I don’t
know where to turn. I shall go mad; by Jove, Ishall. I wish
I was dead, for I'm the most miserable brute alive. I say, Mr.
Altamont, don’t mind me. When I'm out of health—and I’'m
devilish bilious this morning—hang me, I abuse everybody, and
don’t know what I say. Excuse me if I've offended you. I—
T'll try and get that little business done. Strong shall try.
Upon my word he shall. And I say, Strong, my boy, I want
to speak to you. Come into the office for a minute.”

Almost all Clavering’s assaults ended in this ignominious
way, and in a shameful retreat. Altamont sneered after the
Baronet as he left the room, and entered into the office, to talk
privately with his factotum. -

“ What is the matter now? ” the latter asked of him. “It’s
the old story, I suppose.”

“ D——it, yes,” the Baronet said. “I dropped two hundred
in ready money at the Little Coventry last night, and gave a
cheque for three hundred more. On her Ladyship’s bankers,
too, for to-morrow; and I must meet it, for there’ll be the
deuce to pay else. The last time she paid my play-debts, I
swore I would not touch a dice-box again, and she’ll keep her
word, Strong, and dissolve partnership, if I go on. I wish I
had three hundred a year, and was away. At a German
watering-place you can do devilish well with three hundred a
year. But my habits are so d—— reckless: I wish I was in
the Serpentine. I wish I was dead, by Gad I wish I was. I
wish I had never touched those confounded bones. I had such
a run of luck last night, with five for the main, and seven to
five all night, until those ruffians wanted to pay me with Alta-
mont’s bill upon me. The luck turned from that minute.
Never held the box again for three mains, and came away
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cleared out, leaving that infernal cheque behind me. How
shall T pay it? Blackland won’t hold it over. Hulker &
Bullock will write about it directly to her Ladyship. By Jove,
Ned, I'm the most miserable brute in all England.”

It was necessary for Ned to devise some plan to console the
Baronet under this pressure of grief; and no doubt he found
the means of procuring a loan for his patron, for he was closeted
at Mr. Campion’s offices that day for some time. Altamont
had once more a guinea or two in his pocket, with a promise of
a further settlement: and the Baronet had no need to wish
himself dead for the next two or three months at least. And
Strong, putting together what he had learned from the Colonel
and Sir Francis, began to form in his own mind a pretty accurate
opinion as to the nature of the tie which bound the two men
together.

CHAPTER XLIV
A CHAPTER OF CONVERSATIONS

Every day, after the entertainments at Grosvenor Place and
Greenwich, of which we have seen Major Pendennis partake,
the worthy gentleman’s friendship and cordiality for the Claver-
ing family scemed to increase. His calls were frequent; his
attentions to the lady of the house unremitting. An old man
about town, he had the good fortune to be received in many
houses, at which a lady of Lady Clavering’s distinction ought
also to be seen. Would her Ladyship not like to be present at
the grand entertainment at Gaunt House? There was to be a
very pretty breakfast ball at Viscount Marrowfat’s, at Fulham.
Everybody was to be there (including august personages of the
highest rank), and there was to be a Watteau quadrille, in
which Miss Amory would surely look charming. To these and
other amusements, the obsequious old gentleman kindly offered
to conduct Lady Clavering, and was also ready to make himself
useful to the Baronet in any way agreeable to the latter.

In spite of his present station and fortune, the world persisted
in looking rather coldly upon Clavering, and strange suspicious
rumours followed him about. He was blackballed at two
clubs in succession., In the House of Commons, he only con-
versed with a few of the most disreputable members of that
famous body, having a happy knack of choosing bad society, and
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adapting himself naturally to it, as other people do to the com-
pany of their betters. To name all the senators with whom
Clavering consorted, would be invidious. We may mention only
a few. There was Captain Raff, the honourable member for
Epsom, who retired after the last Goodwood races, having
accepted, as Mr. Hotspur, the whip of the party, said, a mission
to the Levant; there was Hustingson, the patriotic member
for Islington, whose voice is never heard now denunciating
corruption, since his appointment to the Governorship of
Coventry Island; there was Bob Freeny, of the Booterstown
Freenys, who is a dead shot, and of whom we therefore wish to
speak with every respect; and of all these gentlemen, with
whom in the course of his professional duty Mr. Hotspur had to
confer, there was none for whom he had a more thorough con-
tempt and dislike than for Sir Francis Clavering, the repre-
sentative of an ancient race, who had sat for their own borough
of Clavering time out of mind in the House. “If that man is
wanted for a division,” Hotspur said, “ ten to one he is to be
found in a hell. e was educated in the Fleet, and he has not
heard the end of Newgate yet, take my word for it. He’ll
muddle away the Begum’s fortune at thimble-rig, be caught
picking pockets, and finish on board the hulks.” And if the
highborn Hotspur, with such an opinion of Clavering, could yet
from professional reasons be civil to him, why should not Major
Pendennis also have reasons of his own for being attentive to
this unlucky gentleman?

“ He has a very good cellar and a very good cook,” the Major
said: “as long as he is silent he is not offensive, and he very
seldom speaks. If he chooses to frequent gambling-tables, and
lose his money to blacklegs, what matters to me? Don’t look
too curiously into any man’s affairs, Pen, my boy; every fellow
has some cupboard in his house, begad, which he would not like
you and me to peep into., Why should we try, when the rest of
the house is open to us?,’ And a devilish good house, too, as you
and I know. And if the man of the family is not all one could
wish, the women are excellent. The Begum is not over-refined,
but as kind a woman as ever lived, and devilish clever too; and
as for the little Blanche, you know my opinion about her, you
rogue; you know my belief is that she is sweet on you, and would
have you for the asking. But you are growing such a great man,
that I suppose you won’t be content under a Duke’s daughter—
hay, sir? I recommend you to ask one of them, and try.”

Perhaps Pen was somewhat intoxicated by his success in the
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world; and it may also have entered into the young man’s mind
(his uncle’s perpetual hints serving not a little to encourage the
notion) that Miss Amory was tolerably well disposed to renew
the little flirtation which had been carried on in the early days
of both of them, by the banks of the rural Brawl. But he was
little disposed to marriage, he said, at that moment, and, adopt-
ing some of his uncle’s worldly tone, spoke rather contemptuously
of the institution, and in favour of a bachelor life.

“ You are very happy, sir,” said he, “ and you get on very well
alone, and so do I. With a wife at my side, I should lose my
place in society; and I don’t, for my part, much fancy retiring
nto the country with a Mrs. Pendennis; or taking my wife into
lodgings to be waited upon by the servant-of-all-work. The
period of my little illusions is over. You cured me of my first
love, who certainly was a fool, and would have had a fool for
her husband, and a very sulky discontented husband too if she
had taken me. We young fellows live fast, sir; and I feel as
old at five-and-twenty as many of the old fo—— the old
bachelors—whom I see in the bow-window at Bays’s. Don’t
look offended, I only mean that I am blasé about love matters,
and that I could no more fan myself into a flame for Miss Amory
now, than I could adore Lady Mirabel over again. I wish I
could; T rather like Sir Mirabel for his infatuation about her,
and think his passion is the most respectable part of his life.”

“ Sir Charles Mirabel was always a theatrical man, sir,” the
Major said, annoyed that his nephew should speak flippantly
of any person of Sir Charles’s rank and station. “ He has been
occupied with theatricals since his early days. He acted at
Carlton House when he was Page to the Prince;—he has been
mixed up with that sort of thing: he could afford to marry
whom he chooses: and Lady Mirabel is a most respectable
woman, received everywhere—everywhere, mind. The Duchess
of Connaught receives her, Lady Rockminster receives her
—it doesn’t become young fellows to speak lightly of people
in that station. . There’s not a more respectable woman in
England than Lady Mirabel:—and the old fogies, as you call
them, at Bays’s, are some of the first gentlemen in England, of
whom you youngsters had best learn a little manners, and 2
little breeding, and a little modesty.” And the Major began
to think that Pen was growing exceedingly pert and conceited,
and that the world made a great deal too much of him,

The Major’s anger amused Pen. He studied his uncle’s
peculiarities with a constant relish, and was always in a good

\
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humour with his worldly old Mentor. “I am a youngster of
fifteen years’ standing, sir,” he said adroitly, “ and if you think
that we are disrespectful, you should see those of the present
generation. A protégé of yours came to breakfast with me the
other day. You told me to ask him, and I did it to please you.
We had a day’s sights together, and dined at the club, and went
to the play. He said the wine at the Polyanthus was not
s0 good as Ellis’s wine at Richmond, smcked Warrington’s
cavendish after breakfast, and when T gave him a sovereign as
a farewell token, said he had plenty of them, but would take it
to show he wasn't proud.

“ Did heP—did you ask young Clavering? ” cried the Major,
appeased at once— fine boy, rather wild, but a fine boy—
parents like that sort of attention, and you can’t do better than
pay it to our worthy fricnds of Grosvenor Place. And so you
took him to the play and tipped him? That was right, sir, that
was right:” with which Mentor quitted Telernachus, thmkmg
that the young men were not so very bad, and that he should
make something of that fellow yet.

As Master Clavering grew into years and stature, he became
too strong for the authority of his fond parents and governess;
and rather governed them than permitted himself to be led by
their orders. 'With his papa he was silent and sulky, scldom
making his appearance, however, in the neighbourhood of that
gentleman; with his mamma he roared and fought when any
contest between them arose as to the gratification of his appetite,
or other wish of his heart; and in his disputes with his governess
over his book, he kicked that quiet creature’s shins so fiercely,
that she was entirely overmastered and subdued by him. And
he would have so treated his sister Blanche, too, and did on one
or two occasions attempt to prevail over her; but she showed
an immense resolution and spirit on her part, and boxed his ears
so soundly, that he forebore from molesting Miss Amory, as he
did the governess and his mamma, and his mamma’s maid.

At length, when the family came to London, Sir Francis gave
forth hxs opinion, that “ the little beggar had best be sent to
school.”  Accordingly the young son and heir of the house of
Clavering was despatched to the Rev. Otto Rose’s establishment
at Twickenham, where young noblemen and gentlemen were
received preparatory to their introduction to the great English
public schoois.

Tt is not our intention to {ollow Master Clavering in khis
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scholastic career; the paths to the Temple of Learning were made
more easy to him than they were to some of us of earlier genera-
tions. He advanced towards that fane in a carriage-and-four,
so to speak, and might halt and take refreshments almost when-
ever he pleased. He wore varnished boots from the earliest
period of youth, and had cambric handkerchiefs and lemon-
coloured kid gloves, of the smallest size ever manufactured by
Privat. They dressed regularly at Mr. Rose’s to come down to
dinner; the young gentlemen had shawl dressing-gowns, fires
in their bedrooms, horse and carriage exercise occasionally, and
oil for their hair. Corporal punishment was altogether dispensed
with by the Principal, who thought that moral discipline was
entirely sufficient to lead youth; and the boys were so rapidly
advanced in many branches of learning, that they acquired the
art of drinking spirits and smoking cigars, even before they were
old enough to enter a public school. Young Frank Clavering
stole his father’s Havannahs, and conveyed them to school, or
smoked them in the stables, at a surprisingly early period of
life, and at ten years old drank his champagne almost as stoutly
as any whiskered cornet of dragoons could do.

When this interesting youth came home for his vacations,
Major Pendennis was as laboriously civil and gracious to him as
he was to the rest of the family; although the boy had rather a
contempt for old Wigsby, as the Major was denominated,—
mimicked him behind his back, as the polite Major bowed and
smirked to Lady Clavering or Miss Amory; and drew rude
caricatures, such as are designed by ingenious youths, in which
the Major’s wig, his nose, his tie, etc., were represented with
artless exaggeration. Untiring in his efforts to be agreeable, the
Major wished that Pen, too, should take particular notice of
this child; incited Arthur to invite him to his chambers, to give
him a dinner at the club, to take him to Madame Tussaud’s, the
Tower, the play, and so forth, and to tip him, as the phrase is,
at the end of the day’s pleasures. Arthur, who was good-
natured and fond of children, went through all these ceremonies
one day; had the boy to breakfast at the Temple, where he made
the most contemptuous remarks regarding the furniture, the
crockery, and the tattered state of Warrington’s dressing-gown
and smoked a short pipe, and recounted the history of a fight
between Tuffy and Long Biggings, at Rose’s, greatly to the
edification of the two gentlemen, his hosts.

As the Major rightly predicted, Lady Clavering was very
grateful for Arthur’s attention to the boy; more grateful than
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the Iad himself, who took attentions as a matter of course, and
very likely had more sovereigns in his pocket than poor Pen,
who generously gave him one of his own slender stock of those
coins.

The Major, with the sharp eyes with which Nature endowed
him, and with the glasses of age and experience, watched this
boy, and surveyed his position in the family without seeming
to be rudely curious about their affairs. But, as a country
neighbour, one who had many family obligations tothe Claverings,
an old man of the world, he took occasion to find out what
Lady Clavering’s means were, how her capital was disposed,
and what the boy was to inherit. And setting himself to work,
—for what purposes will appear, no doubt, ulteriorly,—he soon
had got a pretty accurate knowledge of Lady Clavering’s affairs
and fortune, and of the prospects of her daughter and son.
The daughter was to have but a slender provision; the bulk of
the property was, as before has been said, to go to the son—
his father did not care for him or anybody else,—his mother
was dotingly fond of him as the child of her latter days,—his
sister disliked him. Such may be stated, in round numbers, to
be the result of the information which Major Pendennis got.
“ Ah! my dear madam,” he would say, patting the head of the
boy, “this boy may wear a baron’s coronet on his head on
some future coronation, if matters are but managed rightly, and
if Sir Francis Clavering would but play his cards well.”

At this the widow Amory heaved a deep sigh. “ He plays
only too much of his cards, Major, I'm afraid,” she said. The
Major owned that he knew as much; did not disguise that he
had heard of Sir Francis Claverings’ unfortunate propensity to
play; pitied Lady Clavering sincerely; but spoke with such
genuine sentiment and sense, that her Ladyship, glad to find a
person of experience to whom she could confide her grief and
her condition, talked about them pretty unreservedly to Major
Pendennis, and was eager to have his advice and consolation.
Major Pendennis became the Begum’s confidant and house-
friend, and as a mother, a wife, and a capitalist, she consulted
him.

He gave her to understand (showing at the same time a great
deal of respectful sympathy) that he was acquainted with some
of the circumstances of her first unfortunate marriage, and with
even the person of her late husband, whom he remembered in
Calcutta—when she was living in seclusion with her father.
The poor lady, with tears of shame more than of grief in her
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eyes, told her version of her story. Going back a child to India
after two years at a European school, she had met Amory, and
foolishly married him. “ Oh, you don’t know how miserable
that man made me,” she said, “ or what a life I passed betwixt
him and my father. Before I saw him I had never seen a man
except my father’s clerks and native servants. You know we
didn't go into society in India on account of "——“ [ know,”
said Major Pendennis, with a bow). “I was a wild, romantic
child, my head was full of novels which I’d read at school—I
listened to his wild stories and adventures, for he was a daring
fellow, and I thought he talked beautifully of those calm nights
on the passage out, when he used to . . . Well, I married him,
and I was wretched from that day—wretched with my father,
whose character you know, Major Pendennis, and I won’t speak
of: but he wasn’t a good man, sir,—neither to my poor mother,
nor to me, except that he left me his money,—nor to no one
else that I ever heard of: and he didn't do many kind actions
in his lifetime, I’m afraid. And as for Amory, he was almost
worse; he was a spendthrift when my father was close: he
drank dreadfully, and was furious when in that way. He
wasn’t in any way a good or faithful husband to me, Major
Pendennis; and if he’d died in the gaol before his trial, instead
of afterwards, he would have saved me a deal of shame and of
unhappiness since, sir.”” Lady Clavering added: “ For perhaps
I should not have married at all if I had not been so anxious
to change his horrid name, and I have not been happy in my
second husband, as I suppose you know, sir. Ah, Major Pen-
dennis, I’ve got money to be sure, and I'm a lady, and people
fancy I'm very happy, but I ain’t. We all have our cares, and
griefs, and troubles: and many’s the day that I sit down to one
of my grand dinners with an aching heart, and many a night do
I lay awake on my fine bed, a great deal more unhappy than
the maid that makes it. For I'm not a happy woman, Major,
for all the world says; and envies the Begum her diamonds,
and carriages, and the great company that comes to my house.
I'm not happy in my husband; I'm not happy in my daughter.
She ain’t a good girl like that dear Laura Bell at Fairoaks.
She’s cost me many a tear, though you don’t see ’em; and she
sneers at her mother because I baven’t had learning and that.
How should I? I was brought up amongst natives till I was
twelve, and went back to India when I was fourteen. Ah,
Major, I should have been a good woman if I had had a good
husband. And now I must go upstairs and wipe my eyes, for
11—c 426
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they're red with cryin’. And Lady Rockminster’s a comin’,
and we’re goin’ to ’ave a drive in the Park.” And when Lady
Rockminster made her appearance, there was not a trace of
tears or vexution on Lady Clavering’s face, but she was {ull of
spirits, and bounced out with her blunders and talk, and
murdered the king’s English with the utmost liveliness and
good humour.

“ Begad, she is not such 2 bad woraan!” the Major thonght
within himself. “She is not refined, certainly, and calls
¢ Apollo” ¢ Apoller;” but she has some heart, and I like that
sort of thing, and a devilish deal of money, too. Three stars
in India Stock to her name, begad! which that young cub is
to have—is he?” And he thought how he should like to see
a little of the money transterred to Miss Blanche, and better
still, one of those stars shining in the name of Mr. Arthur
Pendennis.

Still bent upon pursuing his schemes, whatsoever they might
be, the old negotiator tock the privilege of his intimacy and
age, to talk in a kindly and fatherly manner to Miss Blanche,
when he found occasion to see her alone. He came in so fre-
quently at luncheon-time, and became so familiar with the
ladies, that they did not even hesitate to quarrel betore him;
and Lady Clavering, whose tongue was loud, and temper
brusque, had many a battle with the Sylphide in the family
frien']’s presence. Blanche's wit seldom failed to huve the
mastery in these eucounters, and the kecn barbs of her arrows
drove lier adversary discomfited away. “Iam an old fellow,”
the Liujor said; “ I have nothing to do in life. I bave my eyes
open. I keep good counsel. I am the friend of both of you;
and if you choose to quarrel before me, why I shan't tell any
one. But you are two good people, and I intend to make it up
between you. I have between lots of people—husbands and
wives, fathers and sons, daughters and mammas, before this.
1like it; I've nothing else to do.” ™

One day, then, the old diplomatist entered Lady Clavering’s
drawing-room, just as the latter quitted it, evidently in a high
state of indignation, and tan past him up the stairs to her own
apartments. “ She couldn’t speak to him now,” she said; “ she
was a great déal too angry with that—that—that little wicked ”
—anger choked the rest of the words, or prevented their utter-
ance until Lady Clavering had passed out of hearing.

“My dear good Miss Amory,” the Major said, entering the
drawing-room, “I see what is happening. You and mamma
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have been disagreeing. Mothers and daughters disagree in the
best families. It was but last week that I healed up a quarrel
between Lady Clapperton and her daughter Lady Claudia.
Lady Lear and her eldest daughter have not spoken for fourteen
years. Kinder and more worthy people thau these I never
xnew in the whole course of my life; for everybody but each
vther admirable. But they can’t live together: they oughtn’t
tn live together: and I wish, my dear creature, with all my
soul, that 1 could see you with an establishment of your own,
for there is no woman in London who could conduct one better
—with your ¢wn establishment, making your own home happy.”

“ T am not very happy in this one,” said the Sylphide; “ and
the stupidity of mamma is enough to provoke a saint.”

“ Precisely so; you are not suited to one another. Vour
rrother committed one fault in early life—or was it Nature, my
dear, in your case ?—she ought not to have educated you. You
ought not to have been bred up to become the refined and
intellectual being you are, surrounded, as I own vou are, by
those who have not your genius or your refinement. Vour
place would be to lead in the most brilliant circles, not to
follow, and take a second place in any society. I have watched
you, Miss Amory: you are ambitious; and your proper sphere
is command. You ought to shine: and you never can in this
house, I know it. Ihope Ishall see you in another and a happier
one, some day, and the mistress of it.”

The Sylphide shrugged her lily shoulders with a look of scorn.
“ Where is the Prince, and where is the palace, Major Pen-
dennis? ” she said. “Iam ready. But there is no romance in
the world now, 1o real affection.”

* No, indeed,” said the Major, with the most sentimental and
simple air which he could muster.

“ Not that I know anything about it,” said Blanche, casting
her eyes down, “ except what I have read in novels.”

“ Of course not,” Major Pendennis cried; * how should you,
my dear young lady? and novels ain’t true, as you remark
ucimirably, and there is no romance left in the world. Begad,
T wish I was a young fellow like my nephew.”

“ And what,” continued Miss Amory, musing, * what are the
men whom we sce about at the balls every night—dancing
guardsmen, penniless Treasury clerks—boobies! If I had my
brother’s fortune, I might have such an establishment as you
promise rne—but with my name, and with my little means, what
am [ to look to? A country parson, or a barrister in a street
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near Russell Square, or a captain in a dragoon regiment, who will
take lodgings for me, and come home from the mess tipsy and
smelling of smoke like Sir Francis Clavering. That is how we
girls are destined to end life. Oh, Major Pendennis, I am sick
of London, and of balls, and of young dandies with their chin-
tips, and of the insolent great ladies who know us one day and
cut us the next—and of the world altogether. I should like to
leave it and go into a convent, that I should. I shall never
find anybody to understand me. And I live here as much alone
in my family and in the world, as if I were in a cell locked up
for ever. I wish there were Sisters of Charity here, and that I
could be one and catch the plague, and die of it—1I wish to quit
the world. I am not very old: but I am tired, I have suffered
so much—I"ve been so disillusioned—I'm weary, I'm weary—
oh! thatthe Angel of Death would come and beckon me away! ”

This speech may be interpreted as follows. A few nights since
a great lady, Lady Flamingo, had cut Miss Amory and Lady
Clavering. She was quite ‘mad because she could not get an
invitation to Lady Drum’s ball: it was the end of the season
and nobody had proposed to her: she had made no sensation
at all, she who was so much cleverer than any girl of the year,
and of the young ladies forming her special circle. Dora who
had but five thousand pounds, Flora who had nothing, and
Leonora who had red hair, were going to be married, and nobody
had come for Blanche Amory!

“ You judge wisely about the world, and about your position,
my dear Miss Blanche,” the Major said. “ 'The Prince don’t marry
nowadays, as you say: unless the Princess has a doosid deal of

money In the funds, or is a lady of his own rank.—The young
folks of the great families marry into the great families: if they
haven’t fortune they have each other’s shoulders, to push on
in the world, which is pretty nearly as good.—A girl with your
fortune can scarcely hope for a great match: but a girl with
your genius and your admirable tact and fine manners, with a
clever hushand by her side, may make any place for herself in
the world—We are grown doosid republican. Talent ranks
with birth and wealth now, begad: and a clever man with a
clever wife may take any place they please.”

Miss Amory did not of course in the least understand what
Major Pendennis meant.—Perhaps she thought over circum-
stances in her mind and asked herself, could he be a negotiator
for a former suitor of hers, and could he mean Pen? No, it
was impossible.—He had been civil, but nothing more.—So she
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said, laughing, “ Who is the clever man, and when will you bring
him to me, Major Pendennis? I am dying to see him.”

At this moment a servant threw open the door, and announced
Mr. Henry Foker: at which name, and the appearance of our
friend, both the lady and the gentleman burst out laughing.

“That is not the man,” Major Pendennis said. “‘He is
engaged to his cousin, Lord Gravesend’s daughter.—Good-bye,
my dear Miss Amory.”

Was Pen growing worldly, and should a man not get the
experience of the world and lay it to his account?, *‘ He felt,
for his part,” as he said, “ that he was growing very old very soon.
How this town forms and changes us! ™ he said once to Warring-
ton. Each had come in from his night’s amusement; and Pen
was smoking his pipe, and recounting, as his habit was, to his
friend the observations and adventures of the evening just
past. “How I am changed,” he said, ““from the simpleton
boy at Fairoaks, who was fit to break his heart about his first
love! Lady Mirabel had a reception to-night, and was as grave
and collected as if she had been born a Duchess, and had never
seen a trap-door in her life. She gave me the honour of a con-
versation, and patronised me about ¢ Walter Lorraine,’ quite
kindly.”

“ What condescension!” broke in Warrington.

“ Wasn’t it? ”’ Pen said simply—at which the other burst out
laughing according to his wont. “ Is it possible,” he said,  that
anybody should think of patronising the eminent author of
¢ Walter Lorraine’? ”

“You laugh at both of us,” Pen said, blushing a little—"“1I
was coming to that myself. She told me that she had not read
the book (as indeed I believe she never read a book in her life),
but that Lady Rockminster had, and that the Duchess of
Connaught pronounced it to be very clever. In that case, 1
said I should die happy, for that to please those two ladies was
in fact the great aim of my existence, and having their approba-
tion, of course I need look for no other. Lady Mirabel looked
at me solemnly out of her fine eyes, and said, ¢ Oh, indeed,’ as
if she understood me; and then she asked me whether I went
to the Duchess’s Thursdays, and when I said No, hoped she
should see me there, and that I must try and get there, every-
body went there—everybody who was in society: and then
we talked of the new ambassador from Timbuctoo, and how
he was better than the old one; and how Lady Mary Billington
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was going 1o marry a clergvman guite below her in rank; and
how Lord and Lady Ringdove had fallen out three months after
their marriage about Tom Pouter of the Blues, Lady Ringdove's
cousin—and so forth. From the gravity of that woman you
would have fancied she had been born in a palace, and lived all
the seasons of her life in Belgrave Square.”

*“ And you, I suppose you took your part in the conversatic:.
pretty well, as the descendant of the Earl your father, and the
heir of Fairoaks Castle? ” Warrington said. * VYes, I remember
reading of the festivities which occurred when you came of age.
The Countess gave a brilliant tea sofrée to the neighbouring
nobility; and the tenantry were regaled in the kitchen with a
leg of mutton and a quart of ale. The remains of the banquet
was distributed amongst the poor of the village, and the entrance
to the park was illuminated until old John put the candle out on
retiring to rest at his usual hour.”

“ My mother is not a countess,” said Pen, “ though she has
very good blood in her veins too—but commoner as she is, I
have never met a peeress who was more than her peer, Mr,
George; and if you will come to Fairoaks Castle you shall judge
for yourself of her and of my cousin too. They are notso witty
as the London women, but they certainly are as well bred. The
thoughts of women in the country are turned to other objects
than those which occupy your London ladies. In the country
a woman has her household and her poor, her long calm days and
long calm evenings.”

“ Devilish long,” Warrington said, ““ and a great deal oo calm;
T've tried ’em.”

“ The monotony of that existence must be to a certain degree
melancholy—like the tune of a long ballad; and its harmony
grave and gentle, sad and tender: it would be unendurable
else. The loneliness of women in the country makes them of
necessity soft and sentimental. Leading a life of calm duty,
constant routine, mystic reverie,—a sort of nuns at large—too
much gaiety or laughter would jar upon their almost sacred
quiet, and would be as out of place there as in a church.”

“ Where you go to sleep over the sermon,” Warrington said.

“ You are a professed misogynist, and hate the sex because,
I suspect, you know very little about them,” Mr. Pen continued,
with an air of considerable self-complacency. ¢ If you dislike
the women in the country for being too slow, surely the London
women ought to be fast enough for you. The pace of London
life is enormous: how do people last at it, I wonder,—male
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and female? Take a woman of the world: follow her course
through the season; one asks how she can survive it? or if
she tumbles into a sleep at the end of August, and lies torpid
until the spring? She goes into the world every night, and sits
watching her marriageable daughters dancing till long after
dawn. She has a nursery of little ones, very likely, at home,
to whom she administers example and affection; having an
eye likewise to bread-and-milk, catechism, music and French,
and roast leg of mutton at one o’clock; she has to call upon
ladies of her own station, either domestically or in her public
character, in which she sits upon Charity Committees, or Ball
Committees, or Emigration Committees, or Queen’s College
Committees, and discharges I don’t know what more duties
of British stateswomanship, She very likely keeps a poor-
visiting list; has conversations with the clergyman about soup
or flannel, or proper religious teaching for the parish; and (if
she lives in certain districts), probably attends early church.
She has the newspapers to read, and, at least, must know what
her husband’s party is about, so as to be able to talk to her
neighbour at dinner; and it is a fact that she reads every new
book that comes out; for she can talk, and very smartly and
well, about them all, and you see them all upon her drawing-
room table. She has the cares of her household besides:—to
make both ends meet; to make the girls’ milliner’s bills appear
not too dreadful to the father and paymaster of the family;
to snip off, in secret, a little extra article of expenditure here and
there, and convey 1t, in the shape of a bank-note, to ihe boys
at college or at sea; to check the encroachments of tradesmen
and housekeepers’ financial fallacies; to keep upper and lower
servants from jangling with one another, and the household in
order. Add to this, that she has a secret taste for some art or
science, models in clay, makes experiments in chemistry, or
plays in private on the vicloncello,—and I say, without exaggera-
tion, many London ladies are doing this,—and you have a char-
acter before you such as our ancestors never heard of, and such
as belongs entirely to our era and period of civilisation. Vegods!
how rapidly we live and grow! In nine months, Mr. Paxton
grows you a pineapple as Jarge as a portmanteau, whereas a
little one, no bigger than a Dutch cheese, took three years to
attain his majority in old times; and as the race of pineapples
50 is the race of man. Holaper—what’s the Greek for a pine-
apple, Warrington? ”

* Stop, for mercy’s sake, stop with the English and before
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reverence, and who steps out of his carriage up to his carved
cathedral place, shakes his lawn ruffles over the velvet cushion,
and cries out that the whole struggle is an accursed one, and the
works of the world are evil. Many a conscience-stricken mystic
flies from it altogether, and shuts himself out from it within
convent walls (real or spiritual), whence he can only look up to
the sky, and contemplate the heaven out of which there is no
rest, and no good. .

“ But the earth, where our feet are, is the work of the same
Power as the immeasurable blue yonder, in which the future
lies into which we would peer. Who ordered toil as the con-
dition of life, ordered weariness, ordered sickness, ordered
poverty, failure, success—to this man a foremost place, to the
other a nameless struggle with the crowd—to that a shameful
fall, or paralysed limb, or sudden accident—to each some work
upon the ground he stands on, until he is laid beneath it.”
While they were talking, the dawn came shining through the
windows of the room, and Pen threw them open to receive the
fresh morning air. “ Look, George,” said he; “look and see
the sun rise: he sees the labourer on his way a-field; the work-
girl plying her poor needle; the lawyer at his desk, perhaps;
the beauty smiling asleep upon her pillow of down; or the
jaded reveller reeling to bed; or the fevered patient tossing on
1t; or the doctor watching by it, over the throes of the mother
for the child that is to be born into the world ;—to be born and
to take his part in the suffering and struggling, the tears and
laughter, the crime, remorse, love, folly, sorrow, rest.

CHAPTER XLV
MISS AMORY’S PARTNERS

Tae noble Henry Foker, of whom we have lost sight for a few
pages, has been in the meanwhile occupied, as we might suppose
a man of his constancy would be, in the pursuit and indulgence
of his all-absorbing passion of love.

He longed after her, and cursed the fate which separated him
from her. When Lord Gravesend’s family retired to the country
(his Lordship leaving his proxy with the venerable Lord Bagwig),
arry still remained lingering on in London, certainly not much
to the sorrow of Lady Ann, to whom he was affianced, and who
did not in the least miss him. Wherever Miss Amory went, this

11—¥C 426
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infatuated young fellow continued to follow her; and being
awarc that his engagement to his cousin was known in the
world, he was forced to make a mystery of his passion, and
confine it to his own breast, so that it was so pent in there and
pressed down, that it is a wonder he did not explode some day
with the stormy secret, and perish collapsed after the outburst.

‘There had been a grand entertainment at Gaunt House on one
beautiful evening in June, and the next days’ journals contained
almost two columns of the names of the most closely printed
nobility and gentry who had been honoured with invitations
to the ball. Among the guests were Sir Francis and Lady
Clavering and Miss Amory, for whom the indefatigable Major
Pendennis had procured an invitation, and our two young
friends Arthur and Harry. Each exerted himself, and danced
a great deal with Miss Blanche. As for the worthy Major, he
assumed the charge of Lady Clavering, and took care to intro-
duce her to that department of the mnansion where her Ladyship
specially distinguished herself, namely, the refreshment room,
where, amongst pictures of Titian and Giorgione, and regal
portraits of Vandyke and Reynolds, and enormous salvers of
gold and silver, and pyramids of large flowers, and constellations
of wax candles—in a manner perfectly regardless of expense,
in a word—a supper was going on all night. Of how many
creams, jellies, salads, peaches, white soups, grapes, pdtds,
galantines, cups of tea, champagne, and so forth, Lady Clavering
partook, it does not become us to say. How much the Major
suffered as he followed the honest woman ahout, calling to the
solemn male attendants and lovely servant-maids, and ad-
ministering to Lady Clavering’s various wants with admirable
patience, nobody knows:—he never confessed. He never
allowed his agony to appear on his countenance in the least;
but with a constant kindness brought plate after plate to the
Begum.

Mr. Wagg counted up all the dishes of which Lady Clavering
partook as long as he could count (but as he partook very freely
himself of champagne during the evening, his powers of calcula-
tion were not to be trusted at the close of the entertainment),
and he recommended Mr. Honeyman, Lady Steyne’s medical
man, to look carefully after the Begum, and to call and get news
of her Ladyship the next day.

Sir Francis Clavering made his appearance, and skulked for a
while about the magnificent rooms: but the company and the
splendour which he met there were not to the Baronet’s taste,
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and after tossing off a tumbler of wine or two at the buffet, he
quitted Gaunt House for the neighbourhood of Jermyn btreet
where his friends Loder, Punter, little Moss Abrams, and Ca.ptam
Skewball were assembled at the familiar green table. In the
rattleof the box,and of their agreeable conversation, Sir Francis’s
spirits rose to their accustomed point of feeble hllanty

Mr. Pynsent, who had asked Miss Amory to dance, came up
on one occasion to claim her hand, but scowls of recorrmtlon
having already passed between him and Mr. Arthur Pendennis
in the dancing-room, Arthur suddenly rose up and claimed
Miss Amory as his partner for the present dance, on which Mr.
Pynsent, biting his lips and scowling yet more savagely, with-
drew with a profound bow, saying that he gave up his claim,
There are some men who are always falling in one’s way in life.
Pynsent and Pen had this view of each other; and regarded
each other accordingly.

“ What a confounded conceited provincial fool that is!”
thought the one. “ Because he has written a twopenny novel,
his absurd head is turned, and a kicking would take his conceit
out of him.”

“ What an impertinent idiot that man is!” remarked the
other to his partner. “‘His soul is in Downing Street; his
neckeloth is foolscap; his hair is sand; bis legs are rulers his
vitals are tape and sealing-wax; he was a prig in his cradle; ;
and never laughed since he was born, except three times at the
same joke of his chief. I have the same liking for that man,
Miss Amory, that I have for cold boiled veal.” Upon which
Blanche of course remarked, that Mr. Pendennis was wicked,
méchant, perfectly abominable, and wondered what he would
say when hker back was turned.

“ Sayl—Say that you have the most beautiful figure and the
slimmest waist in the world, Blanche—Miss Amory, I mean.
I beg your pardon. Another turn; this music would make an
alderman dance.”

“ And you bave left off tumbling when you waltz, now? ”
Blanche asked, archly looking up at her partner’s face.

“ One falls and one gets up again in life, Blanche; you know
I used to call you so in old times, and it is the prettiest name
in the world; besides, I have practised since then.”

‘ And with a great number of partners, I'm afraid,” Blanche
said, with a little sham sigh, and a shrug of the shoulders. And
so in truth Mr. Pen had practised a good deal in this life; and
had undoubtedly arrived at being able to dance better,
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1f Pendennis was impertinent in his talk, Foker, on the other
hand, so bland and communicative on most occasions, was
entirely mum and melancholy when he danced with Miss Amory.
To clasp her slender waist was a rapture, to whirl round the
room with her was a delirium; but to speak to her, what could
he say that was worthy of her? What pearl of conversation
could he bring that was fit for the acceptance of such a Queen
of love and wit as Blanche? It was she who made the talk
when she was in the company of this love-stricken partner. It
was she who asked him how that dear little pony was, and looked
at him and thanked him with such a tender kindness and regret,
and refused the dear little pony with such a delicate sigh when
he ofiered it. ‘I have nobody to ride with in London,” she
said. ‘ Mamma is timid, and her figure is not pretty on horse-
back. Sir Francis never goes out with me. He loves me like
—like a stepdaughter. Oh, how delightful it must be to have
a father—a father, Mr. Foker!”

¢ Oh, uncommon,” said Mr. Harry, who enjoyed that blessing
very calmly, upon which, and forgetting the sentimental air
which she had just before assumed, Blanche’s grey eyes gazed
at Foker with such an arch twinkle, that both of them burst out
laugning, and Harry, enraptured and at his ease, began to
entertain her with a variety of innocent prattle—good kindsimple
Foker talk, flavoured with many expressions by no means to
be discovered in dictionaries, and relating to the personal history
of himself or horses, or other things dear and important to him,
or to persons in the ball-room then passing before them, and
about whose appearance or character Mr. Harry spoke with
artless freedom, and a considerable dash of humour.

And it was Blanche who, when the conversation flagged, and
the youth’s modesty came rushing back and overpowering him,
knew how to reanimate her companion: asked him questions
about Logwood, and whether it was a pretty place? whether
he was a huntmg—ma.n and whether he liked women to hunt?
{in which case she was prepared to say that she adored hunting)
—but Mr. Foker expressing his opinion against sporting females,
and pointing out Lady Bullfinch, who happened to pass by, as
a horse-godmother, whom he had seen at cover with a cigar in
her face, Blanche too expressed her detestation of the sports
of the field, and said it would make her shudder to think of a
dear sweet little fox being killed, on which Foker laughed and
waltzed with renewed vigour and grace.

And at the end of the waltz,—the last waltz they had on that
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night,—Blanche asked him about Drummington, and whether
it was a fine house. His cousins, she had heard, were very
accomplished: Lord Erith she had met, and which of his cousins
was his favourite? Was it not Lady Ann? Yes, she was sure
it was she: sure by his looks and his blushes. She was tired of
dancing; it was getting very late; she must go to mamma;—
and, without another word, she sprang away from Harry Foker’s
arm, and seized upon Pen’s, who was swaggering about the
dancing-room, and again said, ‘ Mamma, mamma -—take me
to mamma, dear Mr. Pendennis!” transfixing Harry with a
Parthian shot, as she fled from him.

My Lord Steyne, with garter and ribbon, with a bald head
and shining eyes, and a collar of red whiskers round his face,
always looked grand upon an occasion of State; and made a
great effect upon Lady Clavering when he introduced himself
to her at the request of the obsequious Major Pendennis. With
his own white and royal hand, he handed to her Ladyship a
glass of wine, said he had heard of her charming daughter, and
begged to be presented to her; and, at this very juncture,
Mr. Arthur Pendennis came up with the young lady on his
arm.

The peer made a profound bow, and Blanche the decpest
curtsey that ever was seen. His Lordship gave Mr. Arthur
Pendennis his hand to shake; said he had read his book, which
was very wicked and clever; asked Miss Blanche if she had
read it,—at which Pen blushed and winced. Why, Blanche
was one of the heroines of the novel. Blanche, in black ringlets
and a little altered, was the Nezra of ““ Walter Lorraine.”

Blanche had read it: the language of the eyes expressed her
admiration and rapture at the performance. This little play
being achieved, the Marquis of Steyne made other two profound
bows to Lady Clavering and her daughter, and passed on to
some other of his guests at the splendid entertainment.

Mamma and daughter were loud in their expressions of
admiration of the noble Marquis so soon as his broad back was
turned upon them. ¢ He said they make a very nice couple,”
whispered Major Pendennis to Lady Clavering. Did he now,
really? Mamma thought they would; Mamma was so flustered
with the honour which had just been shown to her, and with
other intoxicating events of the evening, that her good-humour
knew no bounds. She laughed, she winked, and nodded
knowingly at Pen; she tapped him on the arm with her fan;
she tapped Blanche; she tapped the Major;—her contentment
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was boundless, and her method of showing her joy equally
expansive.

As the party went down the great staircase of Gaunt House,
the moming had risen stark and clear over the bluck trees of
the syunte; the skies were tinged with pink; and the cheeks of
some of the people at the ball,—ah, how ghastly they looked!
That admirable and devoted Major above all—who had been
for hours by Lady (lavering’s side, ministering to her and
{eeding her body with everything that was nice, and her ear
with everything that was sweet and flattering,—oh! what an
object he was! The rings round his vyes were of the colour of
bistre; those orbs themselves were like the plovers’ eggs whereof
Ladly lavering and Blanche had each tasted; the wrinkles
in his cld face were furrowed in deep gashes; and a silver
stubble, like an elderly morning dew, was glittering on his chin,
and alengside the dyed whiskers, now limp and out of curl.

There he stood, with admirable patience, enduring, un-
euwaplaining, a silent agony; knowing that people could see
the state of his face (for could he not himself perceive the
condition of others, males and females, of his own age?)—
tonging to go to rest for hours past; aware that suppers dis-
agreed with him, and yet having eaten a little so as to keep his
friend, Lady Clavering, in good humour; with twinges of
rheumatism in the back and knees; with weary feet burning
in his varnished boots,—so tired, oh, so tired and longing for
bed! If a man, struggling with hardship and bravely over-
soming it, is an object of admiration for the gods, that Power
in whose chapels the old Major was a faithful worshipper must
have looked upwards approvingly upon the constancy of
Pendennis’s martyrdom. There are sufferers in that cause
s in the other: the negroes in the service of Mumbo Jumbo
tattoo and drill themselves with burning skewers with great
fortitude; and we read that the priests in the service of Baal
gashed themselves and bled freely. You who can smash the
idols, do so with a good courage; but do not be too fierce with
the idolaters,—they worship the best thing they know.

The Pendennises, the elder and the younger, waited with
Lady Clavering and her daughter until her Ladyship’s carriage
was announced, when the elder’s martyrdom may be said to
have come to an end, for the good-natured Begum insisted upon
leaving him at his door in Bury Street; so he took the back
seat of the carriage, after a feeble bow or two, and speech of
thanks, polite to the last, and resolute in doing his duty. The
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Begum waved her dumpy little hand by way of farewell to
Arthur and Foker, and Blanche smiled languidly out upon the
young men, thinking whether she looked very wan and green
under her rose-coloured hood, and whether it was the mirrors
at Gaunt House, or the fatigue and fever of her own eyes, which
made her fancy herself so pale.

Arthur, perhaps, saw quite well how yellow Blanche looked,
but did not attribute that peculiarity of her complexion to the
effect of the looking-glasses, or to any error in his sight or her
own. Our young man of the world could use his eyes very
keenly, and could see Blanche’s face pretty much as nature had
made it. But for poor Foker it had a radiance which dazzled
and blinded him: he could see no more faults in it than in the
sun, which was now flaring over the housetops.

Amongst other wicked London habits which Pen had acquired,
the moralist will remark that he had got to keep very bad hours;
and often was going to bed at the time when sober country people
were thinking of leaving it. Men get used to one hour 2s to
another. Editors of newspapers, Covent Garden market people,
night cabmen and coffee-sellers, chimney-sweeps, and gentle-
men and ladies of fashion who frequent balls, are often quite
lively at three or four o’clock of a morning when ordinary mortals
are snoring. We have shown in the last chapter how Pen was in
a brisk condition of mind at this period, inclined to smoks his
cigar at ease, and to speak freely.

Foker and Pen walked away from Gaunt House, then, indulg-
ing in both the above amusements: or rather Pen talked, and
Foker looked as if he wanted to say something. /Pen was sar-
castic and dandified when he had been in the company of great
folks; he could not help imitating some of their airs and tones,
and having a most lively imagination, mistook himself for n
person of importance very easily., Herattled away, and attacked
this person and that; sneered at.Lady John Turnbull’s bad
French, which her Ladyship will introduce into all conversations
in spite of the sneers of everybody; at Mrs, Slack Roper’s extra-
ordinary costume and:'sham jewels; at the old dandies and the
young ones ;—at whom didn’t he sneer and laugh?

“You fire at everybody, Pen—you’re grown awful, that you
are,” Foker said. * Now you’ve pulled about Blondel’s yellow
wig, and Colchicum’s black one, why don’t you have a shy ata
brown one, hay? you know whose I mean. It got into Lady
Clavering’s carriage.”

“ Under my uncle’s hat? My uncle is a martyr, Foker, my
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boy. My uncle has been doing excruciating duties all night.
He likes to go to bed rather early. He has a dreadful headache
if he sits up and touches supper. He always has the gout if he
walks or stands much at a ball. He has been sitting up, and
standing up, and supping. He has gone home to the gout and
the headache, and for my sake. Shall I make fun of the old boy ?
no, not for Venice!”

“ How do you mean that he has been doing it for your sake? ™
Foker asked, looking rather alarmed.

“Boy! canst thou keep a secret if I impart it to thee? ™ Pen
cried out, in high spirits. ““ Art thou of good counsel? Wilt
thou swear? - Wilt thou be mum, or wilt thou peach? Wilt
thou be silent and hear, or wilt thou speak and die? ” Andashe
spoke, flinging himself into an absurd theatrical attitude, the
men in the cab-stand in Piccadilly wondered and grinned at the
antics of the two young swells.

“ What the doose are you driving at? ” Foker asked, looking
very much agitated.

Pen, however, did not remark this agitation much, but con-
tinued, in the same bantering and excited vein. * Henry, friend
of my youth,” he said, “ and witness of my early follies, though
dull at thy books, yet thou art not altogether deprived of sense,
—nay, blush not, Henrico, thou hast a gnod portion of that, and
of courage and kindness too, at the service of thy friends.
Were I in a strait of poverty, I would come to my Foker's purse.
Were I in grief, I would discharge my grief upon his sympathising
bosom "’——

“ Gammon, Pen—go on,” Foker said.

“ 1 would, Henrico, upon thy studs, and upon thy cambric
worked by the hands of beauty to adorn the breast of valour!
Know then, friend of my boyhood’s days, that Arthur Pendennis,
of the Upper Temple, student-at-law, feels that he is growing
lonely, and old Care is furrowing his ternples, and Baldness is
busy with his crown. « Shall we stop and have a drop of coffee
at this stall, it looks very hot and nice? Look how that cabman
is blowmg at his saucer.s No, you won’t? Aristocrat! I
resume my tale. I am getting on in life. I have got devilish
little money. I want some. I am thinking of getting some,
and settling in life. I’'m thinking of settling. I'm thinking of
marrying, old boy. I’'m thinking of becoming a moral man: a
steady port-and-sherry character: with a good reputation in
my quartier, and a moderate establishment of two maids and a
man—with an occasional brougham to drive out Mrs. Pen-
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dennis, and a house near the Parks for the accommodation of
the children. Ha! what sayest thou? Answer thy friend, thou
worthy child of beer. Speak, I adjure thee by all thy vats.”

“ But you ain’t got any money, Pen,” said the other, still
iooking alarmed.

“Tain’t? No,but she’ave. I tell thee there is gold in store
for me—not what you call money, nursed in the lap of luxury,
and cradled on grains, and drinking in wealth from a thousand
mash-tubs. What do you know about money? What is
poverty to you is splendour to the hardy son of the humble
apothecary. You can’t live without an establishment, and
your houses in town and country. A snug little house some-
where off Belgravia, a brougham for my wife, a decent cook,
and a fair bottle of wine for my friends at home sometimes;
these simple necessaries suffice for me, my Foker.” And here
Pendennis began to look more serious. Without bantering
further, Pen continued, “ I've rather serious thoughts of settling
and marrying. No man can get on in the world without some
money at his back. You must have a certain stake to begin
with, before you can go in and play the great game. Who
knows that I'm not going to try, old fellow? Worse men than
I have won at it. And as I have not got enough capital from
my fathers, I must get some by my wife—that’s all.”

They were walking down Grosvenor Street, as they talked, or
rather Pen talked, in the selfish fulness of his heart; and Mr.
Pen must have been too much occupied with his own affairs to
remark the concern and agitation of his neighbour, for he con-
tinued—* We are no longer children, you know, you and I,
Harry. Bah! the time of our romance has passed away. We
don’t marry for passion, but for prudence and for establishment.
What do you take your cousin for? Because she is a nice girl,
and an Earl’s daughter, and the old folks wish it, and that sort
of thing.”

“ And you, Pendennis,” asked Foker, “ you ain't very found
of the girl—you’re going to marry? ”

Pen shrugged his shoulders. “ Comme ¢a,” said he; “1I like
her well enough. She’s pretty enough; she’s clever enough.
1 think she’ll do very well. And she has got money enough—
that’s the great point. Psha! you know who she is, don’t you?
I thought you were sweet on her yourself one night when we
dined with her mamma. It’s little Amory.”

“ I—1I thought so,” Foker said: * and has she accepted you? ”’

“ Not quite,” Arthur replied, with a confident smile, which
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seemed to say, I have but to ask, and she comes to me that
instant.,

“ Oh, not quite,” said Foker; and he broke out with such a
dreadful laugh, that Pen, for the first time, turned his thoughts
from himself towards his companion, and was struck by the
other’s ghastly pale face.

“My dear fellow, Fol what’s the matter? You're ill,” Pen
said, in a tone of real concern.

“You think it was the champagne at Gaunt House, don’t you?
It ain’t that. Come in; let me talk to you for a mxnute gl
tell you what it is. D—— it, let me tell somebody,” Foker said.

They were at Mr. Foker’s door by this time, and, opening
it, Harry walked with his friend into his apartments which
were situated in the back part of the house, and behind
the family dining-room, where the elder Foker received his
guests, surrounded by pictures of himself, his wife, his infant
son on a donkey, and the late Earl of Gravesend in his robes as a
Peer, Foker and Pen passed by this chamber, now closed with
death-like shutters, and entered into the young man’s own
quarters. Dusky streams of sunbeams were playing into that
room, and lighting up poor Harry’s gallery of dancing girls and
opera nymphs with flickering illuminations.

““Look here! I can’t help telling you, Pen,” he said. “ Ever
since the night we dined there, I'm so fond of that girl, that I
think I shall die if I don’t get her. I feel as if I should go mad
sometimes. I can’t stand it, Pen. I couldn’t bear to hear you
talking about her, just now, about marrying her only because
she’s money. Ah, Pen! tkat ain’t the question in marrying.
’d bet anything it ain't. Talking about money and such a girl
as that, it’s—it’s—what-d'ye-call-’em—yon know what I mean
—1I ain’t good at talking—sacrilege, then. If she’d have me,
T’d take and sweep a crossing, that I would!”

“ Poor Fo! I don’t think that would tempt her,”” Pen said,
eyeing his friend with a great deal of real good-nature and pity.
“ She is not a girl for love and a cottage.”

“ She ought to be a duchess, T know that very well, and I
know she wouldn't take me unless I could make her a great
place in the world—for I ain’t good for anything myself much—
I ain’t clever and that sort of think,” Foker said sadly. “If I
had all the diamonds that all the duchesses and marchionesses
had on to-night, wouldn’t I put ’em in her lap? But what’s the
use of talking? I'm booked for another race. It’s that kills
me, Pen. 1 can’t get out of it; though I die, I can’t get out of
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it. And though my cousin’s a nice girl, and I like her very well,
and that, yet I hadn’t seen this one when our governors settled
that matter between us.  And when you talked, just now, about
her doing very well, and about her having money enough for
both of vou, I thought to myself it isn’t money or mere liking a
girl, that ought to be enough to make a fellow marry. He may
marry, and find he likes somebody else better. All the money in
the world won’t make you happy then. Look at me; I've
plenty of money, or shall have, out of the mash-tubs, as you call
’em. My governor thought he’d made it all right for me in
settling my marriage with my cousin. I tell you it won’t do;
and when Lady Ann has got her husband, it won’t be happy
for eit’her of us, and she’ll have the most miserable beggar in
town.”

“ Poor old fellow!” Pen said, with rather a cheap magna-
nimity, *“ I wish 1 could help you. I had no idea of this, and
that you were so wild about the girl. Do you think she would
have you without your money? No. Do you think your
father would agree to break off your engagement with your
cousin? You know him very well, and that he would cast
you off rather than do so.”

The unhappy Foker only groaned a reply, flinging himself
prostrate on a sofa, face forwards, his head in his hands.

“ As for my affair,” Pen went on—*“ my dear fellow, if T had
thought matters were so critical with you, at least I would not
have pained you by choosing you as my confidant. And my
business is not serious, at least not as yet. I have not spoken
a word about it to Miss Amory. Very likely she would not have
me if I asked her. Only I have bad a great deal of talk about
it with may uncle, who says that the match might be an eligible
one for me. I'm ambitious and I'm poor. And ii appears
Lady Clavering will give her a good deal of money, and Sir
Francis might be got to—never mind the rest. Nothing is
settled, Harry. They are going out of town directly. ¥ promise
you I won’t ask her before she goes. There’s no hurry: there’s
time for everybody. But suppose you got her, Foler. Re-
member what you said about marriages jast now, and the misery
of a man who doesn’t care for his wife; and what sort of a wife
would you have who didn’t care for her husband? ”

“ But she would care for me,” said Foker, from his sofa—
“that is, I think she would. Last night only as we were
dancing, she said 7—

* What did she say!” Pen cried, starting up in great wrath,
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But he saw his own meaning more clearly than Foker, 2~4 broke
off with a laugh—* Well, never mind what she said, Harry.
Miss Amory is a clever girl, and says numbers of civil things—
to you—to me, perhaps—and who the deuce knows to whom
besides? Nothing’s settled, old boy. At least, my heart won’t
break if I don’t get her. Win her if you can, and I wish you joy
of her. Good-bye! Don’t think about what I said tc¢ you. I
was excited, and confoundedly thirsty in those hot rooms, and
didn’t, T suppose, put enough Seltzer water into the champagne.
Good-night! T’ll keep your counsel too. ‘Mum’ is the word
between us; and ‘ let there be a fair fight, and let the best man
win,’ as Peter Crawley says.”

So saying, Mr. Arthur Pendennis, giving a very queer and
rather dangerous lock at his companion, shook him by the hand,
with something of that sort of cordiality which befitted his just-
repeated simile of the boxing-match, and which Mr. Bendigo
displays when he shakes hands with Mr. Caunt before they fight
each other for the champion’s belt and two hundred pounds a
side, Foker returned his friend’s salute with an imploring look,
and a piteous squeeze of the hand, sank back on his cushions
again, and Pen, putting on his hat, strode forth into the air, and
almost over the body of the matutinal housemaid, who was
rubbing the steps at the door,

“And so he wants her too, does he? ” thought Pen as he
marched along—and noted within himself with a fatal keenness
of perception, and almost an infernal mischief, that the very
pains and tortures which that honest heart of Foker’s was
suffering gave a zest and an impetus to his own pursuit of
Blanche: if pursuit that might be called which had been no
pursuit as yet, but mere sportand idle dallying. “She said some-
thing to him, did she? perhaps she gave him the fellow flower to
this:” and he took out of his coat and twiddled in his thumb and
finger a poor little shrivelled crumpled bud that had faded and
blackened with the heat and flare of the night.—* I wonder to
how many more she has given her artless tokens of affection—
the little flirt! "—and he flung his into the gutter, where the
water may have refreshed it, and where any amateur of rose-
buds may have picked it up. And then bethinking him that the
day was quite bright, and that the passers-by might be staring
at his beard and white neckcloth, our modest young gentleran
took a cab and drove to the Temple,

Ah! is this the boy that prayed at his mother’s knee but a
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few years since, and for whom very likely at this hour of morn-
ing she is praying? Is this jaded and selfish worldling the lad
who, a short while back, was ready to fling away his worldly all,
his hope, his ambition, his chance of life, for his love? This is
the man you are proud of, old Pendennis. You boast of having
formed him: and of having reasoned him out of his absurd
romance and folly—and groaning in your bed over your pains
and rheumatisms, satisfy yourselt still by thinking, that at last,
that lad will do something to better himself in life, and that the
Pendennises will take a good place in the world. And is he the
only one who in his progress through this dark life goes wilfully
or fatally astray, whilst the natural truth and love which should
illumine him grow dim in the poisoned air, and suffice to light
him no more?

When Pen was gone away, poor Harry Foker got up from
the sofa and taking out from Ius waistcoat—the splendidly
buttoned, the gorgeously embroidered, the work of his mamma
—a little white rosebud, he drew from his dressing-case, also
the maternal present, a pair of scissors, with which he nipped
carefully the stalk of the flower, and placing it in a glass of water
opposite his bed, he sought refuge there from care and bitter
remembrances.

It is to be presumed that Miss Blanche Amory had more than
one rose in her bouquet, and why should not the kind young
creature give out of her superfluity, and make as many partners
as possible happy ?

CHAPTER XLVI
MONSEIGNEUR S’AMUSE

TuE exertions of that last night at Gaunt House had proved
almost too much for Major Pendennis; and as soon as he could
move his weary old body with safety, he transported himself
groaning to Buxton, and sought relief in the healing waters of
that place. Parliament broke up. Sir Francis Clavering and
family left town, and the affairs which we have just mentioned
to the reader were not advanced, in the brief interval of a few
days or weeks which have occurred between this and the last
chapter. The town was, however, emptied since then.

The season was now come to a conclusion: Pen’s neighbours,
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the lawyers, were gone upon circuit: and his more fashionable
{riends had taken their passports for the Continent, or had fled
for health or excitement to the Scotch moors. Scarce a man
was to be seen in the bow-windows of the clubs, or on the solitary
Pall Mall pavement. The red jackets had disappeared from
before the Palace gate: the tradesmen of St. James’s were abroad
taking their pleasure: the tailors had grown mustachios and were
gone up the Rhine: the bootmakers were at Ems or Baden,
blushing when they met their customers at those places of
recreation, or punting beside their creditors at the gambling-
tables: the clergymen of St. James’s only reached to half a
congregation, in which there was not asinglesinner of distinction:
the band in Kensington Gardens had shut up their instruments
of brass and trumpets of silver: only two or three old flys and
chaises crawled by the banks of the Serpentine, and Clarence
Bulbul, who was retained in town by his arduous duties as a
Treasury clerk, when he took his afternoon ride in Rotten Row.
compared its loneliness to the vastness of the Arabian desert,
and himself to a Bedouin wending his way through that dusty
solitude. Warrington stowed away a quantity of cavendish
tobacco in his carpet-bag, and betook himself, as his custom
was in the vacation, to his brother’s house in Norfolk. Pen was
left alone in chambers for a while, for this man of fashion could
not quit the metropolis when he chose always: and was at
present detained by the affairs of his newspaper, the Pall Mall
Gazette, of which he acted as the editor and chargé d’affaires
during the temporary absence of the chief, Captain Shandon,
who was with this family at the salutary watering-place of
Boulogne-sur-Mer.

Although, as we have seen, Mr. Pen had pronounced himself
for years past to be a man perfectly blasé and wearied of life, yet
the truthis that he was an exceedingly healthy young fellowstill;
with a fine appetite, which he satisfied with the greatest relish
and satisfaction at least once a day; and a constant desire for
society, which showed him to be anything but misanthropical.
If he could not get a good dinner he sate down to a bad one with
entire contentment; if he could not procure the company of witty
or great or beautiful persons, he put up with any society that
came to hand; and was perfectly satisfied in a tavern parlour
or on board a Greenwich steamboat, or in a jaunt to Hampstead
with Mr. Finucane, his colleague at the Pall Mall Gazette ; or in
2 visit to the summer theatres across the river: or to the Royal
Gardens of Vauxhall, where he was on terms of friendship with
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the great Simpson, and where he shook the principal comic
singer or the lovely equestrian of the arena by the hand. And
while he could watch the grimaces or the graces of these with a
satiric humour that was not deprived of sympathy, he could
look on with an eye of kindness at the lookers-on too; at the
roystering youth bent upon enjoyment, and here taking it: at
the honest parents, with their delighted children laughing and
clapping their hands at the show: at the poor outcasts, whose
laughter was less innocent though perhaps louder, and who
brought their shame and their youth here, to dance and be
merry till the dawn at least; and to get bread and drown care.
Of this sympathy with all conditions of men Arthur often
boasted: he was pleased to possess it: and said that he hoped
thus to the last he should retain it. As another man has an
ardour for art or music, or natural science, Mr. Pen said that
anthropology was his favourite pursuit; and had his eyes
always eagerly open to its infinite varieties and beauties: con-
templating with an unfailing delight all specimens of it in all
places to which he resorted, whether it was the coquetting of a
wrinkled dowager in a ball—room, or a high-bred young beauty
blushing in her prime there; whether it was a hulking guards-
man coaxing a servant—g1r1 in the Park—or innocent little
Tommy that was feeding the ducks whilst the nurse listened.
.- And indeed a man, whose heart is pretty clean, can indulge in
this pursuit with an en]oyment that never ceases, and is only
perhaps the more keen because it is secret and has a touch of
sadness in it; because he is of his mood and humour lonely, and
apart although not alone.,

Ves, Pen used to brag and talk in his impetuous way to
Warrmgton “T was in love so fiercely in my youth, that I
have burned out that flame for ever, I think; and if ever I
marry, it will be a marriage of reason "that T will make, with a
well-bred, good-tempered, good-looking person who has a little
money, and so forth, that will cushion our carriage in its course
through life. As for romarce, it is all done; I have spent that
out, and am old before my time—I'm proud of it.”

« Stuff1 growled the other, “ you fancied you were getting
bald the other day, and bragged about it as you do about every-
thing. But you began to use the bear’s-grease pot directly the
hair-dresser told you; and are scented like a barber ever since.”

“You are Diogenes,” the other answered, “and you want
every man to live in a tub like yourself. onlets smell better
than stale tobacco, you grizzly old cynic.” But Mr. Pen was
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blushing whilst he made this reply to his unromantical friend,
and indeed cared 2 great deal more about himself still than such
a philosopher perhaps should have done. Indeed, considering
that he was careless about the world, Mr. Pen ornamented his
person with no small pains in order to make himself agreeable
to it, and for a weary pilgrim as he was, wore very t:ght boots
and brlght varnish.

It was in this dull season of the year then, of a shining Friday
night in autumn, that Mr. Pendennis, having completed at his
newspaper office a brilliant leading article—such as Captain
Shandon himself might have written, had the Captain been in
good humour, and inclined to work, which he never would do
except under compulsion—that Mr. Arthur Pendennis having
written his article, and reviewed it approvingly as it lay before
him in its wet proofosheet at the office of the paper, bethought
him that he would cross the water, and regale himself with the
fireworks and other amusements of Vauxhall. So he affably
put in his pocket the order which admitted “ Editor of Pail
Mall Gazette and friend ” to that place of recreation, and paid
with the coin of the realm a sufficient sum to enable his to cross
Waterloo Bridge. The walk thence to the Gardens was pleasant,
the stars were shining in the skies above, looking down upon the
royal property, whence the rockets and Roman candles had not
yet ascended to outshine the stars.

Before you enter the enchanted ground, where twenty
thousand additional lamps are burned every night as usual,
most of us have passed through the black and dreary passage
and wickets which hide the splendours of Vauxhall from unini-
tiated men. In the walls of this passage are two holes strongly
illuminated, in the midst of which you see two genilemen at
desks, where they will take either your money as a private
individual, or your order of admission if you are provided with
that passport to the Gardens. Pen went to exhibit his ticket
at the last-named orifice, where, however, a gentleman and two
ladies were already in parley before him.

The gentleman, whose hat was very much on one side, and
who wore a short and shabby cloak in an excessively smart
manner, was crying out in a voice which Pen at once re-
cognised—

“ Bedad, sir, if ye doubt me honour, will ye obleege me by
stipping out of that box, and "’——

“ Lor, Capting!” cried the elder lady.

“ Don’t bother me,” said the man in the box.
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*“ And ask Mr. Hodgen himself, who’s in the gyardens, to let
these leedies pass. Don’t be froightened, me dear madam, I'm
not going to quarl with this gintleman, at any reet before leedies.
Will ye go, sir, and desoire Mr. Hodgen (whose orther I keem in
with, and he’s me most intemate friend, and I know he’s goan
to sing the “Body Snatcher” here to-noight), with Captain
Costigan’s compliments, to stip out and let in the leedies—for
meself, sir, oi’ve seen Vauxhall, and I scawrun any interfayrance
on moi account: but for these leedies, one of them has never
been there, and oi should think ye’d hardly take advantage of
me misfartune in losing the tickut, to deproive her of her
pleasure.” -

“T ain’t no use, Captain. I can’t go about your business,”
the checktaker said; on which the Captain swore an oath, and
the elder lady said, ““ Lor, ’ow provokin’{”

As for the young one, she looked up at the Captain and said,
“ Never mind, Captain Costigan, I'm sure I don’t want to go at
all. Come away, mamma.” And with this, although she did
not want to go at all, her feelings overcame her, and she began
to cry.

“ Me poor child!” the Captain said. “ Can ye see that, sir,
and will ye not let this innocent creature in? ”

“1It ain’t my business,” cried the doorkeeper peevishly, out
of the illuminated box. And at this minute Arthur came up,
and recognising Costigan, said, “ Don’t you know me, Captain?
Pendennis!”  And he took off his hat and made a bow to the
two ladies. “Me dear boy! Me dear friend!” cried the
Caplain, extending towards Pendennis the grasp of friendship;
and he rapidly explained to the other what he called “a most
unluckee conthratong.” He bad an order for Vauxhall, ad-
mitting two, from Mr. Hodgen, then within the Gardens, and
singing (as he did at the Back Kitchen and the nobility’s
concerts) the “ Body Snatcher,” the “ Death of General Wolfe,”
the “ Banner of Blood,” and other favourite melodies; and,
having this order for the admission of two persons, he thought
that it would admit three, and had come accordingly to the
Gardens with his friends. But, on his way, Captain Costigan
had lost the paper of admission—it was not forthcoming at all;
and the leedies must go back again, to the great disappointment
of one of them, as Pendennis saw.

Arthur had a great deal of good-nature for everybody, and
how could he refuse his sympathy in such a case as this? He
had seen the innocent face as it looked up to the Captain, the
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appealing look of the girl, the piteous quiver of the mouth, and
the final outburst of tears. If it had been his last guinea in the
wortld, he must have paid it to have given the poor little thing
pleasure. She turned the sad imploring eyes away directly
they lighted upon a stranger, and began to wipe them with her
handkerchief. Arthur looked very handsome and kind as he
stood before the women, with his hat off, blushing, bowing,
generous, a gentleman. “ Who are they? ” he asked of himself.
He thought he had seen the elder lady before.

“1f I can be of any service to you, Captain Costigan,” the
voung man said, “ I hope you will command me. Is therc any
difficulty about taking these ladies into the Garden? Will you
kindly make use of my purse? And—and I have a ticket
myself which will admit two—I hope, ma’am, you will permit
me? ”

The first impulse of the Prince of Fairoaks was to pay for the
whole party, and to make away with his newspaper order as
poor Costigan had done with his own ticket. But his instinct,
and the appearance of the two women, told him that they would
be better pleased if he did not give himself the airs of a grand
seigneur, and he handed his purse to Costigan, and laughingly
pulled out his ticket with one hand, as he offered the other to
the elder of the ladies—ladies was not the word—they had
bonnets and shawls, and collars and ribbons, and the youngest
showed a pretty little foot and boot under her modest grey
gown, but his Highness of Fairoaks was courteous to every
person who wore a petticoat, whatever its texture was, and the
humbler the wearer only the more stately and polite in his
demeanour.

“ Fanny, take the gentleman’s arm,” the elder said; “since
you will be so very kind—I've seen you often come in at our
gate, sir, and go in to Captain Strong’s at No. 3.”

Fanny made a little curtsey, and put her hand under Arthur’s
arm. It had on a shabby little glove, but it was pretty and
small. She was not a child, but she was scarcely a woman as
yet; her tears had dried up, her cheek mantled with youthful
blushes, and her eyes glistened with pleasure and gratitude, as
she looked up into Arthur’s kind face.

Arthur, in a protecting way, put his other hand upon the
little one resting on his arm. “ Fanny’s a very preity little
name,” he said; “and so you know me, do you? ”

“We keep the lodge, sir, at Shepherd’s Inn,” Fanny said
with a curtsey; ““and I've never been at Vauxhall, sir, and pa
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didn’t like me to go—and—and—0—0—Ilaw, how beautiful! ”
she shrank back as she spoke, starting with wonder and delight
as she saw the Royal Gardens blaze before her with a hundred
million of lamps, with a splendour such as the finest fairy tale,
the finest pantomime she had ever witnessed at the theatre,
bad never realised. Pen was pleased with her pleasure, and
pressed to his side the little hand which clung so kindly te him.
“ What would I not give for a little of this pleasure? ” said the
dlasé young man..

“Your purse, Pendennis, me dear boy,” said the Captain’s
voice behind him. “ Will ye count it? it’s all roight—no—ye
thrust in old Jack Costigan (he thrusts me, ye see, madam).
Ye’ve been me preserver, Pen (I've known “um since choildhood,
Mrs. Bolton; he’s the proproietor of Fairoaks Castle, and
many’s the cooper of clar’t I've dthrunk there with the first
nobilitee of his neetive countee}—Mr. Pendennis, ye’ve been me
preserver, and oi thank ye; me daughther will thank ye.—Mr.
Simpson, your humble servant, sir.”

If Pen was magnificent in his courtesy to the ladies, what
was his splendour in comparison to Captain Costigan’s bowing
here and there, and crying bravo to the singers?

A man descended, like Costigan, from a long line of Hibernian
kings, chieftains, and other magnates and sheriffs of the county,
had of course too much dignity and self-respect to walk arrum-
in-arrum (as the Captain phrased it) with a lady who occasionally
swept his room out, and cooked his mutton-chops. In the
course of their journey from Shepherd’s Inn to Vauxhall
Gardens, Captain Costigan had walked by the side of the two
ladies, in a patronising and affable manner pointing out to
.them the edifices worthy of note, and discoorsing, according to
his wont, about other cities and countries which he had visited,
and the people of rank and fashion with whom he had the
honour of an acquaintance. Nor could it be expected that,
arrived in the Royal property, and strongly illuminated by the
flare of the twenty thousand additional lamps, the Captain
could relax from his dignity, and give an arm to a lady who
was, in fact, little better than a housekeeper or charwoman.

But Pen, on his part, had no such scruples. Miss Fanny
Bolton did not make his bed nor sweep his chambers; and he
did not choose to let go his pretty little partner. As for Fanny,
her colour heightened, and her bright eyes shone the brighter
with pleasure, as she leaned for protection on the arm of such a
fine gentleman as Mr. Pen. And she looked at numbers of
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other ladies in the place, and at scores of other gentlemen under
whose protection they were walking here and there; and she
thought that her gentleman was handsomer and grander-looking
than any olher gent there. Of course there were votarics ot
pleasure of all ranks in the garden—rakish young surgeons, fast
young clerks and commercialists, occasional dandies of the
Guard regiments, and the rest. Old Lord Colchicum was there
in attendance upon Mademoiselle Caracoline, who had been
riding in the ring; and who talked her native Freach very loud,
and used idiomatic expressions of excceding strength as she
walked about, leaning on the arm of his Lordship.

Colchicum was in attendance upon Mademoiselle Caracoline,
little Tom Tufthunt was in attendance upon Lord Colchicum;
and rather pleased, too, with his position. When Don Juan
scales the wall, there’s never a want of a Leporello to hold the
ladder. Tom Tufthunt was quite happy to act as friend to the
elderly Viscount, and to carve the fowl, and to make the salad
at supper. ‘Vhen Pen and his young lady met the Viscount’s
party, that noble peer only gave Arthur a passing leer of recog-
nition as his Lordship’s eyes passed from Pen’s face under the
bonnet of Pen’s companion. But Tom Tufthunt wagged his
head very good-naturedly at Mr. Arthur, and said, “ How are
you, old boy? ” and looked extremely knowing at the godfather
of this history.

“That is the great rider at Astley’s; I have seen her there,”
Miss Bolton said, looking after Mademoiselle Carocoline; ““and
who is that old man? Is it not the gentleman in the ring? ”

“That is Lord Viscount Colchicum, Miss Fanny,” said Pen,
with an air of protection. He meant no harm, he was pleased
to patronise the young girl, and he was not displeased that she
should be so pretty, and that she should be hanging upon his
arm, and that yonder elderly Don Juan should have seen her
there.

Fanny was very pretty; her eves were dark and brilliant;
her teeth were like little pearls; her mouth was almost as red
as Mademoiselle Caracoline’s when the latter had put on her
vermilion. And what a difference there was between the one’s
voice and the other’s, between the girl’s laugh and the woman’s!
It was only very lately, indeed, that Fanny, when looking in
the little glass over the Bows-Costigan mantelpiece as she was
dusting it, had begun to suspect that she was a beauty. But a
year ago, she was a clumsy, gawky girl, at whom her father
sneered, and of whom the girls at the day school (Miss Minifer’s,
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Newecastle Street, Strand; Miss M., the young sister, took the
leading business at the Norwich circuit in 182—; and she
herself had played for two seasons with some credit T. R. E.
0., T. R. S. W, until she fell down a trap-door and broke her
leg): the girls at Fanny’s school, we say, took no account of
ber, and thought her a dowdy little creature as long as she
remained under Miss Minifer’s instruction. And it was un-
remarked and almost unseen, in the dark porter’s lodge of
Shepherd’s Inn, that this little flower bloomed into beauty.

So this young person hung upon Mr. Pen’s arm, and they
paced the gardens together. Empty as London was, there were
still some two millions of people lingering about it, and amongst
them one or two of the acquaintances of Mr. Arthur Pendennis.

Amongst them, silent and alone, pale, with his hands in his
pockets, and a rueful nod of the head to Arthur as they met,
passed Henry Foker, Esq. Young Henry was trying to ease
his mind by moving from place to place, and from excitement
to excitement  But he thought about Blanche as he sauntered
in the dark walks; he thought about Blanche as he looked at
the devices of the lamps. He consulted the fortune-teller about
her, and was disappointed when that gipsy told him that he
was in love with a dark lady who would make him happy; and
at the concert, though Mr. Momus sang his most stunning comic
songs, and asked his most astonishing riddles, never did a kind
smile come to visit Foker’s lips. In fact, he never heard Mr.
Momus at all.

Pen and Miss Bolton were hard by listening to the same
concert, and the latter remarked, and Pen laughed at, Mr.
Foker’s woebegone face.

Fanny asked what it was that made that odd-looking little
man so dismal? “I think he is crossed in love!” Pen said.
“Isn’t that enough to make any man dismal, Fanny? ” And
he looked down at her, splendidly protecting her, like Egmont
at Clara in Goethe’s play, or Leicester at Amy in Scott’s novel.

“ Crossed in love, is he? poor gentleman! ” said Fanny, with
a sigh, and her eyes turned round towards him with no little
lkindness and pity—but Harry did not see the beautiful dark
eyes.

“How dy do, Mr. Pendennis? ” a voice broke in here,—it
was that of a young man in a large white coat with a red neck-
cloth, over which a dingy shirt-collar was turned so as to
exhibit a dubious neck—with a large pin of bullion or other
metal, and an imaginative waistcoat with exceedingly fanciful
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glass buttons, and trousers that cried with a loud voice, “ Come
lvok at me, and see how cheap and tawdry I am; my master,
what a dirty buck!” and a little stick in one pocket of his coat,
and & lady in pink satin on the other arm—" How dy do?—
Forget me, I dare say? Huxter,—Clavering.”

“ How do you do, Mr. Huxter? ”” the Prince of Fairoaks said
in his most princely manner. “ I hope you are very well.”

* Freity bobbish, thanky.”—And 1ir. Huxter wagged his
hiead. “ 1 say, Pendennis, you've been coming it uncommon
strong since we had the row at Wapshot’s, don’t you remember?
Great author, hav?  Go about with the swells. Saw your name
in the Morning Posi. 1 suppose you're too much of a swell to
come and have a bit of supper with an old friend P—Charter-
house Lane to-morrow night,—some devilish good fellows from
Bartholomew’s, and some stunning gin-punch. Here’s my
card.” And with this Mr. Huxter released his hand from the
pocket where his cane was, and pulling off the top of his card-
case with his teeth, produced thence a visiting ticket, which
he handed to Pen.

“ You are exceedingly kind, I am sure,” said Pen: “but I
regret that I have an enmcrement which will take me out of
Lown to-moTTow night.” And the Marquis of Fairoaks, wonder-
1ng thut such a creature as this could have the audamty to give
him & ward, put Mr. Huxter’s card into his waistcoat pocket
with a lofty courtesy. Possibly Mr. Samuel Huxter was not
aware that there was any great social difference between Mr.
Arthur Pendennis and himself. Mr. Huxter’s father was a
surgeon and apothecary at Clavering, just as Mr. Pendennis’s
papa bad been a surgeon and apothecary at Bath. But the
mnpudence of some men is beyond all calculation.

“ Well, old fellow, never mind,” said Mr. Huxter, who, always
frank and familiar, was from vinous excitement even more
affable than uswal. “If ever you are passing, look up at our
place,—I'm mostly at home Saturdays; and there’s generally
a cheese in the cupboard. Ta, ta.—There’s the bell for the
fireworks ringing, Come along, Mary.” And he set off running
with the rest of the crowd in the direction of the fireworks.

So did Pen presently, when this agreeable youth was out
of sight, begin to run with his little companion; Mrs. Bolton
following after them. with Captain Costigan at her side. But
the Ceptain was too majestic and dignified in his movements
to ren for {riend or enemy, and he pursued his course with the
ustal jaanly swagger wiach distinguished his steps, so that he



HIS FORTUNES AND MISFORTUNES 89

and his companion were speedily distanced by Pen and Miss
Fanny.

Perhaps Arthur forgot, or perhaps he did not choose to
remember, that the elder couple had no money in their pockets,
as had been proved by their adventure at the entrance of the
Gardens; howbeit, Pen paid a couple of shillings for himsel
and his partner, and with her hanging close on his arm, scaled
the staircase which leads to the firework gallery. The Captain
and mamma might have followed them if they liked, but
Arthur and Fanny were too busy to look back. People were
pushing and squeezing there beside and behind them. One
eager individual rushed by Fanny, and elbowed her so, that
she fell back with a little cry, upon which, of course, Arthur
caught her adroitly in his arms, and, just for protection, kept
her so defended, until they mounted the stair, and took their
places.

Poor Foker sate alone on one of the highest benches, his face
illuminated by the fireworks, or in their absence by the moon.
Arthur saw him, and laughed, but did not occupy himself about
his friend much. He was engaged with Fanny. How she
wondered! how happy she was! how she cried Oh, oh, oh, as
the rockels soared into the air, and showered down in azure,
and emerald, and vermilion. As these wonders blazed and
disappeared before her, the little girl thrilled and trembled with
delizht at Arthur’s side—her hand was under his arm still, he
felt 1t pressing him as she looked up delighted.

“ How beautiful they are, sir!” she cried.

“ Don’t call me sir, Fanny,” Arthur said.

A quick blush rushed up into the girl’s face. * What shall
I call you?” she said, in a low voice, sweet and tremulous.
“ What would you wish me to say, sir? ”

‘“ Again, Fanny! Well, I forgot; it is best so, my dear,”
Pendennis said, very kindly and gently. “I may call you
Fanny? ”

“ Oh yes!” she said, and the little hand pressed his arm once
more very eagerly, and the girl clung to him so that he could
feel her heart beating on his shoulder.

“I may call you Fanny, because you are a young girl, and a
good girl, Fanny, and I am an old gentleman. But you mustn’t
call me anything but sir, or Mr. Pendennis, if you like; for we
live in very different stations, Fanny; and don’t think I speak
unkindly: and—and why do you take your hand away, Fanny ?
Are you afraid of me? Do you think I would hurt you? Not
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for all the world, my dear little girl. And—and look how
beautiful the moon and stars are, and how calmly they shine
when the rockets have gone out, and the noisy wheels have
done hissing and blazing. When I came here to-night I did
not think I should have had such a pretty little companion to
sit by my side, and see these fine fireworks. You must know
I live by myself, and work very hard. I write in books and
newspapers, Fanny; and I was quite tired out, and expected
to sit alone all night; and—don’t cry, my dear dear litlle girl.”
Here Pen broke out, rapidly putting an end to the calm oration
which he had begun to deliver; for the sight of a woman'’s tears
always put his nerves in a quiver, and he began forthwith to
coax her and soothe her, and to utter a hundred and twenty
little ejaculations of pity and sympathy, which need not be
repeated here, because they would be absurd in print. So
would a mother’s talk to a child be absurd in print; so would a
lover’s to his bride. That sweet artless poetry bears no trans-
lation; and is too subtle for grammarians’ clumsy definitions.
You have but the same four letters to describe the salute which
you perform on your grandmother’s forehead, and that which
you bestow on the sacred cheek of your mistress; but the same
four letters, and not one of them a labial. Do we mean to hint
that Mr. Arthur Pendennis made any use of the monosyllable
in question? Not so. In the first place, it was dark: the
fireworks were over, and nobody could see him; secondly, he
was not a man to have this kind of secret, and tell it; thirdly,
and lastly, let the honest fellow who has kissed a pretty girl,
say what would have been his own conduct is such a delicate
juncture?

Well, the truth is, that however you may suspect him, and
whatever you would have done under the circumstances, or
Mr. Pen would have liked to do, he behaved honestly, and like
aman. “I will not play with this little girl’s heart,” he said
within himself, “ and forget my own or her honour. She seems
to have a great deal of dangerous and rather contagious sensi-
bility, and [ am very glad the fireworks are over, and that I
can take her back to her mother. Come along, Fanny; mind
the steps, and lean on me. Don’t stumble, you heedless little
thing; this is the way, and there is your mamma at the door.”

And there, indeed, Mrs. Bolton was, unquiet in spirit, and
grasping her umbrella. She seized Fanny with maternal fierce-
ness and eagerness, and uttered some rapid abuse to the girl
in an undertone. The expression in Captain Costigan’s eye—
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standing behind the matron and winking at Pendennis from
under his hat—was, I am bound to say, indefinably humorous.

It was so much so, that Pen could not refrain from bursting
into a laugh. * You should have taken my arm, Mrs. Bolton,”
he said, offering it. “I am very glad to bring Miss Fanny back
quite safe to you. We thought you would have followed us up
into the gallery. We enjoyed the fireworks, didn’t we? ”

“ Oh yes!” said Miss Fanny, with rather a demure look.

“ And the bouquet was magnificent,” said Pen. “ And it
is ten hours since I had anything to eat, ladies; and I wish
you would permit me to invite you to supper.”

“Dad,” said Costigan, “ I'd loike a snack tu; only I forgawt
me purse, or I should have invoited these leedies to a colleetion.”

Mrs. Bolton with considerable asperity said, “ She ’ad an
’eadache, and would much rather go ’ome.”

‘ A lobster salad is the best thing in the world for a headache,”
Pen said gallantly, “ and a glass of wine I’'m sure will do you
good z; Come, Mrs. Bolton, be kind to me and oblige me. I
shan’t” have the heart to sup without you, and upon my
word I have had no dinner. Give me your arm: give me the
urnbrella. Costigan, I’'m sure you'll take care of Miss Fanny;
and I shall think Mrs. Bolton angry with me, unless she will
favour me with her soc1ety And we will all sup quxetly, and
go back in a cab together.”

The cab, the lobster salad, the frank and good-humoured
look of Pendennis, as he smilingly invited the worthy matron,
subdued her suspicions and her anger. Since he would be so
obliging, she thought she could take a little bit of lobster, and
so they all marched away to a box; and Costigan called for a
waither with such a loud and belligerent voice, as caused one
of those officials instantly to run to him.

The carie was examined on the wall, and Fanny was asked
to choose her favourite dish; upon which the young creature
said she was fond of lobster too, but also owned to a partiality
for raspberry-tart. This delicacy was provided by Pen, and a
bottle of the most frisky champagne was moreover ordered for
the delight of the ladies. Little Fanny drank this;—what
other sweet intoxication had she not drunk in the course of the
night?

gWhen the supper, which was very brisk and gay, was over,
and Captain Costigan and Mrs. Bolton had partaken of some
of the rack punch “that is so fragrant at Vauxhall, the bill was
called and discharged by Pen with great generosity,—* loike

II—D 426
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a foin young English gentleman of th’ olden toime, be Jove,”
Costigan enthusiastically remarked. And as, when they went
out of the box, he stepped forward and gave Mrs. Bolton his
arm, Fanny fell to Pen’s lot and the young people walked
away in high good-humour together, in the wake of their
seniors.

The champagne and the rack punch, though taken in modera-
tion by all persons, except perhaps poor Cos, who lurched ever
so little in his gait, had set them in high spirits and good humour,
so that Fanny began to skip and move her brisk little feet in
time to the band, which was playing waltzes and galops for the
dancers. As they came up to the dancing, the music and
Fanny’s feet seemed to go quicker together—she seemed to
spring, as if naturally, from the ground, and as if she required
repression to keep her there.

~“ Shouldn’t you like a turn? ” said the Prince of Fairoaks.
“ What fun it would bel Mrs. Bolton, ma’am, do let me take
her once round.” Upon which Mr, Costigan said, “ Off wid
youl” and Mrs, Bolton not refusing (indeed, she was an old
war-horse, and would have liked, at the trumpet’s sound, to
have entered the arena herself), Fanny’s shawl was off her back
in a minute, and she and Arthur were whirling round in a waltz
in the midst of a great deal of queer, but exceedingly joyful
company.

Pen had no mishap this time with little Fanny, as he had
with Miss Blanche in old days,—at least, there was no mishap
of his making. The pair danced away with great agility and
contentment,—first a waltz, then a galop, then a waltz again,
until, in the second waltz, they were bumped by another couple
who had joined the Terpsichorean choir. This was Mr. Huxter
and his pink satin young friend, of whom we have already had
a glimpse.

Mr. Huxter very probably had been also partaking of supper,
for he was even more excited now than at the time when he
had previously claimed Pen’s acquaintance; and, having run
against Arthur and his partner, and nearly knocked them
down, this amiable gentleman of course began tw abuse the
people whom he had injured, and broke out into a volley of
slang against the unoffending couple.

“ Now then, stoopid! Don’t keep the ground if you can’t
dance, old Slow Coach!” the young surgeon roared out (using,
at the same time, other expressions far more emphatic), and
was joined in his abuse by the shrill language and laughter of
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his partner;—to the interruption of the ball, the terror of poor
little Fanny, and the immense indignation of Pen. .

Arthur was furicus; and not so angry at the quarrel as at
the shame attending it. A battle with a fellow hike that! A
row in a public garden, and with a porter’s daughter on his arm |
What a position for Arthur Pendennis! He drew poor little
Fanny hastily away from the dancers to her mother, and wished
that lady, and Costigan, and poor Fanny underground, rather
than there, in his companionship, and under his protection.

When Huxter commenced his attack, that free-spoken young
gentleman had not seen who was his opponent; and directly
he was aware that it was Arthur whom he had insuited, he
began to make apologies. ““ Hold your stoopid tongue, Mary,”
he said to hispartner. “It’s an old friend and crony at home.
I beg pardon, Pendennis; wasn’t aware it was you, old boy.”
Mr. Huxter had been one of the boys of the Clavering school,
who had been present at a combat which has been mentioned
in the early part of this story, when young Pen knocked down
the biggest champion of the academy, and Huxter knew that
it was dangerous to quarrel with Arthur.

His apologies were as odious to the other as his abuse had
been. Pen stopped his tipsy remonstrances by telling him to
hold his tongue, and desiring him not to use his (Pendennis’s)
name in that place or any other; and he walked out of the
Gardens with a titter behind him from the crowd, every one of
whorm he would have liked to massacre for having been witness
to the degrading broil. He walked out of the Gardens, quite
forgetting poor little Fanny, who came trembling behind him
with her mother and the stately Costigan.

He was brought back to himself by a word from the Captain,
who touched him on the shoulder just as they were passing the
inner gate.

“There’s no ray-admittance except ye pay again,” the
Captain said. “Hadn’t I better go back and take the fellow
your message? ”

Pen burst out laughing. “Take him a message! Do you
think I would fight with such a fellow as that? ” he asked.

“No, no! Don’t, don’t!” cried out little Fanny. * How
can you be so wicked, Captain Costigan?” The Captain
muttered sorething about honour, and winked knowingly at
Pen, but Arthur said gallantly, “ No, Fanny, don’t be irightened.
It was my fault to have danced in such a place. I beg your
pardon, to have asked you to dance there.” And he gave her
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his arm once more, and called a cab, and put his three friends
into it.

He was about to pay the driver, and to take another carriage
for himself, when little Fanny, still alarmed, put her little
hand out, and caught him by the coat, and implored him and
besought him to come in.

“ Will nothing satisfy you,” said Pen, in great good-humour,
“that I am not going back to fight him? Well, I will come
home with you. Drive to Shepherd’s Inn, cab.” The cab
drove to its destination. Arthur was immensely pleased by
the girl’s solicitude about him: her tender terrors quite made
him forget his preivous annoyance.

Pen put the ladies into their lodge, having shaken hands
kindly with both of them; and the Captain again whispered
to him that he would see ’um in the morning if he was inclined,
and take his message to that “ scoundthrel.” But the Captain
was in his usual condition when he made the proposal; and
Pen was perfectly sure that neither he nor Mr. Huxter, when
they awoke, would remember anything about the dispute.

CHAPTER XLVII
A VISIT OF POLITENESS

Costigan never roused Pen from his slumbers: there was no
hostile message from Mr. Huxter to disturb him; and when
Pen woke, it was with a brisker and more lively feeling than
ordinarily attends that moment in the day of the tired and
blasé London man. A City man wakes up to care and consols,
and the thoughts of ’Change and the counting-house take posses-
sion of him as soon as sleep flies from under his nightcap; a
lawyer rouses himself with the early moming to think of
the case that will take him all his day to work upon, and the
inevitable attorney to whom he has promised his papers ere
night. . /Which of us has not his anxiety instantly present when
his eyes are opened, to it and to the world, after his night’s
sleep? Xind strengthener that enables us to face the day’s
task with renewed heart! Beautiful erdinance of Providence
that creates rest as it awards labour! ./

Mr. Pendennis’s labour, or rather his disposition, was of that
sort that his daily occupations did not much interest him, for
the excitement of literary composition pretty soon subsides
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with the hired labourer, and the delight of seeing one’s sclf in
print only extends to the first two or three appearances in the
magazine or newspaper page. - Pegasus put into harness, and
obliged to run a stage every day, is as prosaic as any other hack,
and won’t work without his whip or his feed of corn. So,
indeed, Mr. Arthur performed his work at the Pall X all Gasetie
{(and since his success as a novelist with an increased salary),
but without the least enthusiasm, doing his best or pretty nearly,
and sometimes writing il and sometimes well. He was a
literary hack, naturally fast in pace and brilliant in action.

' Neither did society, or that portion which he saw, excite or
amuse him overmuch. - In spite of his brag and boast to the
contrary, he was too young as yet for women’s society, which
probably can only be had in perfection when a man has ceased
to think about his own person, and has given up all designs of
being a conqueror of ladies; he was too young to be admitted
as an equal amongst men who had made their mark in the
world, and of whose conversation he could scarcely as yet expect
to be more than a listener. And he was too old for the men of
pleasure of his own age; too much a man of pleasure for the
men of business; destined, in a word, to be a good deal alone.
Fate awards this lot of solitude to many a man; and many like
it from taste, as many without difficulty bear it. Pendennis,
in reality, suffered it very equanimously; but in words, and
according to his wont, grumbled over it not a little.

< “ What a nice little artless creature that was,” Mr. Pen
thought at the very instant of waking after the Vauxhall affair;
“ what a pretty natural manner she has; how much pleasanter
than the minauderies of the young ladies in the ball-rooms!”
"(and here he recalled to himself some instances of what he
could not help seeing was the artful simplicity of Miss Blanche,
and some of the stupid graces of other young ladies in the polite
world); «“‘who could have thought that such a pretty rose
could grow in a porter’s lodge, or bloom in that dismal old
flower-pot of a Shepherd’s Inn? So she learns to sing from old
Bows? -If her singing voice is as sweet as her speaking voice,
it must be pretty. I like those low woilées voices. ¢ What
would you like me to call you?’ indeed. Poor little Fanny!
It went to my heart to adopt the grand air with her, and tell
ber to call me ‘sir’ But we’ll have no nonsense of that sort—
no Faust and Margaret business for me. ."That old Bows! So
he teaches her to sing, does he? He’s a dear old fellow, old
Bows: a gentleman in those old clothes: a philosopher, and
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with » kmd heart, too. How good he was to me n the
Fothermgay business He, too, has had lus griefs and his
sorrows. 1 must cultivate old Bows A man ought to see
people of ull sorts I am getting tired of genteel society.
Besides, there’s nobody m town Ves, I'll go and see Bows,
and Costigan too: what a rich character! begad, 11l study him,
and put hun mto a book.” In this way our young anthro-
pologist talked with humself, and as Saturday was the holiday
of the week, the Pall Mall Gazette making 1ts appearance upon
that day, and the contributors to that journal having no further
calls upon their brams or mk-bottles, Mr Pendenmis determmed
he would take advantage of his leisure, and pay a visit to
Shepherd’s Inn—of course to see old Bows. ,

The truth 1s, that if Arthur had been the most determmed
roué and artful Lovelace who ever set about deceiving a young
gul, he could hardly have adopted better means for fascinating
and overcommg poor little Fanny Bolton than those which he
had employed on the previous might. His dandified protecting
a1, his conceit, generosity, and good humour, the very sense of
good and honesty which had enabled him to check the tremulous
advances of the young creatme, and not to take advantage of
that httle fluttermg sensibibity,—his faults and his virtues at
once contributed to make her admire him, and if we could peep
mto Fanny’s bed (which she shared in a cupboard, along with
those two httle sisters to whom we have seen Mr Costigan
admmistering gingerbread and apples), we should find the poor
httle maid tossing upon her mattress, to the great disturbance
of 1ts other two occupants, and thinking over all the delights
and events of that delightful, eventful mght, and all the words,
looks, and actions of Arthur, its splendid hero. Many novels®
had Fanny read, in secret and at home, m three volumes and
in numbers. /Periodical Iiterature had not reached the height
which 1t has attamed subsequently, and the gils of Fanny’s
generation were not enabled to purchase sixteen pages of excite-
ment for a penny, rich with histories of crime, murder, oppressed
virtue, and the heartless seductions of the aristocracy; but she
had had the benefit of the circulating hb.ary which, in con-
junction with her school and a small brandy-ball and millmery
business, Miss Minifer kept,—and Arthur appeared te her at
once as the type and realisation of all the heroes of all those
darling greasy volumes which the youug gul had devoured.
Mr. Pen, we have seen, was rather a dandy about shirts and
baberdashery m general. Fanny bhad looked with delight at
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the fineness of his linen, at the brilliancy of his shirt studs,
at his elegant cambric pocket-handkerchief and white gloves,
and at the jetty brightness of bis charming boots The Prmce
had appeared and subjugated the poor Ittle handmaid. His
mage traversed constantly her restless slumbers, the tone of
his voice, the blue light of his eyes, the generous look, half love
half pity,—the manly protectng smile, the frank, winnmg
laughter,—all these were repeated n the guls fond memory
She felt stil} hus arm encirching her, and saw him smiling so grand
as he filled up that dehcious glass of champagne. And then she
thought of the guls, her friends, who used to sneer at her—of
Emma Baker, who was so proud, forsooth, because she was
engaged to a cheesemonger, in a white apron, near Clare Market;
and of Betsy Rodgers, who made such a to-do about Zer young
man—an attorney’s clerk, mdeed, that went about with a bag!

So that, at about two o’clock i the afternoon, the Bolton
family having concluded thewr dinner (and Mr B, who, besides
his place of porter of the Inn, was m the employ of Messrs.
Tressler, the emment undertakeis of the Strand, bemg absent
in the country with the Countess of Estrich’s hearse), when a
gentleman in a white hat and white trousers made his appear-
ance under the Inn archway, and stopped at the porter’s wicket,
TFanny was not m the least surprised, only dehghted, only happy,
and blushing beyond all measure. She knew 1t could be no
other than He  She knew He’d come  There he was, there was
His Royal Highness beammng upon her from the gate: She
called to her mother, who was busy in the upper apartment,
* Mamma, mamma ! ”’ and ran to the wicket at once, and opened
it, pushing aside the other children How she blushed as she
gave her hand to hum! How affably he took off lus white hat
as he came n; the children staring up at lum! He asked Mrs
Bolton 1if she had slept well after the fatigues of the might, and
hoped she had no headache, and he said that as he was gomg
that way he could not pass the door without asking news of b
Iittle partner

Mrs. Bolton was perhaps rather shy and suspicious about these
advances, but Mr. Pen’s good-humour was mexhaustible; he
could not see that he was unwelcome. He looked about the
prewses for a seat, and none being disengaged-—for a dish-cover
was on one, a workbox on the other, and so forth—he took one
of the children’s chairs, and perched himself upon that uncom-
fortable emmence. At this, the children began laughing, the
child Fanny louder than all—at least, she was more amused
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than any of them, and amazed at His Royal Highness’s con-
descension He to sit down wn that chawr—that lLittle child’s
chair '—Many and many a time after, she regarded it: haven’t
we almost all such furmiture m our rooms, that our fancy
peoples with dear figures, that our memoiy fills with sweet
smiling faces, which may never look on us more?

So Pen sate down and talked away with great volubility to
Mrs, Bolton. He asked about the undertaking busmess, and
how many mutes went down with Lady Estrich’s remams,
and about the Inn, and who lived there. He seemed very much
interested about Mr. Campion’s cab and horse, and had met
that gentleman m society. He thought he should Iike shares in
the Polwheedle and Tredyddlum: did Mrs. Bolton do for those
chambers? Were there any chambers to let m the Innp 1t
was better than the Temple: he should Iike to come to live 1n
Shepherd’s Inn.  As for Captam Strong, and—Colonel Altamont
was his name?—he was deeply mterested m them too. The
Captamn was an old friend at home. He had dined with him at
chambers here, before the Colonel came to live with him  What
sort of man was the Colonel? Wasn’t he a stout man, with a
large quantity of jewellery, and a wig and large black whskers
—uery black (here Pen was mmmensely waggish, and caused
hysteric giggles of dehght from the ladies}—very black mdeed,
in fact, blue black; that 1s to say, a rich greenush purple? That
was the man, he had met him, too, at Sir Fr . —mn society.

* Oh, we know,” said the ladies, * Sir F——is Sir F. Claver-
mg. He’s often here two or three times a week with the
Captam. My httle boy has been out for bill-stamps for him.
O Lor! I beg pardon, I shouldn’t have mentioned no secrets,”
Mrs. Bolton blurted out, bemng talked perfectly into good-nature
by this time. “ But we know you to be a gentleman, Mr. Pen-
dennis, for I’'m sure you have shown that you can beayve as such.
Hasn't Mr. Pendennis, Fanny? ”

Fanny loved her mother for that speech. She cast up her
dark eyes to the low ceiling and said, ““ Ob, that he bas, Ma,”
with a voice full of meanmg.

Pen was rather cuztous about the bill-stamps, and concerning
the transactions in Strong’s chambers. And he asked, when
Altamont came and jomed the Chevalier, whether he too sent
out for billstamps, who he was, whether he saw many people,
and so forth. These questions, put with considerable adroit-
ness by Pen, who was mterested about Sir Francis Clavering’s
dongs from private motives of his own, were artlessly answered
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A
by Mrs. Bolton, and to the utmost of her knowledge and ability,
which, m truth, were not very great

These questions answered, and Pen bemg at a loss for more,
luckaly recollected his privilege as a member of the Press, and
asked the ladies whether they would like any orders for the play?
The play was their debght, as it 1s almost always the delight of
every theatrical person. When Bolton was away professionally
{1t appeared that of late the porter of Shepherd’s Inn had taken
a serwous turn, drunk a good deal, and otherwise made himself
unpleasant to the ladies of hus family), they would like of all
things to shp out and go to the theatre—Ittle Barney, thewr
son, keeping the lodge; and Mr. Pendennis’s most generous
and most genteel compliment of orders was received with bound-
less gratitude by both mother and daughter

Fanny clapped her hands with pleasure- her face beamed
with 1t. She looked and nodded, and laughed at her mamma,
who nodded and laughed m her turmn. Mrs., Bolton was pot
superannuated for pleasure yet, or by any means too old for
admiration, she thought. 'And very likely Mr Pendenmis, mn
his conversation with her, had msmuated some comphments,
or shaped his talk so as to please her At first agamst Pen, and
suspicious of him, she was his partisan now, and almost as
enthusiastic about him as her daughter ~When two women get
together to hke a man, they help each other on—each pushes the
other forward—and the second, out of sheer sympathy, becomes
as eager as the principal  at least, so 1t is said by philosophers
who have exammed this science

So the offer of the play-tickets, and other pleasantries, put
all parties mto perfect good-humour, except for one brief
moment, when one of the younger children, hearing the name of
“ Astley’s ”” pronounced, came forwaid and stated that she
should like very much to go too; on which Fanny said “ Don’t
bother!” rather sharply; and mamma said, “ Git-"long, Betsy-
Jane, do now, and play m the court:” so that the two little
ones, namely, Betsy-Jane and Ameliar-Ann, went away in thewr
tittle mnocent pnafores, and disported m the courtyard on the
smooth gravel, round about the statue of Shepherd the Great

And here, as they were playmg, they very possibly com-
municated with an old friend of thewrs and dweller in the Inn,
for while Pen was makmg himself agreeable to the ladies at the
lodge, who were laughing delighted at hus sallies, an old gentle-
man passed under the archway from the Inn square, and came
and looked m at the door of the lodge.

TI—*p 426
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He made a very blank and rueful face when he saw Mr.
Arthur seated upon a table, like Macheath m the play, n easy
discourse with Mrs Bolton and her daughter

“What! Mr. Bows? How d’you do, Bows? ¥ cried out
Pen, in a cheery, loud voice ‘T was coming to see you, and
was asking your address of these ladies.”

“ You were comng to see me, were you, sir? ’ Bows said, and
came m with 2 sad face, and shook hands with Arthur ~ “ Plague
on that old man!” somebody thought n the 100m: and so,
perhaps, did some one besides her.

CHAPTER XLVIII
IN SHEPHERD'S INN

Our friend Pen said, “ How d’ye do, Mr. Bows?” m a loud
cheery voice on perceiving that gentleman, and saluted nm m a
dashing off-hand manner, yet you could have seen a blush upon
Arthur’s face (answered by Fanny, whose cheek straighiway
threw out a similar fluttering red signal); and after Bows and
Arthur had shaken hands, and the former had 1romcally accepted
the other’s assertion that he was about to pay Mr Costigan’s
chambers a visit; there was a gloomy and rather guilty silence
m the company, which Pen presently tried to dispel by making
3 grest 1attling and noise  The sience of course departed at
Mr. Arthur’s noise, but the gloom remamed and deepened, as
the darkuess does m a vault if you bght up a smgle, “aper
mn 1t Pendenms tried to describe, m a jocular manne:, the
transactions of the might previous, and attempted to give an
imitation of Costigan vamly expostulating with the check-taker
at Vauxball. Tt was not a good mitation. What stranger can
wmtate that peifection? Nobody laughed Mrs. Bolton did
not m the least understand what part Mr. Pendennis was per-
formung, and whether 1t was the check-taker or the Captam he
was takmg off. Fanny wore an alarmed face, and tried a timid
giggle; old Mr Bows looked as glum as when he fiddled m the
orchestra, or played a difficult piece upon the old piano at the
Back Kitchen Pen felt that lus story was a {ailure, his
voice sank and dwindled away dismally at the end of it—
flickered, and went out; and it was all dark agam. You could
hear the ticket-porter, who lolls about Shepherd’s Inn, as he
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passed on the flags under the archway: the chink of s boot-
heels was noted by everybody.

“ You were commng to see me, sir,” Mr Bows said. “ Won’t
you have the kindness to walk up to my chambers with me?
You do them a great honour, I am sure. They are rather high
up, but”—-

“Oh! I hve in a garret myself, and Shepherd’s Inn 15 twice
as cheerful as Lamb Court,” Mr. Pendennis broke m.

“T knew that you had third-floor apartments,” Mr, Bows
said; “and was gomg to say—you will please not take my
remark as discourteous—that the aw up three pair of stairs is
wholesomer for gentlemen than the air of a porter’s lodge.”

“ 8l ” said Pen, whose candle flamed up again m his wrath,
and who was disposed to be as quarrelsome as men are when
they are in the wrong. ** Will you permit me to choose my
society without »'——

“ You were so polite as to say that you were about to honour
my ‘umble domicile with a visit,” Mr Bows said, with his sad
voice “‘ Shall I show you the way? Mr. Pendenns and I are
old friends, Mrs. Bolton—very old acquamtances; and at the
earliest dawn of his life we crossed each other.”

The old man pointed towards the door with a trembling finger,
and a hat n the other hand, and 1n an attitude shightly theatrical,
so were his words when he spoke somewhat artificial, and chosen
from the vocabulary which he had heard all lus hie from the
panted hips of the orators before the stage-lamps But he was
not actmg or masquerading, as Pen knew very well, though
he was disposed to pooh-pooh the old fellow’s melodiamatic
aws. “ Come along, sir,” he said, ““ as you are so very pressing.
Mrs. Bolton, I wish you a good day. Good-bye, Miss Fanny;
I shall always thnk of our mght at Vauxhall with pleasure,
and be sure I will remember the theatre-tickets.” And he tool
her hand, pressed 1t, was pressed by it, and was gone

“ What a nice young man, to be sure!” cried Mis. Boltun

“ D’you think so, Ma? ” said Fanny.

“1 was a-thinkin’ who he was Iike. When I was at the Well~
with Mrs Serle,” Mrs Bolton contmnued, lookmg through the
window-curtam after Pen, as he went up the court with Bows,—

v/ ¢ there was a young gentileman from the City, that used to come
in a tilbry, in 8 white "at, the very image of hum, ony hus whiskers
was black, and Mr. P.’s is red.”

“TLaw, Ma! they are a most beautiful hawbuarn,” Fanny sad

“ He used to come for Emly Budd, who danced Columbine m
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<’ Arles kin "Ornpipe, or the Battle of Navauno,” when Miss De Ia
Bosky was took ill—a pretly dancer, and a fine stage figure of 3
womon-—and he was a great sugar-baker m the City, with a
country ‘ouse at 'Omerton, and he used to drive her mn the tlbry
down Goswell Street Road, and one dav they drove and was
marvied at St, Bartholomew’s Church, Smithfield, where they
‘ad therr bands read quite private, and she now keeps her
carrinze, and I sor her name mn the paper as patroness of the
Manshing-House Ball for the Washywomen’s Asylum. And
look at Ladv Mirabel—Capting Costigan’s daughter—she was
profeshnl, as all very well know” Thus, and more to this
purpose, Mrs. Bolton spoke, now peeping through the window-
curtain, now cleaning the mugs and plates, and consigning them
to their place in the corner cupboard; and finishing her speech
as she and Fanny shook out and felded up the dmner-cloth
between them, and restored 1t to its drawer mn the table.

Although Costigan had once before been made pretty accu-
rately to understand what Pen’s pecuniary means and expecta-
tions were, I suppose Cos had forgotten the information acquired
at Chatteris years ago, or had been mduced by his natural
enthusiasm to exaggerate his friend’s income. . He had described
Fairoaks Park in the most glowmng terms to Mrs Bolton, on the
preceding evening, as he was walking about with her durmg Pen’s
little escapade with Fanny, had dilated upon the emormous
wealth of Pen’s famous uncle, the Major, and shown an mtimate
acquamtance with Arthur’s funded and landed property  Very
likely Mrs Bolion, mn her wisdom, had speculated upon these
matters durmg the night, and had had visions of Fanny driving
m her carrage, like Mrs Bolton’s old comrade, the dancer of
Sadler’s Wells

In the last operation of table-cloth folding, these two foolish
women, of necessity, came close together, and as Fanny took
the cloth and gave it the last fold, ber mother put her finger
under the young gurl’s chin and kissed her  Again the red signal
flew out, and fluttered on Fanny’s cheek. What did st mean?
It was not alarm this time. It was pleasure which caused the
poor little Fanny to blush so Poor httle Fanny! Whatl
15 Jove s, that 1t 15 so pleasant at the begmning, and so bitter
at the end?

After the embrace, Mrs Bolton thought proper to say that
she was a-gomg out upon business, and that Fanny must keep
the lodge, which Fanny, alter a very famnt objecuon indeed,
tonsented to do  So Mrs Dolton took her bonnet and market-
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basket, and departed, and the instant she was gone, Fanny went
and sate by the wimdow which commanded Bows’s door, and
never once took her eyes away from that quarter of Shepherd’s
Inn.

Betsy-Jane and Ameliar-Ann were buzzing m one corner of
the place, and making believe to read out of a picture-book,
which one of them held topsy-turvy. It was a grave and dread-
ful tract of Mr. Bolton’s collection. Fanny did not hear her
sisters prattling over it  She noticed nothing but Bows’s door.

At last she gave a little shake, and her eyes hghted up. He
had come out. He would pass the door agamn. But her poor
little countenance fell in an mstant more. Pendenms, indeed,
came out; but Bows followed after hum They passed under
the archway together. He only took off his hat, and bowed as
he looked m. He did not stop to speak

In three or four mmutes—Fanny did not know how long,
but she looked furiously at him when he came mto the lodge—
Bows returned alone, and entered into the porter’s room

“ Where’s your Ma, dear? ” he said to Fanny.

“1 don’t know,” Fanny said, with an angry toss ‘I den’t
follows Ma’s steps wherever she goes, I suppose, Mr Bows

“Am I my mother’s keeper? ” Bows said, with his usual
melancholy bitterness. “ Come here, Betsy-Jane and Amela-
Ann; I've brought a cake for the one who can read her letters
best, and a cake for the other who can read them the next best,”

When the young ladies had undergone the examination
through which Bows put them, they were rewarded with ther
gingerbread medals, and went off to discuss them m the court,
Meanwhile Fanny took out some work, and pretended to busy
herself with 1t, her mmd beng in great excitement and anger
as she phed her needle. Bows sate so that he could command
the entrance from the lodge to the street. But the person whom,
perhaps, he expected to see, never made his appearance agam.
And Mrs. Bolton came m from market, and found Mr. Bows
m place of the person whom she had expected to see. The
reader perhaps can guess what was his name.

The mterview between Bows and his guest, when those two
mounted to the apartment occupied by the former m common
with the descendant of the Milesian kings, was not particularly
satisfactory to either party. Pen was sulky. If Bows had
anything on his mind, he did not care to dehiver himself of Tus
thoughts 1 the presence of Captamn Costigan, who remawmed m
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ness, and promised, in his own mund, that he would repay that
obligation at least, which was not the only debt which the
Captaimn owed n Life, by several visits to hus young friend. He
entertamed him affably with news of the day, or rather of ten
days previous; for Pen, m his quality of journalist, remembered
to have seen some of the Captan’s opmions in the Sporting and
Theatrical Newspaper, which was Costigan’s oracle, He stated
that Sir Charles and Lady Mirabel were gone to Baden-Bader,
and were most pressing m therr mvitations that he should jom
them there. Pen replied, with great gravity, that he had heard
that Baden was very pleasant, and the Grand Duke exceedingly
hospitable to English. Costigan answered, that the laws of
hosprtalitee bekeam a Grand Juke, that he sariously would
think about visiting him, and made some remarks upon the
splendid festivines at Dublin Castle, when His Excellency the
Earl of Portansherry held the Viceraygal Coort there, and of
which he (Costigan) had been a humble but pleased spectator.
And Pen—as he heard these oft-told well-remembered legends
—recollected the time when he had given a sort of credence to
them, and had a certamn respect for the Captamn. Emily and
first love, and the httle room at Chatteris, and the kind talk
with Bows on the bridge, came back to him. He felt quite
kindly disposed towards his two old friends; and cerdually
shook the hands of both of them when he rose to go away

He had quite forgotten about little Fanny Bolton whilst the
Captam was talking, and Pen himself was absorbed m other
selfish meditations He only remembered her agam as Bows
came hobbling down the staus after him, bent evidently upon
following hun out of Shepherd’s Inn.

Mr Bows’s precaution was not a lucky one The wrath of
Mr. Arthur Pendenmis rose at the poor old fellow’s feeble perse-
cution Confound him, what does he mean by dogging me?
thought Pen. And he burst out laughing when he was m the
Strand and by himself, as he thought of the elder’s stratagem.
Tt was not an honest laugh, Arthur Pendenmis. Perhaps the
thought struck Arthur himself, and he blushed at his own sense
of humour.

He went off to endeavour to banish the thoughts which
occupied him, whatever those thoughts might be, and tried
various places of amusement with but mdifferent success He
struggled up the highest stairs of the Panorama; but when he
had arrived, panting, at the height of the emmence, Care had
come up with him, and was bearmg him company. He went to
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the Club, and wrote a long letter home, exceedingly witty and
sarcastic, and m which, if he did not say a simgle word about
Vauxhall and Fanny Bolton, 1t was because he thought that
subject, however interesting to himself, would not be very
mteresting to his mother and Laura. Nor could the novels or
the library table fix his attention, nor the grave and respectable
Jawkms (the only man m town), who wished to engage him 1
conversation, nor any of the amusements which he tried, after
flying from Jawkms. He passed a Comuc Theatre on his way
home, and saw “ Stunning Farce,” “Roars of Laughter,”
“Good Old English Fun and Frolic,” placarded in vermilion
letters on the gate. He went mto the pit, and saw the lovely
Mrs Leary, as usual, in a man’s attire; and that emment buffo
actor, Tom Horseman, dressed as a woman. Horseman’s
travestie seemed to him a hornd and hideous degradation; Mrs
Leary’s glances and ankles had not the least effect. He laughed
again, and bitterly, to himself, as he thought of the effect which
she had produced upon him, on the first nmight of his arrival m
London, a short time—what a long long time ago!

CHAPTER XLIX
IN OR NEAR THE TEMPLE GARDEN

Fasmion has long deserted the green and pretty Temple Garden,
m which Shakspeare makes York and Lancaster to pluck the
mnocent white and red roses which became the badges of therr
bloody wars; and the learned and pleasant writer of the “ Hand-
book of London ” tells us that *“ the commonest and hardiest kind
of rose has long ceased to put forth a bud ” in that smoky air.
Not many of the present occupiers of the buildings round about
the quarter know or care, very likely, whether or not roses grow
there, or pass the old gate, except on therr way to chambers.
The attorneys’ clerks don’t carry flowers m their bags, or posies
under their arms, as they run to the counsels’ chambers—the
few lawyers who take constitutional walks think very little
about York and Lancaster, especially since the railroad busmess
is over. Only antiguanans and literary amateurs care to look
«t the gardens with much ntetest, and fancy good Sir Roger
de Coveiley and Mr Spectator with his short face pacing up
and down the road, or dear Oliver Goldsmith mn the summer-
house, perhaps meditating about the next “ Citizen ol the World,”
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or the new suit that Mr, Filby, the tailor, 1s fashionmg for bum,
or the dunning letter that Mr. Newbery has sent. Treading
heavily on the gravel, and rolling majestically along m a snuff-
coloured suit, and a wig that sadly wants the barber’s powder
and 1rons, one sees the Great Doctor step up to hum (his Scotch
tackey following at the lexicographer’s heels, a hittle the worse
for port wine that they had been taking at the Mitre), and Mr.
Johnson asks Mr. Goldsmith to come home and take a dish of
tea with Miss Willams. XKind faith of Fancy! Sir Roger and
Mr. Spectator are as real to us now as the two doctors and the
boozy and faithful Scotchman The poetical figures ltve in our
memory just as much as the real personages,—and as Mr.
Arthur Pendenmis was of a romantic and literary turn, by no
means addicted to the legal pursuits common m the neighbour-
hood of the place, we may presume that he was cherishing some
such poetical reflections as these, when, upon the evening after
the events recorded in the last chapter, the young gentleman
chose the Temple Gardens as a place for exercise and meditation.

On the Sunday evening, the Temple 1s commonly calm  The
chambers are for the most part vacant: the great lawyers are
giving grand dmner-parties at ther houses in the Belgravian
or Tyburnian districts; the agreeable young barristers are
absent, attending those parties, and paying their respects to
Mr Kewsy’s excellent claret, or Mr Justice Ermimne’s accom-
phshed daughters. the unimvited are partaking of the economic
jomt, and the modest half-pint of wine at the Club, entertaining
themselves, and the rest of the company In the club-room, with
circurt jokes and pomts of wit and Jaw. Nobody 1s in chambers
at all, except poor Mr. Cockle, who 15 1ll, and whose laundress
15 making him gruel; of Mr. Toodle, who 1s an amateur of the
flute, and whom you may hear piping solitary from his chambers
m the second foor; or young Tiger, the student, from whose
open wmdows comes a great gush of cigar smoke, and at whose
door are a quantity of dishes and covers, bearing the msigma
of Dick’s or the Cock, But stop! Whather does Fancy lead
us? It s vacation time; and, with the exception of Pendenns,
nobody 1s m chambers at all.

Perhaps 1t was solitude, then, which drove Pen into the
garden; for although he had never before passed the gate, and
had looked rather carelessly at the pretty flower-beds, and the
groups of pleased citizens sauntering over the trim lawn and
the broad gravel-walks by the river, on this evening 1t happened,
as we have said, that the young gentleman, who had dined
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alone at a tavern m the neighbourhood of the Temple, took &
fancy, as he was retumnmg home to hius chambers, to take a
hittle walk i the gardens, and enjoy the fresh evening arr, and
the sight of the shinmg Thames. After walking for a brif
space, and looking at the many peaceful and happy groups
round about him, he grew tired of the exercise, and betook
himselt to one of the summer-houses which flank either end
of the mam walk, and there modestly seated himself. What
were his cogitations? The evenmg was dehightfully bright and
calm, the sky was cloudless, the clumneys on the oppositc
bank were not smokmg, the wharfs and warchouses looked
rosy in the sunshine, and as clean as if they, too, had washed
for the holiday. The steamers rushed rapidly up and down
the stream, laden with holiday passengers The bells of the
multitudmous City churches were ringing to evening prayers,—
such peaceful Sabbath evenings as this Penmay have remembered
m his early days, as he paced, with his arm round his mother’s
waist, on the terrace before the lawn at home The sun was
hghtmg up the httle Brawl, too, as well as the broad Thames,
and smking downwards ma]estxcall} behind the Clavering elm

and the tower of the famuhar village church, Was 1t thoughts
of these, or the sunset merely, that caused the blush on the
young man’s face? He beat time on the bench to the chorus
of the bells without; fiicked the dust off hus shining boots with
his pocket~handkerchxef and starting up, stamped with hus foot
and said, “ No, by Jove, I'll go home.” And with this resolu-
tion, wh1ch indicated that some struggle as to the propriety et
remaining where he was, or of quittmg the garden, had been
going on 1 his mind, he stepped out of the summer-house.

He nearly knocked down two httle children, who did not
mndeed reach much hgher than his knee, and were trotting
along the gravel-walk, with therr long blue shadows slanting
towards the east.

One cried out “ Oh!” the other began to laugh; and with a
konowmg bLittle infantine chuckle, said, *Misa Pen—denmsl”
And Arthur, looking down, saw his two little friends of the day
before, Mesdemoiselles Ameliar-Ann and Betsy-Jane. He
blushed more than ever at seeing them, and seizing the one
whom he had nearly upset, jumped her up into the am, and
kissed her: at which sudden assault Amehar-Ann began to cry
in great alarm.

w This cry brought up mstantly two ladies in clean collars and
new ribbons, and grand shawls, namely: Mrs. Bolton m a rich
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scarlet Caledonian cashmere, and a black silk dress; and Miss
F. Bolton with a yellow scarf and a sweet sprigged mushn, and
a parasol—quite the lady. Fanny did not say one single word:
though her eyes flashed a welcome, and shone as bright—as
bright as the most blazing windows in Paper Bmldmgs But
Mrs. Bolton, after admonishmg Betsy-Jane, said, “ Lor, sir—
how zesv odd that we should meet you year! I ’ope you ’ave
your ’ealth well, sir—Am’t 1t odd, Fanny, that we should meest
Mr. Pendenmus? ”  What do you mean by sniggering, Mesdames?
When young Creesus has been staying at a country house, have
you never, by any singular comcidence, been walking with your
Fanny m the shrubberies? Have you and your Fanny never
happened to be histening to the band of the Heavies at Brighton,
when young De Boots and Captam Padmore came clnkmng
down the Pier? Have you and your darhng Frances never
chanced to be visitmg old widow Wheezy at the cottage on the
common, when the young curate has stepped m with a tract
adapted teo the theumatism? Do you suppose that, if smgular
comcidences occur at the Hall, they don’t also happen at the
Lodge?

It was a comcidence no doubt: that was all. In the course
of the conversation on the day previous, Mr. Pendenmis had
merely said, in the sumplest way imaginable, and in reply to a
question of Miss Bolton, that although some of the courts were
gloomy, parts of the Temple were very cheerful and agreeable,
especially the chambers looking on the river and around the
gardens, and that the gardens were a very pleasant walk on
Sunday evenings and frequented by a great number of people—
and here, by the merest chance, all our acquaintances met
together, just like so many people m genteel ife. What could
be more artless, good-natured, or natural? .

Pen looked very grave, pompous, and dandified. He was
unusually smart and brillant m his costume. His white duck
trousers and white hat, his neckcloth of many colours, his light
waistcoat, gold chams, and shirt-studs, gave him the awr of a
prince of the blood at least. How his splendour became his
figure! - Was anybody ever Iike hum? some one thought. He
blushed—how his blushes became him! the same mdividual
said to herself. The children, on seeing him the day hefore,
had been so struck with him, that after he had gone away they
had been playing at him  And Amelar-Ann, sticking her Iittle
chubby fingers into the arm-holes of her pmafore, as Pen was
wont to do with his waistcoat, had said, “ Now, Bessy-]ane,
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I'It be Missa Pendenmis ¥ Fanny had laughed till she cried,
and smothered her sister with kisses for that feat How ha.ppy,
too, she was to see Arthur embracing the chuld!

It Arthur was red, Fanny, on the contrary, was very worn
and pale. Arthur remarked it, and asked kmdly why she
looked so fatigued

“I was awake all mght,” said Fanny, and_began to blush
a little.

“1I put out her candle, and /grdered her to go to sleep and
leave off readn’,” mterposed the fond mother.

“You were readmgl And what was 1t that mterested you
s80? ” asked Pen, amused.

¢ Oh, 1t's so beautifull ”’ said Fanny.

(13 Wllat? ”

¢ Walter Lorrame,’ ”” Fanny sighed out. “ How I do kate
that Neara—Nzra—I don’t know the pronuncintion. And
how I love Leonora, and Walter, oh, how dear he 1817

How had Fanny discovered the novel of ** Walter Lorrame,”
and that Pen was the author? This httle person remembered
every single word which Mr Pendenmnis had spoken on the mght
previous, and how he wrote m books and newspapers, What
books? She was so eager to know, that she had almost a mind
to be civil to old Bows, who was suffering under her displeasure
smce yesterday, but she determined first to make apphcation
to Costigan. She began by coaxing the Captain and smiling
upon him n her most winning way, as she helped to arrange his
dinner and set hus humble apartment m order, She was sure
his linen wanted mending (and indeed the Captamm’s lmen-
closet contained some curious specimens of manufactured flax
and cotton). She would mend his shirts—all his shirts. What
horrid holes—what funny holes! She put her hittle face through
one of them, and laughed at the old warrior 1n the most winning
manner .y She would have made a funny httle picture lookmg
through the holes. Then she damtily removed Costigan’s
dinner things, tripping about the room as she had seen the
dancers do at the play; and she danced to the Captam’s cup-
board, and produced his whisky-bottle,and n:nxed hirn a tumbler,
and must taste a drop of 1t—a little drop, «énd the Captain must
sing her one of his songs, his dear songs, and teach 1t to her
And when he had sung an Irish melody i his rich quavermg
voice, fancymng 1t was he who was fascmating the little Siren,
she put her little question about Arthur Pendenmis and his
novel, and having got an answer, cared for nothing more, but
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left the Captain at the piano about to sing her another song,
and the dinner-tray m the passage, and the shirts on the char,
and ran downstawrs, quickening her pace as she sped.

Captamn Costigan, as he said, was not a lhitherary cyarkter,
nor had he as yet found Uime to peruse his young friend’s
ellygant perfaurumance, though he intended to teak an early
opporchunitee of purchasing a cawpee of his work. But he
knew the name of Pen’s novel from the fact that Messrs.
Fmucane, Bludyer, and other frequenters of the Back Kitchen,
spoke of Mr Pendenmis (not all of them with great friendship;
for Bludyer called him a confounded coxcomb, and Hoolan
wondered that Doolan did not kick hum, etc ) by the sobuquet
of Walter Lorraine,—and was hence enabled to give Fanny the
mformation which she required.

“ And she went and ast for it at the libery,” Mrs Bolton
said— several hberies—and some ’ad 1t and 1t was hout,
and some ’adn’t it And one of the liberies as ’ad 1t wouldn’t
let ’er ’ave 1t without a sovermg, and she ’adn’t one, and she
came back a-crymg to me—didn’t you, Fanny ?P—and I gave her
a sovermng.” .

“ And, oh, I was m such a fright lest any one should have come
to the hbery and tock 1t while I was away,” Fanny said, her
cheeks and eyes glowmg. “ And, oh, T do like 1t so!”

Arthur was touched by this artless sympathy, immensely
flattered and moved by 1t. “Do you like 1t? ” he said “If
you will come up to my chambers I will—no, I will bring you
one—no, I will send you one. Good-night Thank you, Fanny
God bless you. Imustn’tstay withyou. Good-bye, good-bye.”
And pressing her hand once, and nodding to her mother and the
other children, he strode out of the gardens

He quickened his pace as he went from them, and ran out of
the gate talking to himself “ Dear, dear Iittle thing,” he said,
— darling httle Fanny! You are worth them all I wish to
heaven Shandon was back. I’d go home to my mother. I
mustn’t see her. I won’t I won’t, so help me”—

As he was talking thus, and running, the passers-by turning
to look at him, he ran agamst a little old man, and percewved 1t
was Mr. Bows.

“ Your very 'umble servant, sir,” said Mr. Bows, makmg a
sarcastic bow, and hiftmg his old hat from his forehead.

“T wish you a good day,” Arthur answered sulkily “ Don’t
let me detam you, or give you the trouble to follow me again,
I am m a hurry, sir, good evenmng.”
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Bows thought Pen had some reason for hurrymg to his rooms
“ Where are they?” exclaimed the old gentleman * Vou
know whom I mean. They’re not in your roums, sir, are they?
They told Bolton they were gomg to church at the Temple,
they weren’t there. They are m your chambers. they mustn’t
stay m your chambers, Mr, Pendennis.”

“ Damn 1t, sir!” cried out Pendennis fiercely. “ Come and
see if they are m my chambers here’s the court and the door—
come m and see” And Bows, takmng off his hat and bowing
first, followed the young man.

They were not m Pen’s chambers, as we know. But when
the gardens were closed, the two women, who had had but a
melancholy evemng’s amusement, walked away sadly with the
children, and they entered mto Lamb Court, and stood under
the lamp-post which cheerfully ornaments the centre of that
quadrangle, and looked up to the third floor of the house where
Pendennis’s chambers were, and where they saw a light presently
kindled. Then this couple of fools went away, the children
dragging wearily after them, and returned to Mr Bolton, who
was immersed m rum-and-water at his lodgings m Shepherd’s
Tan.

Mr Bows looked round the blank room which the young man
occupied, and which had recerved but very few ornaments or
additions simnce the last tume we saw them Warrington’s old
bookcase and battered hibrary, Pen’s writing-table with 1ts hitter
of papers, presented an aspect cheerless enough. “ Whll you
like to look m the bedrooms, Mr. Bows, and see if my victuns
are there? ” he said bitterly; “ or whether I have made awav
with the little girls, and hid them m the coal-hole? ”

“ Your word 15 sufficient, Mr. Pendennis,” the other said, m
hus sad tone. “ Vou say they are not here, and I know they are
not. And I hope they never have been here, and never will
come.”

#Upon my word, sir, you are very good, to choose my
acquamtances for me,” Arthur said, m a haughty tone; “and
to suppose that anybody would be the worse for my society.
1 remember you and owe you kindness from old times, Mr.
Bows; or I should speak more angrily than I do, about a very
mtolerable sort of persecution to which you seem mchned to
subject me #You followed me out of your Inn yesterday, as
# you wanted to watch that I shouldn’t steal something./ Here
Pen stammured and turned red, duectly he bad said the woids,
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he felt he had given the other an openimg, which Bows mstantly
took.

¢ I do think you came to steal something, as you say the words,
sit,” Bows saxd  “ Do you mean to say that you came to pay
a visit to poor old Bows, the fiddler? or to Mrs Bolton, at
the porter’s lodge? Oh fie! Such a fine gentleman as Arthur
Pendennis, Esquire, doesn’t condescend to walk up to my garret,
or to sit in a laundress’s kitchen, but for reasons of hus own
And my belief 1s that you came to steal a pretty gul’'s heart
away, and to rumn it, and to spurn 1t afterwards, Mr Arthur
Pendennus. That’s what the world makes of you young dandes,
you gentlemen of fashion, you high and mughty anstocrats, that
trample upon the people. It's spoit to you, but what 1s 1t to
the poor, think you; the toys of your pleasures, whom you
play with, and whom you fling mto the streets when you are
tred? T know your order, sit. I know your selfishness and
your arrogance, and your pride What does 1t matter to my
lord that the poor man’s daughter 1s made miserable, and her
tamuly brought to shame? You must have your pleasures, and
the people of course must pay for them What are we made
for, but for that? It’s the way with you all—the way with you
all, sir

Bows was speakmg beside the question, and Pen had his
advantage here, which he was not sorry to take—not sorry to
put off the debate from the pomt upon which his adversary had
firstengaged i,  Arthur broke out with a sort of laugh, for which
he asked Bows’s pardon  “ Yes, I am an aristocrat,” he said;
“in a palace up three pamr of stams, with a carpet nearly as
bandsome as yours, Mr. Bows My life 1 passed i grinding the
people, 15 1tP—m ruming virgins and robbing the pooi? My
good sir, this 1s very well i a comedy, where Joh Thornberry
slaps his breast, and asks my Lord how dare he trample on an
honest man and poke out an Englishman’s fireside, but m real
bfe, Mr. Bows, to a man who has to work for his bread as much
as you do—how can you talk about anstocrats tyranmising over
the people? Have 1 ever done you 2 wrong? or assumed airs
of superiority over you? Did you not have an early regard
for me—m days when we were both of us romantic young
fellows, Mr. Bows? Come, don’t be angry with me now, and
let us be as good friends as we were before.”

“Those days were very different” Mr. Bows answered,
“and Mr, Arthur Pendenms was an honest, impetuous young
fellow then; rather selfish and conceited, perhaps, but honest.
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And I liked you then, because you were ready to rum yourself
for 2 woman ”

¢ And now, sir? ” Arthur asked

“ And now tumes are changed, and you want a woman to
ram heiself for you,” Bows answered “I know this child,
sit I've always said this lot was hanging over her. She has
heated her Little bram with novels, until her whole thoughts
are about love and lovers, and she scarcely sees that she treads
on a kitchen floor, I have taught the hittle thing I am fond
of the girl, sir.  I'm a lonely old man, I lead a lfe that I don’t
Iike, among boon companions, who make me melancholy I
have but this child that I care for. Have pity upon me, and
don’t take her away from me, Mr Pendennis—don’t take her
away’

Tge old man’s voice broke as he spoke Its accents touched
Pen, much more than the menacing or sarcastic tone which
Bows had commenced by adopting

“ Indeed,” said he kimndly, “ you do me a wrong if you fancy
I intend one to poor little Fanny. I never saw her till Friday
mght. It was the merest chance that our friend Costigan
threw her mto my way. I have no mtentions regarding her—
that 18 ’—

‘ That 1s, you know very well that she 1s a toolish girl, and her
mother a foolish woman,—that 15, you meet her m the Temple
Gardens, and of course without previous concert,—that is,
that when I found her yesterday, readmg the bock you’ve
wrote, she scorned me,” Bows said  “ What am I good for but
to be laughed at? A deformed old fellow like me; an old
fiddler that wears a threadbare coat, and gets his bread by play-
mg tunes at an alehouse? You are a fine gentleman, you are.
You wear scent m your handkerchief, and a ring on your finger
You go to dine with great people Who ever gives a crust to
old Bows? And yet I might have been as good a man as the
best of you. I might have been a man of genis, if I had had
the chance; ay, and have lived with the master-spirits of the
land. But everything has failed with me. I’d ambition once,
and wrote plays, poems, music—nobody would give me a hearmng
I never loved a woman but she laughed at me, and here I am
m my old age alone—alone! Don’t take this girl from me, Mr.
Pendenms, I say agam., Leave her with me a little longer. She
was like a cluld to me till yesterday Why did you step 1n,
and make her mock my deformity and old age?

“ L am guiltless of that, at least,” Arthur said, with something
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of a sigh  “ Upon my word of honour, I wish I had never seen
the girl. My calling 1s not seduction, Mr. Bows. I did not
imagme that I had made an mmpression on poor Fanny, unti—
until to-might. And then, sir, I was sorry, and was flymg from
my temptation as you came upon me And,” he added, with
a glow upon his cheek, which, m the gathering darkness, his
compamon, could not see, and with an audible tremor n his
voice, “I do not mind tellng you, sir, that on thus Sabbath
evening, as the church bells were ringing, I thought of my own
home, and of women angelically pure and good, who dwell there,
and I was running hither, as I met you, that I might avoid the
danger which besets me, and ask strength of God Almighty
to do my duty.”

After these words from Arthur a silence ensued, and when
the conversation was resumed by his guest, the latter spoke in
& tone which was much more gentle and fnendly. And on
taking farewell of Pen, Bows asked leave to shake hands with
him, and with a very warm and affectionate greeting on both
sides, apologised to Arthur for having mistaken lum, and paid
him some compliments which caused the young man to squeeze
his old friend’s hand heartily again. And as they parted at
Pen’s door, Arthur said he had given a promise, and he hoped
and trusted that Mr. Bows mught 1ely on 1t

“ Amen to that prayer,” said Mr. Bows, and went slowly
down the stamr

CHAPTER L
THE HAPPY VILLAGE AGAIN

Earvy 1 this history, we have had occason to speak of the
Iittle town of Clavering, near which Pen’s paternal home of
Fairoaks stood, and of some of the people who mhabited the
place; and as the society there was by no ways amusing or
pleasant, our reports concerning it were not carried to any very
great length. Mr. Samuel Huxter, the gentleman whose
acquamtance we lately made at Vauxhall, was one of the
choice spirits of the httle town, when he visited it during his
vacations, and enlivened the tables of hus friends there by the
wit of Bartholomew’s and the gossip of the fashionable London
crrcles which he frequented.
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Mr. Hobnell, the young gentleman whom Pen had thrashed,
n consequence of the quarrel m the Fotheringay affair, was,
whilst & pupil at the Grammar School at Clavering, made very
welcome at the tea-table of Mrs Huxter, Samuel’s mother, and
was free of the Surgery, where he knew the way to the tamarmd-
pots, and could scent his pocket-handkerchief with rose-water
And 1t was at this period of his hfe that he formed an attach-
ment for Miss Sophy Huxter, whom, on his father’s demmse,
he marnied, and took home to s house of the Warren, a few
miles from Clavermg.

The family had possessed and cultivated an estate there for
many years, as yeomen and farmers Mr. Hobnell’s father
pulled down the old farm-house; built a flaring new white-
washed mansion, with capacious stables, had a piano m the
drawing-room, kept a pack of harmers; and assumed the title
of Squire Hobnell. When he died, and his son reigned in his
stead, the farmily might be fairly considered to be established as
county gentry And Sam Huxter, m London, did ne great
wrong m boasting about his brother-in-law’s place, his hounds,
horses, and hospitality, to his admirig comrades at Bartho-
iomew’s Every year, at a time commonly when Mrs Hobnell
could not leave the ncreasing duties of her nursery, Hobnell
came up to London for a lark, had rooms at the Tavistock, and
he and Sam mdulged m the pleasures of the town together
Ascot, the theatres, Vauxhall, and the convivial taverns m the
joyous neighbourhood of Covent Garden, werc visited by the
vivacious squire, in company with his learned brother. When
he was in London, as he said, he liked to do as London does,
and te “go 1t a bit,” and when he returned to the west, he
took a new bonnet and shawl to Mrs Hobnell, and relinquished,
for country sport and occupations during the next eleven months,
the elegant amusements of London life

Sam Huxter kept up a correspondence with tus relative, and
supplied him with choice news of the metropolis, in return for
the baskets of hares, partridges, and clouted cream which the
squire and his good-natured wile forwarded to Sam. A youth
more briliant and distingwshed they did not know. He was
the Iife and soul of therr house, when he made s appearance
m s native place. His songs, jokes, and fun kept the Warren
in a roar. He had saved their eldest darling's Life, by takmg
a fish-bone out of her throat: in fine, he was the deliwht of thewr
tircle,

As ill-luck would have it, Pen again fell in with Mr. Huxter,
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only three days after the rencontre at Vauxhall Faithful to
his vow, he had not been to see little Fanny, He was trying to
drive her from his mind by occupation, or other mental excite-
ment He laboured, though not to much profit, incessantly in
hus rooms, and, m his capacity of critic for the Pall Mall Gazeite,
made woful and savage onslaught on a poem and a romance
which came before him for judgment. These authors slamn, he
went to dine alone at the lonely club of the Polyanthus, where
the vast solitudes frightened him, and made him only the more
moody. He had been to more theatres for relaxation The
whole house was roarmg with laughter and applause, and he
saw only an ignoble farce that made him sad It would have
damped the spints of the buffoon on the stage to have seen
Pen’s dismal face. e hardly knew what was happenmg; the
scene and the drama passed before him like a dream or a fever.
Then he thought he would go to the Back Kitchen, his old
haunt with Warrmgton—he was not a bit sleepy yet. The day
before he had walked twenty miles m search after rest, over
Hampstead Common and Hendon lanes, and had got no sleep
at might He would go to the Back Kitchen It was a sort
of comfort to hum to think he should see Bows. Bows was
there, very calm, presiding at the old piano. Some tremendous
comic songs were sung, which made the room crack with
laughter, How strange they seemed to Pen! He could only
see Bows. In an extinct volcano, such as he boasted that hus
breast was, it was wonderful how he should feel such a flame!
Two days’ mdulgence had kindled 1t two days’ abstimence had
set 1t burning m fury So, musing upon this, and drnking
down one glass after another, as il-luck would have 1t, Arthur’s
eyes lighted upon Mr Huxter, who had been to the theatre,
like himself, and, with two or three comrades, now entered the
room. Huxter whispered to his companions, greatly lo Pen’s
annoyance. Arthur fell that the other was talking about him.
Huxter then worked through the room, followed by his friends,
and came and took a place opposite to Pen, nodding famiharly
to hum, and holding him out a dirty hand to shake

Pen shook hands with his tellow-townsman. He thought he
had been needlessly savage to hum on the last night when they
had met. As for Huxter, perfectly at good humour with him-
self and the world, 1t never entered hts mind that he could be
disagrecable to anybody; and the little dispute, or “ chaff,”
as he styled 1t, of Vauxhall, was a trifle which he did not m the
least regard.
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The disciple of Galen having called for “ four stouts,” with
which he and his party refreshed themselves, began to think
what would be the most amusing topic of conversation with
Pen, and hit upon that precise one which was most panful to
sur young gentleman

“ Jolly mght at Vauxhall—wasn’t 1t? ** he said, and winked
n a very knowing way

“Im glad you liked 1t,” poor Pen sa1d, groanmng m spirit

“1 was dev'lish cut—uncommon—been dining with some
chaps at Greenwich. That was a pretty bit of mushn hanging
on your arm—who was she? ” asked the fascimating student

The question was too much for Arthur “ Have I asked you
any questions about yourself, Mr Huxter?  he said

“ 1 didn’t mean any offence—beg pardon—hang 1t! you cut
up quite savage,” said Pen’s astorushed mterlocutor

“ Do you remember what took place between us the other
night? ¥ Pen asked, with gathermg wrath “Vou forget?
Very probably. You were tipsy, as you observed just now,
and very rude.”

“Hang 1it, sir, T asked your pardon,” Huxter said, lookimng
red.

“You did certainly, and 1t was granted with all my heart,
1amsure But if you recnllect, I begged that you would have
the goodness to omit me from the list of your acquaintance for
the future, and when we met in public, that you would not
take the trouble to recognise me Wil you please to remember
this hereafter? and as the song 1s beginning, permit me to leave
you to the unrestramned enjoyment of the music

He took his hat, and making a bow to the amazed Mr. Huxter,
left the table, as Huxter’s comrades, after a pause of wonder,
set up such a roar of laughter at Huxter, as called for the mter-
vention of the president of the room; who bawled out,  Silence,
gentlemen; do have silence for ¢ The Body Snatcher!’” which
popular song began as Pen left the Back Kitchen. He flattered
himself that he had commanded s temper perfectly. He
rather wished that Huxter had been pugnacions He would
have liked to fight hum or somebody. He went home, The
day’s work, the dinmer, the play, the whisky-and-water, the
quarrel—nothing soothed him. He slept no better than on
the previous night.

A few days afterwards, Mr Sam Huxter wrote home a letter
to Mr Hobnell in the country, of which Mr Arthur Pendennis
formed the principal subject. Sam described Arthur’s pursuits
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i London, and his confounded 1nsolence of behaviour to his old
fuiends from home He said he was an abandoned crimumnal, a
regular Don Juan, a fellow who, when he did come mzu the
country, ought to be kept out of konest people’s houses He had
seen him at Vauxhall, dancing with an mnocent girl m the
lower ranks of life, of whom be was making a vicim  He had
found out from an Irish gentleman (formerly m the aimy), who
frequented a club of which he, Huxter, was a member, who
the girl was on whom this concested humbug was practising his
infernal arts, and he thought he should warn her father, etc.,
etc —The letter then touched on general news, conveyed the
writer’s thanks fo1 the last parcel and the rabbits, and hinted
his extreme readmess for further favours

About once a year, as we have stated, there was occasion for
a christening at the Warren, and 1t happened that this ceremony
took place a day after Hobnell had received the letter of hus
brother-in-law 1n town. The mfant (a darlng hittle gul) was
christened Mira-Lucretia, after its two godmothers, Miss Port-
man and Mrs. Pybus of Clavering, and as of course Hobnell had
commumnicated Sam’s letter to lus wife, Mrs. Hobnell imparted
1ts horrid contents to her two gossips A pretty story it was,
and prettily 1t was told throughout Clavering m the course of
that day.

Mira did not—she was too much shocked to do so——speak on
the matter to her mamma, but Mrs Pybus had no such feelmgs
of reserve She talked over the matter not only with Mrs
Portman, but with Mr and the Honourable Mrs Simcoe, with
Mrs. Glanders, her daughters being to that end ordered out of
the room, with Madame Fribsby, and, m a word, with the whole
of the Clavermg society. Madame Fribsby lookmng furtively
up at her picture of the Dragoon, and mnwards mto her own
wounded memory, said that men would be men, and as long as
they were men would be deceivers, and she pensively quoted
some lines trom * Marmion,” requesting to know where deceiv-
mg lovers should rest? Mrs Pybus had no words of hatred,
horror, contempt, strong enough for a villam who could be
capable of conduct so base This was what came of early
mdulgence, and msolence, and extravagance, and aristocratic
airs (1t 1s certamn that Pen had refused to drink tea with Mrs
Pybus), and attendng the coriupt and horrid parties m the
dreadful modern Babylon! Mrs Portman was afraid that she
must acknowledge that the mother’s fatal partiahty had spoiled
this boy, that his literary successes had turned hus head, and
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hus hornd passions had made him forget the principles which
Dr Portman had mstilled mto hun m early ife  Glanders, the
atiocious Captam of Dragoons, when mformed of the occurrence
by Mrs Glanders, whistled and made jocular allusions to 1t at
dmner-tume; on which Mrs Glanders called hue a brute, and
ordered the girls agam out of the room, as the hornd Captam
burst out laughmg. Mr. Sumcoe was calm under the mtelligence,
but rather pleased than otherwise, 1t only served to confirm
the opmion which he had always had of that wietched young
man not that he knew anything about him-—not that he had
read one lme of his dangerous and poisonous works, Heaven
forbid that he should! but what could be expected from such
a youth, and such frightful, such lamentable, such deplorable
want of sericusness Pen formed the subject for a second
sermon at the Clavermg chapel of ease. where the dangers of
London, and the crime of reading or writing novels, were pointed
out on a Sunday evenmng, to a large and warm congiegation
They did not wait to hear whether he was guilty or not  They
took his wickedness for granted: and with these admirable
morahsts, 1t was who should fling the stone at poor Pen,

The next day Mrs. Pendennis, alone and almost famntmg with
emotion and fatigue, walked or rather ran to Dr. Portman's
house, to consult the good Doctor. She had had an anonymous
letter ,—some Christian had thought i1t us or her duty to stab
the good soul who had never done mortal 2 wiong—an anony-
mous letter with references to Scripture, pomting out the doom
of such smners, and a detailed account of Pen’s crime. She
was m a state of terror and excitement pitiable to witness.
Two or three hours of this pamn had aged her already. In her
first moment of agitation she had dropped the letter, and Laura
had read 1t Laura blushed when she read 1t, her whole frame
trembled, but 1t was with anger. “ The cowards,” she said.—
“ It 1sn’t true.—No, mother, 1t 1sn’t true.”

“Tt 15 true, and you've done it, Laura,” cried out Helen
fiercely, “ Why did you refuse him when he asked you? Why
did you break my heart and refuse um? Itis you who led him
into erume. It 1s you who flung him mnto the arms of this—
flus woman.—Don’t speak to me.—Don’t answer me. I will
never forgive you, mever! Martha, bring me my bonnet and
shawl. Tll go out. I won’t have you come with me. Go
away. Leave me, cruel girl; why have you brought this
shame on me?” And biddmg her daughier and her servants
keep away from her, she ran down the road to Clavermg.
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Doctor Portman, glancing over the letter, thought he knew
the handwriting, and, of course, was already acquamted with
the charge made agamst poor Pen  Agamst his own conscience,
perhaps (for the worthy Doctor, {ike most of us, had a con-
siderable natural aptitude for receiving any report unfavourable
to his neighbours), he strove to console Helen; he pomted out
that the slander came from an anonymous quarter, and therefore
must be the work of a rascal; that the charge might not be true
—was not true, most likely—at least, that Pen must be heard
before he was condemned, that the son of such a mother was
not likely to commit such a crimae, etc , etc

Helen at once saw through his femnt of objection and demal.
“ You think he has done it,” she said,—* you know you think
he has done 1it. Oh, why did I ever leave him, Doctor Portman,
or suffer lum away from me? But he can’t be dishonest—pray
God, not dishonest—you don’t think that, do you? Remember
his conduct about that other—person—how madly he was
attached to her. He was an honest boy then—he 1s now
And I thank God—yes, I fall down on my knees and thank
God he paid Yaura You said he was good—you did yourself
And now—f this woman loves hum—and you know they must
—if he has taken her from her home, or she tempted him, which
15 most hikely—why still, she must be tus wife and my daughter.
And he must Jeave the dreadful world and come back to me—
to his mother, Dr. Portman. Let us go away and brmg him
back—yes—bring lum back—and there shall be joy for the—
the sinner that repenteth. Let us go now, directly, dear friend
—this very ’——

Helen could say no more. She fell back and famted. She
was carried to a bed m the house of the pitymmg Doctor, and
the surgeon was called to attend her. She lay all night m an
alarmmg state. Laura came to her, or to the Rectory rather;
for she would not see Laura. And Doctor Portman, still
beseeching her to be tranquil, and growmg bolder and more
confident of Arthur’s mnocence as he witnessed the termble
grief of the poor mother, wrote a letter to Pen warning hum of
the rumours that were agamnst hum, and eamestly praymg that
be would break off and repent of a connection so fatal to his
best mterests and his soul’s welfare.

And Laura?—was her heart not wrung by the thought of
Arthur’s crime and Helen’s estrangement? Was 1t not a bitter
blow for the mnocent girl to thmk that at one stroke she should
lose all the love which she cared for in the world?
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CHAPTER LI

WYICE TAD VERY NEARLY BEEN THE LAST OF THE
STORY

Docror PorTMAN’S leiter was sent off to its destination m
London, and the worthy clergyman endeavoured to soothe
down Mrs Pendenmis mto some state of composure until an
answer should arrive which the Doctor tried to thmk, or, at
any rale, persisted m sayng, would be satisfactory as regarded
the morality of Mr Pen At least Helen’s wish of moving upon
London, and appearing m person to warn her son of his wicked-
ness, was mmpracticable for a day or two The apothecary
forbade her moving even so far as Fawroaks for the first day,
and 1t was not until the subsequent morning that she found
herself again back on her sofa at home, with the faithful, though
silent, Laura nursing at her side.

Unluckily for himself and all parties, Pen never read that
hormly which Dr Portman addressed to hum until many weeks
after the epistle had been composed; and day after day the
widow waited for her son’s reply to the charges agamst him,
her own illness increasing with every day’s delay, It was a
hard task for Laura to bear the anxiety, to witness her dearest
friend’s suffermg, worst of all, to support Helen’s estrangement
and the pam caused to her by that averted affection But 1t
was the custom of this young lady, to the utmost of her power,
and by means of that gracious assistance which Heaven awarded
to her pure and constant prayers, to do her duty  And as that
duty was performed quite noiselessly,—~while the supplications
which endowed her with the requisite strength for fulfilling it
also took place i her own chamber, away from all mortal sight,
—we, too, must be perforce silent about these virtues of hers,
which no more bear public talking about, than a flower will bear
to bloom m a ball-room. This only we will say—that a good
woman 15 the lovehest flower that blooms under heaven, and
that we look with love and wonder upon 1its silent grace, its
pure fragrance, its delicate bloom of beauty. Sweet and
beautiful—the farest and the most spotless'>-is it not a pity
to see them bowed down or devoured by Grief or Death m-
exorable—wastmg n disease—pming with long pain—or cut
off by sudden fate in thewr prime? We may deserve grief—but
why should these be unhappy?—except that we know that
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Heaven chastens those whom 1t loves best; bemg pleased, by
repeated trals, to make these pure spints more pure

So Pen never got the letter, although 1t was duly posted and
faithfully discharged by the postman nto his letter-box in Lamb
Court, and thence carried by the laundress to his writing-table
with the rest of his lordship’s correspondence.

Those kind readers who have watched Mr. Arthur’s career
hitherto, and have made, as they naturally would do, observa-
tions upon the moral character and pecubarities of thewr
acquamtance, have probably discovered by this time what was
the prevailing fault m Mr Pen’s disposition, and who was that
greatest enemy, artfully mdicated in the title-page, with whom
he had to contend. Not a few of us, my beloved public, have
the very same rascal to contend with: a scoundrel who takes
every opportunity of bringing us mnto mischuef, of plunging us
mto quarrels, of leading us mto idleness and unprofitable
company, and what not In a word, Pen’s greatest enemy was
himself- and as he had been pampering, and coaxing, and
mdulging that mdividual all his life, the rogue grew msolent,
as all spoiled servants will be; and at the shghtest attempt to
coerce him, or make him do that which was unpleasant to him,
became frantically rude and unruly A person who is used to
makmg sacrifices—Laura, for mstance, who had got such a
habit of giving up her own pleasure for others—can do the
busmess quite easily, but Pen, unaccustomed as he was to any
sort of self-demal, suffered moodily when called on to pay his
share, and savagely grumbled at bemg obliged to forego any-
thing he hiked.

He had resolved m his mighty mind, then, that he would not
see Fanny; and he wouldn’t He tried to drive the thoughts
of that fascmatmg little person out of his head, by constant
occupation, by exercise, by dissipation and society. He worked
then too much; he walked and rode too much, he ate, drank,
and smoked too much: nor could all the cigars and the punch
of which he partook drive little Fanny’s image out of his mflamed
bram; and at the end of a week of this discipline and self-demal
our young gentleman was m bed with a fever. Let the reader
who has never had a fever m chambers pity the wretch who 15
bound to undergo that calamuty.

A committee of marrageable ladies, or of any Christian
persons interested m the propagation of the domestic virtues,
should employ a Cruikshank or a Leech, or some other kindly
exposttor of the follies of the day, to make a series of Designs

11—F 426
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representing the horrors of a bachelor’s life in chambers, and
leading the beholder to think of better things, and a more
wholesome condition What can be more uncomfortable than
the bachelor’s lonely breakfast?—with the black kettle m the
dreary fire mn Madsummer. or, worse still, with the fire gone out
at Christmas, half-an-hour after the laundress has quitted the
sitting-room? Into this solitude the owner enters shiverng,
and has to commence his day by hunting for coals and wood,
and before he begms the work of a student, has to discharge the
duties of a housemaid, vzce Mrs Flanagan, who 1s absent without
leave. Or, agam, what can form a finer subject for the classical
designer than the bachelor’s shirt—that garment which he
wants to assume just at dinner-time, and which he finds without
any buttons to fasten 1t? Then there 15 the bachelor’s return
to chambers, after a merry Christmas holiday, spent m a cosy
country-house, full of pretty faces, and kind welcomes and
regrets He leaves his poitmanteau at the barber’s in the
Court. he lights his dismal old candle at the sputtering Iittle
lamp on the starr he enters the blank familiar room, where the
only tokens to greet him, that show any mterest i his personal
welfare, are the Christmas bills, which are lying in wait for him,
amiably spread out on his reading-table Add to these scenes
an appalling picture of the bachelor’s illness, and the rents n
the Temple will begin to fall from the day of the publication of
the dismal diorama. To be well m chambers 1s melancholy
and lonely and selfish enough; but to be 11l m chambers—to
pass mights of pam and watchfulness—to long for the morning
and the laundress—to serve yourself your own medicine by
your own watch—to have no other companion for long hours
but your own sickening fancies and fevered thoughts: no kind
hand to give you drink if you are thirsty, or to smooth the hot
pillow that crumples under you,—this, mndeed, 15 a fate so
dismal and tragic, that we shall not enlarge upon its horrors:
and shall only heartily pity those bachelors in the Temple who
brave it every day,

This lot befell Arthur Pendenms after the various excesses
which we have mentioned, and to which he had subjected his
unfortunate brams. One night he went to bed ill, and the
next day awoke worse His only visitor that day, besides the
laundress, was the printer’s devil, from the Pall Mall Gaszetle
office, whom the writer endeavoured, as best he could, to satisfy.
His exertions to complete his work rendered his fever the greater:
he could only furmish a part of the quantity of “ copy ” usually
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supplied by him; and Shandon being absent, and Warrington
not m London to give a help, the political and editoral columns
of the Gaszette looked very blank mdeed, nor did the sub-cditor
know how to fill them.

M: TFiucane rushed up to Pen’s chambers, and found that
gentleman so exceedingly unwell, that the good-natured Irish-
man set to work to supply his place, if possible, and produced
a series of political and critical compositions, such as no doubt
greatly edified the readers of the periodical m which he and
Pen were concerned. Allusions to the greatness of Ireland, and
the genius and virtue of the inhabitants of that injured country,
flowed magnificently from Fmucane’s pen; and Shandon, the
Chief of the paper, who was enjoying himself placidly at
Boulogne-sur-Mer, looking over the columns of the journal,
which was forwarded to him, mstantly recognised the hand of
the great Sub-editor, and said, laughing, as he flung over the
paper to his wife, “ Look here, Mary, my dear, here 15 Jack at
work agam ” Indeed Jack was a warm friend and a gallant
partisan, and when he had the pen m hand, seldom let shp an
opportumity of letting the world know that Rafferty was the
greatest pamter i Europe, and wondering at the petty jealousy
of the Academy, which refused to make him an R A. of stating
that it was generally reported at the West End that Mr Rooney,
M P., was appointed Governor of Barataria or of mtroducmg
into the subject m hand, whatever 1t might be, a comphment
to the Round Towers or the Giant’s Causeway. And, besides
doing Pen’s work for him, to the best of his ability, his kmd-
hearted comrade offered to forego tus Saturday’s and Sunday’s
holiday, and pass those days of holiday and rest as nurse~tender
to Arthur, who, however, insisted that the other should not
forego his pleasure, and thankfully assured him that he could
bear best his malady alone.

Taking hus supper at the Back Kitchen on the Friday night,
after having achieved the work of the paper, Finucane mnformed
Captamn Costigan of the illness of thewr young friend in the
Temple; and remembering the fact two days afterwards, the
Captam went to Lamb Court and paid a visit to the invahd on
Sunday afternoon He found Mrs Flanagan, the laundress, in
tears i the sittmg-room, and got a bad report of the poor dear
young gentleman within  Pen’s condition had so much alarmed
her, that she was obliged to have recourse to the stimulus of
brandy to enable her to support the grief which his illness
occasioned. As she hung about his bed, and endeavoured to
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minuster to him, her attentions became mtolerable to the
mvalid, and he begged her peevishly not to come near him.
Hence the laundress’s tears and redoubled grief, and renewed
application to the bottle, which she was accustorned to use as
an anodyne The Captam rated the woman soundly for her
mtemperance, and pomted out to her the fatal consequences
which must ensue 1f she persisted in her imprudent courses.

Pen, who was by this time i a very fevered state, was yet
greatly pleased to recerve Costigan’s visit  He heard the well-
known voice in his sitting-room, as he lay m the bedroom withm,
and called the Captam eagerly to hum, and thanked him for
coming, and begged hum to take a chair and talk to hun. The
Captam felt the young man’s pulse with great gravity—(his own
tremulous and clammy hand growing steady for the mstant
while his finger pressed Arthur’s throbbing vem)—the pulse was
beating very fiercely—Pen’s face was haggard and hot—his
eyes were bloodshot and gloomy,» his “bird,” as the Captan
pronounced the word, afterwards gving a description of ms
condrtion, had not been shaved for nearly a week. Pen made
his visitor sit down, and, tossing and turning n his comfortless
bed, began to try and talk to the Captam m a hively manner
about the Back Kitchen, about Vauxhall, and when they should
go agam, and about Fanny—how was little Fanny ?

"Indeed how was she? We know how she went home very
sadly on the previous Sunday evenmng, after she had seen
Arthur hght hus lamp m his chambers, whilst he was having hus
mterview with Bows. Bows came back to hus own rooms pre-
sently, passing by the lodge door, and looking mto Mrs Bolton’s,
according to his word, as he passed, but with a very melancholy
face. She had another weary night that mght. Her restless-
ness wakened her httle bedfellows more than once. She
daren’t read more of “ Walter Lorrame ” Father was at home
and would suffer no light. She kept the book under her pillow,
and felt for it m the night She had only just got to sleep,
when the cluldren began to stir with the moming, almost as
early as the birds. Though she was very angry with Bows, she
went to hus room at her accustomed hour mn the day, and there
the good-hearted musician began to talk to her.

“ I saw Mr. Pendenms last night, Fanny,” he said

“Did you? I thought you did,” Fanny answered, lookmg
fiercely at the melancholy old gentleman.

“T've been fond of you ever since we came to live in this
place,” he continued. “ You were a child when I came, and
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you used to like me, Fanny, until three or four days ago: until
you saw this gentleman ”

“ And now, T suppose, you are gomng to say il of him,” said
Fanny “ Do, Mr Bows—that will make me like you better ”

“Indeed I shall do no such thing,” Bows answered, “I
think he 1s a very good and honest young man

“Indeed! you know that if you said a word agamst him, I
would never speak a word to you agam—never!” cried Miss
Fanny, and clenched her httle hand, and paced up and down
the room  Bows noted, watched, and followed the ardent little
creature with admiration and gloomy sympathy Her cheeks
flushed, her frame trembled, her eyes beamed love, anger,
defiance  “ You would like to speak 11l of him,” she said, ““ but
you daren’t—you know you daren’t! ”

“T knew him many years smce,” Bows contmued, “when
he was almost as young as you ate, and he had a romantic
attachment for our friend the Captam’s daughter—Lady
Mirabel that 1s now ”

Fanny Jaughed “I suppose there was other people, too,
that had romantic attachments for Miss Costigan,” she said
“1 don’t want to hear about ’em ”

“ He wanted to marry her, but their ages were quite dis-
proportionate and their rank i hfe  She would not have him
because he had no money. She acted very wisely in refusing
hin, for the two would have been very unhappy, and she
wasn’t a fit person to go and Live with his family, or to make
his home comfortable Mr Pendennis has his way to make m
the world, and must marry a lady of his own rank. A woman
who loves a man will not rum s prospects, cause him to quarrel
with his family, and lead him mto poverty and misery for her
gratification  An honest girl won’t do that, for her own sake,
or for the man’s ”

Fanny’s emotion, which but now had been that of defiance
and anger, here turned to dismay and supplication  “ What do
1 know about marrying, Bows? ” she said. “ When was there
any talk of it? What has there been between this young gentle-
man and me that’s to make people speak so cruel? It was not
my domg, nor Arthur’s—Mr Pendenms’s—that I met hum at
Vauxhall. It was the Captam took me and Ma there We
never thought of nothing wrong, I'm sure He came and
rescued us, and was so very kind Then he came to call and
ask after us+ and very very good 1t was of such a grand gentle-
man to be so polite to humble folks Iike us! And yesterday



Ma and me just went to walk in the Temple Gardens, and—and »
—here she broke out with that usual, unanswerable female
argument of tears—and cried, “Oh! I wish I was dead! I
wish I was laid m my grave, and had never, never seen
hm!”

“ He said as much lumself, Fanny,” Bows said, and Fanny
asked, through her sobs, Why, why should he wish he had never
seen her? Had she ever done him any harm? Oh, she would
perish rather than do him any harm. Whereupon the musician
mformed her of the conversation of the day previous, showed
her that Pen could not and must not think of her as a wife
fittmg for hum, and that she, as she valued her honest reputa-
tion, must strive too to forget him. And Fanny, leaving the
musician, convinced but still of the same mind, and promismg
that she would avoid the danger which menaced her, went back
to the porter’s lodge, and told her mother all She tslked of
her love for Arthur, and bewailed, in ber artless manner, the
inequality of their condition, that set barriers between them
“There's the Lady of Lyons,” Fanuny said “ Oh, Ma! how I
dud love Mr Macready when I saw hun do 1t, and Paulne, for
bemyg faithful to poor Claude, and always thinking of him, and
he coming back to her an officer, through all his dangers! And
if everybody admires Pauline—and I'm sure everybody does,
for being so tiue to a poor man—why should a gentleman be
ashamed of loving a poor gurl? Not that Mr Arthur loves me
—Oh, no,no’ T am’t worthy of hun; only a princess is worthy
of such a gentleman as him. Such a poet!l—wnting so beauts-
fully and looking so grand! T’m sure he’s a nobleman, and of
anclent family, and kep’ out of lis estate. Perbaps his uncle
has 1t. Ah, if I might, oh, how I’d serve him, and work for hum,
and slave for hum, that I would I wouldn’t ask for more than
that, Ma,—just to be allowed to see lum of a mormning; and
gometimes he’d say ‘How d’you do, Fanny?’ or, ‘ God bless
you, Fanny!’ as he said on Sunday. And I'd work, and work,
and I’d sit up all mght, and read, and learn, and make myself
worthy of him. The Captain says lus mother hives m the
country, and 15 a grand lady there  Oh, how I wish I might go
and be her servant, Mal I can do plenty of things, and work
very neat; and—and sometimes he’d come home, and I shounld
see him!”

The gur!’s head fell on her mother’s shoulder as she spoke, and
she gave way to a plentiful outpouting of girlish tears, to which
the matron, of course, jomed her own. * You rmustn’t think
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no more of him, Fanny,” she said. “ If he don’t come to you,
he’s a hornd, wicked man ”

“Don’t call him so, mother,” Fanny replied. “ He’s the
best of men, the best and the kmdest Bows says he thinks he
1s unhappy at leaving poor httle Fanny. It wasn’t his fault,
was it, that we met?—and 1t am’t hus that I mustn’t see hum
agam He says I mustn’t—and I mustn’t, mother He’ll
forget me, but I shall never forget him  No! T’ll pray for hum,
and love him always—until I die—and I shall die, I know I
shall—and then my spinit will always go and be with hum ”

“ You forget your poor mother, Fanny, and you’ll break my
heart by gom’ on so,” Mrs Bolton ssud  ““ Perhaps you will see
him  I’m sure you’ll see him. I’'m sure he’ll come to-day If
ever I saw 2 man n love, that man ishim  When Emily Budd’s
young man first came about her, he was sent away by old Budd,
a most respectable man, and violoncello m the orchestra at the
Wells: and his own family wouldn’t hear of 1t neither  But he
came back., We all knew he would. Emily always said so
and he married her; and this one will come back too, and you
mark mother’s words, and see if he don’t, dear ”

At this pomt of the conversation Mr Bolton entered the
lodge for his evenmng meal At the father’s appearance, the
talk between mother and daughter ceased mstantly, Mrs,
Bolton caressed and cajoled the surly undertaker’s aide-de-
camp, and said, “ Lor, Mr. B, who’d have thought to see you
away from the Club of a Saturday might! Fanny, dear, get
your pa some supper. What will you have, B.? The poor
gurl’s got a gathermg in her eye, or somethmk m 1t—I was
lookm’ at it just now as you came m,” and she squeezed her
daughter’s hand as a signal of prudence and secrecy, and
Fanny’s tears were drnied up likewise, and by that wondrous
hypocrisy and power of disguise which women practise, and with
which weapons of defence nature endows them, the traces of her
emotion disappeared, and she went and took her work, and
sate m the corner so demure and quet, that the careless male
parent never suspected that anythmg ailed her

Thus, as if Fate seemed determined to inflame and increase
the poor child’s malady and passion, all circumstances and all
parties round about her urged 1t on, Her mother encouraged
and applauded 1t; and the very words which Bows used m
endeavourimg to repress her flame only augmented this unlucky
fever. Pen was not wicked and a seducer: Pen was high-
minded m wishing to avoid her, Pen loved her. the good and
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the great, the magnificent youth, with the chams of gold and the
scented auburn hawr! And so he did. or so he would have
loved her five years back, perhaps, before the world had hardened
the ardent and reckless boy—before he was ashamed of a
foolish and mprudent passion, and strangled 1t as poor wonien
do their dlicit children, not on account of their crime, but of the
shame, and from dread that the finger of the world should pomt
to them.

What respectable person m the woild will not say he was
yuite night to avoid a marnage with an ill-educated person of
low degree, whose relations a genileman could not well acknow-
ledge, and whose manners would not become her new stationP—
and what philosopher would not tell him that the best thing to
do with these httle passions, if they spring up, 1s to get nid of
them, and let them pass over and cure themselves that no
man dies about a woman, or vice versd  and that one or the other
having found the impossibihity of gratifying his or her desire 1n
the particular instance, must make the best of matters, forget
each other, look out elsewhere, and choose agamn? And yet,
perhaps, there may be something said on the other side  Per-
haps Bows was right m admiring that passion of Pen’s, blind
and unreasoning as it was, that made him ready to stake his all
for hus love, perhaps, if self-sacuifice 15 a laudable virtue, mere
worldly self-sacrifice 1s not very much to be praised ,—n fine,
let this be a reserved pomt, to be settled by the individual
morabist who chooses to debate 1t

So much 1s certam, that with the experience uf the world
which Mr Pen now had, he would have laughed at and scouted
the 1dea of marrying a penniless gnl out of the kitchen. And
this pomt bemng fixed m his mind, he was but domg hus duty,
as an honest man, m crushing any unlucky fondness which he
might feel towards poor little Fanny.

So she waited and wairted m hopes that Arthur would come.
She waited for a whole week, and 1t was at the end of that time
that the poor little creature heard from Costigan of the 1llness
under which Arthur was suffering

It chanced on that very evenung after Costigan had visited
Pen, that Arthur’s uncle the excellent Major arrived m town
fiom Buxton, where hus health had been mended, and sent
his valet Morgan to make mquines for Arthur, and to request
that gentleman to breakfast with the Major the next mormmng.
The Major was merely passing through London on us way ¢
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the Marqus of Steyne’s house of Stillbrook, where he was
engaged to shoot partridges.

Morgan came back to his master with a very long face He
had seen Mr Arthur; Mr Arthur was very bad indeed; Mr.
Arthur was m bed with a fever. A doctor ought to be sent to
him, and Morgan thought his case most alarmmng,.

Gracious goodness! this was sad news indeed. He had hoped
that Arthur could come down to Stillbrook: he had arranged
that he should go, and procured an nvitation for his nephew
from Lord Steyne. He must go himself; he couldn’t throw
Lord Steyne over- the fever might be catching: 1t might be
measles: he had never himself had the measles; they were
dangerous when contracted at lus age. Was anybody with
Mr Arthur?

Morgan said there was somebody a-nussing of Mr. Arthur.

The Major then asked, Had his nephew taken any advice?
Morgan said he had asked that question, and had been told that
Mr Pendenms had had no doctor

Morgan’s master was sincerely vexed at hearing of Arthur’s
calamly € He would have gone to hum, but what good could
1t do Arthur that he (the Major) should catch a fever? His own
allments rendered 1t absolutely impossible that he should attend
to anybody but himself But the young man must have advice
—the best advice; and Morgan was straightway despatched
with a note from Major Pendennis to his friend Doctor Good-
enough, who by good luck happened to be 1n London and at
home, and who quitted his dinner mstantly, and whose carriage
was, m half-an-hour, n Upper Temple Lane, near Pen’s
chambers.

The Major had asked the kind-hearted physician to bring hum
news of hus nephew at the Club where he himself was dining,
and m the course of the mght the Doctor made his appearance
The affair was very serious: the patient was m a high fever.
he had had Pen bled mstantly and would see him the first
thing in the morning  The Major went disconsolate to bed with
this unfortunate news. When Goodenough came to see him
according to his promise the next day, the Doctor had to hsten
for a quarter of an hour to an account of the Major’s own
maladies, before the latter had leisure to hear about Arthur.

He had had a very bad might—his—his nurse said at one
hour he had been delmious. It might end badly. his mother
had better be sent for immediately The Major wrote the letter
to Mis. Pendennis with the greatest alacrity, and at the same

I—+g 426
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time with the most polite precautions As for gomng himself
to the lad, m lus state 1t was impossible. * Could I be of any
use to hum, my dear Doctor? ” he asked.

The Doctor, with a peculiar laugh, said, No* he didn’t thmk
the Major could be of any use. that his own precious health
required the most dehcate treatment, and that he had best
go mto the country and stay that he himself would take care
to see the patient twice a day, and do all i his power for him

The Major declared, upon his honour, that if he could be of
any use he would rush to Pen’s chambers. As 1t was, Morgan
should go and see that everything was night  The Doctor must
write to him by every post to Stillbrook 1t was but forty miles
distant from London, and if anything happened he would come
up at any sacrifice.

Major Pendennis transacted his benevolence by deputy and by
post. “ What else could he do? ” ashesaid. ““ Gad, you know,
1 these cases, 1t’s best not disturbing o fellow. If a poor fellow
goes to the bad, why, Gad, you know, he’s disposed of. But
m order to get well (and m this, my dear Doctor, I'm sure you
will agree with me), the best way 15 to keep hum quiet—perfectly

u]. et 33
1 Thus 1t was the old gentleman tried to satisfy his conscience.
and he went his way that day to Stillbrook by railway (for rail-
ways have sprung up in the course of this narrative, though
they have not quite penetrated into Pen’s country yet), and
made his appearance, m his usual trim order and curly wig, at
the dmner-table of the Marquis ot Steyne. But we must do
the Major the justice to say, that he was very unhappy and
gloomy m demeanour. Wagg and Wenham rallied him about
his low spirits, asked whether he was crossed in love? and
otherwise diverted themselves at his expense, He lost hus money
at whist after dinner, and actually trumped his partner’s highest
spade. And the thoughts of the suffering boy, of whom he
was proud, and whom he loved after lus manner, kept the old
fellow awake half through the mght, and made him feverish and
uneasy.

On the morrow he recerved a note m a handwnting which
be did not know: 1t was that of Mr Bows, mdeed, saymg that
Mr. Arthur Pendenms bhad had a tolerable might; and that as
Doctor Goodenough had stated that the Major desired to be
informed of luis nephew’s health, he, R. B., had sent him the
pews per rail.

The next day he was gomng nut shootinz, ahout nnon, wuh
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some of the gentlemen staymg at Lord Steyne’s house; and the
company, waitng for the carriages, were assembled on the
terrace in front of the house, when a fly drove up from the
neighbouring station, and a grey-headed, rather shabby old
gentleman jumped out, and asked for Major Pendenms. It
was Mr Bows He took the Major aside and spoke to him,
most of the gentlemen round about saw that something serious
had happened, from the alarmed look of the Major’s face

Wagg said, “ [t’s a bailiff come down to nab the Major,”
but nobody laughed at the pleasantry.

“Hullo! What’s the matter, Pendenms?” cried Lord
Steyne, with hus strident voice.  “ Anything wrong? ”

“ It's—it’s—my boy that’s dead,” said the Majo1, and burst
into a sob—the old man was quite overcome

“Not dead, my Lord, but veiy ill when I left London,”
Mr Bows said, in a low voice

A brtzka came up at this moment as the three men were
speaking. The Peer looked at his watch “ You've twenty
minutes to catch the mail-tram  Jump i, Pendennis; and
drive like h—, sir, do you hear? ”

The carnage drove off swiftly with Pendenms and his com-
panion, and let us trust that the oath will be pardoned to the
Marqus of Steyne.

The Major drove rapidly from the station to the Temple,
and found a travelling carriage already before lum, and blocking
up the narrow Temple Lane Two ladies got out of 1t, and were
asking their way of the porters, the Major looked by chance
at the panel of the carnage, and saw the worn-out crest of the
Eagle looking at the Sun, and the motto, “ Nec tenur penni,”
painted beneath It was his brother’s old carriage, built many
many years ago It was Helen and Laura that were asking
their way to poor Pen’s room.

He ran up to them; hastily clasped his sister’s arm and kissed
her hand; and the three entered into Lamb Court, and mounted
the long gloomy stair.

They knocked very gently at the door, on which Arthur’s
name was written, and 1t was opened by Fanny Bolton.
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CHAPTER LII
A CRITICAL CHAPTER

As Fanny saw the two ladies and the anxious countenance of
the elder, who regarded her with a look of mscrutable alarm
and terror, the poor girl at once knew that Pen’s mother was
before her; there was a resemblance between the widow’s
haggard eyes and Arthur’s as he tossed m his bed in fever
Fanny looked wistfully at Mrs Pendenmis and at Laura after-
wards, there was no more expression n the latter’s face than
if 1t had been a mass of stone Hard-heartedness and gloom
dwelt on the figures of both the new-comers, neither showed
any the famntest gleam of mercy or sympathy for Fanny She
looked desperately from them to the Major behind them 0Old
Pendenms dropped his eyelids, looking up ever so stealthily
from under them at Arthur’s poor little nurse.

“ I~I wrote to you yesterday, if you please, ma’am,” Fanny
said, trembling n every himb as she spoke, and as pale as Laura,
whose sad menacing face looked over Mrs Pendennis’s shoulder

“Did you, madam?” Mrs Pendenms saxd ‘I suppose 1
may now relieve you from nursmng my son. I am his mother,
you understand ”

“Ves, ma’am I—this 15 the way to his—— Oh, wait a
minute,” cried out Fanny. “ I must prepare you for his 7~

The widow, whose face had been hopelessly cruel and ruthless,
here started back with a gasp and a Iittle cry, which she speedily
stifled

“ He’s been so smce yesterday,” Fanny said, trembling very
much, and with chattermg teeth

A hornd shriek of laughter came out of Pen’s room, whereof
the door was open; and, after several shouts, the poor wretch
began to sing a college drinking-song, and then to hurray and to
shout as if he was m the midst of a wme party, and to thump
with hus fist agamst the wamscot He was quite delirous

““ He does not know me, ma’am,” Fanny said.

“Indeed. Perhaps he will know his mother; let me pass,
if you please, and go in to him ”  And the widow hastily pushed
by little Fanny, and through the dark passage which led mto
Pen’s sitting-room. Laura sailed by Fanny, too, without a
word; and Major Pendennis followed them Fanny sat down
on a bench i the passage, and cried, and prayed as well as she
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could. She would have died for him, and they hated her! Fhey
had not a word of thanks or kindness for her, the fine ladues.
She sate there i the passage, she did not know how long. They
never came out to speak to her  She sate there until Dr Good-
enough came to pay his second visit that day, he found the poor
Iittle thing at the door.

“ What, nurse? How’s your patient?” asked the good-
natured Doctor. ‘‘ Has he had any rest? ”

“ Go and ask them They’re mside,” Fanny answered,

“Who? his mother? ”

Fanny nodded her head and didn’t speak

“ You must go to bed yourself, my poor httle maid,” said the
Doctor  “ You will be 1}, too, 1f you don’t”

“ Oh, mayn’t I come and see hum; mayn’t I come and see
him? I—I—love him so,” the httle girl saxd, and as she spoke
she fell down on her knees and clasped hold of the Doctor’s hand
in such an agony that to see her melted the kind physician’s
heart, and caused a mist to come over his spectacles

‘“ Poop, pooh! Nonsense! Nurse, has he taken his draught?
Has he had any rest? Of course you must come and see him,
Sc must 1.”

“ They’ll let me sit here, won't they, sir?  I'll never make
no noise I only ask to stop here,” Fanny said. On which
the Doctor called her a stupid hittle thing, put her down upon
the bench where Pen’s printer’s devil used to sit so many hours,
tapped her pale cheek with his finger, and bustled into the
further room

Mrs Pendenmss was ensconced pale and solemn m a great
charr by Pen’s bedside Her watch was on the bed-table by
Pen’s medicines Her bonnet and cloaks were laid n the
wmdow. She had her Bible m her lap, without which she never
travelled. Her first movement, after seemg her son, had been
to take Fanny’s shawl and bonnet, which were on his drawers,
and bring them out and drop them down upon his study-table.
She had closed the door upon Major Pendennis, and Laura too,
and taken possession of her son

She had had a great doubt and terror lest Arthur should not
know her, but that pang was spared to her, m pait at least,
Pen kmew his mother quite well, and famiharly smiled and
nodded at her, When she came m, he mstantly fancied that
they were at home at Famoaks; and began to talk and chatter
and laugh m a rambhng wild way. Laura could hear him
outside. His laughter shot shafts of poison mto her heart, It
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was true then. He had been guilty—and with that creature l—an
mtrigue with a servant maid, and she had loved him—and he
was dying most likely—raving and unrepentant. The Major
now and then hummed out a word of remark or consolation,
which Laura scarce heard A dismal sitting 1t was for all parties;
and when Goodenough appeared, he came like an angel mto the
raom

It 15 not only for the sick man, it is for the sick man’s friends
that the Doctor comes. His presence 15 often as good for them
as for the patient, and they long for him yet more eagerly
How we have all watched after hun! what an emotion the thrill
of hus carnage-wheels in the street, and at length at the door,
has made us feell how we hang upon his words, and what a
comfort we get [rom a smile or two, if he can vouchsafe that
sunshine to highten our darkness! Who hasn’t seen the mother
prying into his face, to know if there 1s hope for the sick infant
that cannot speak, and that hes yonder, 1ts Iittle frame battling
with fever? Ah, how she looks mto hus eyes! What thanks
if there 1s light there; what grief and pamn if he casts them down,
and dares not say ‘“hope!” Or 1t 1s the house-father who is
stricken. The terrified wife looks on, while the physician feels
his patient’s wrist, smothering her agonies, as the children have
been called upon to stay theirr plays and therr talk. Over the
patient wm the fever, the wife expectant, the children uncon-
scious, the Doctor stands as if he were Fate, the dispenser of
hfe and death he must let the patient off this time: the woman
prays so for his respite!  One can fancy how awful the responsi-
biity must be to a conscientious man. how cruel the feeling
that he has given the wrong remedy, or that it might bave
been possible to do better: how harassing the sympathy with
survivors, if the case 1s unfortunate—how immense the dehght
of victory|

Having passed through a hasty ceremony of introduction
to the new-comers, of whose arrival he had been made aware
by the heartbroken little nurse m warting without, the Doctor
proceeded to examine the patient, about whose condition of
high fever there could be no mistake, and on whom he thought
it necessary to exercise the strongest antiphlogistic remedies
in his power He consoled the unfortunate mother as best he
rught; and giving her the most comfortable assurances on which
he could venture, that there was no reason to despair yet, that
evervthmg might still be hoped from his youth, the strength
of hi® constiution, 2nd 50 10rth; end having done his utmost
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to allay the horrars of the alarmed matron, he took the elder
Pendennis aside into the vacant room (Warrington’s bedroom),
for the purpose of holding a little consultation

The case was very critical, The fever, if not stopped, might
and would carry off the young fellow* he must be bled forthwith -
the mother must be informed of this necessity. Why was that
other young lady brought with her? She was out of place
in a sick-room.

“ And there was another woman still, be hanged to 1t!” the
Major said, “ the—the little person who opened the door His
sister-m-law had brought the poor little devil’s bonnet and shawl
out, and flung them upon the study-table. Did Goodenough
know anything about the—the httle person? I just caught a
glmpse of her as we passed 1n,” the Major said, “ and begad
she was uncommonly nice-lookmg ”* The Doctor looked queer
the Doctor smiled—n the very gravest moments, with lfe and
death pending, such stiange contiasts and occasions of humour
will arise, and such smiles will pass, to satirise the gloom, as 1t
were, and to make 1t more gloomy!

“T have 1t,” at last he said, re-entermg the study, and he
wrote a couple of notes hastily at the table there, and sealed
one of them. Then, taking up poor Fanny’s shawl and bonnet,
and the notes, he went out mn the passage to that poor little
messenger, and said, ¢ Quick, nurse, you must carry this to the
surgeon, and bid him come mstantly and then go to my house,
and ask for my servant, Harbottle, and tell him to get this
prescription prepared, and wait until I—until 1t 1s ready It
may take a little time m preparation. ”

So poor Fanny trudged away with her two notes, and found
the apothecary, who lived 1n the Strand bard by, and who came
straightway, his lancet m his pocket, to operate on his patient,
and then Fanny made for the Doctor’s house, m Hanover
Square,

The Doctor was at home agam before the prescription was
made up, which took Harbottle, his servant, such a long time
in compounding; and, during the remamder of Arthur’s illness,
poor Fanny never made her appearance i the quahty of nurse
at his chambers any more. But for that day and the next, a
Iittle figure might be seen lurking about Pen’s staircase,—a sad
sad lLttle face looked at and mterrogated the apothecary, and
the apothecary’s boy, and the laundress, and the kind physician
humself, as they passed out of the chambers of the sick man.
And on the third day, the kind Doctor’s chaiiot stopped at
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Shepherd’s Inn, and the good, and honest, and benevolent man
went mto the porter’s lodge, and tended a hittle patient he had
there, for whom the best remedy he found was on the day when
he was enabled to tell Fanny Bolton that the crisis was over, and
that there was at length every hope for Arthur Pendennis.

J Costigan, Esquire, late of Her Majesty’s service, saw the
doctor’s carriage, and criticised its horses and appomtments
¢ Green hiveries, bedad ! ” the General said, “ and as fomn a pair
of high-stepping bee horses as ever a gentleman need sit behoind,
let alone a docthor  There’s no md to the proide and ar’gance
of them docthors, now-a-days—not but that 1s a good one, and
a scolentific cyarkter, and a roight good fellow, bedad, and he’s
brought the poor Iittle girl well troo her faver, Bows, me boy, ”
and so pleased was Mr Costigan with the Doctor’s behawviour
and skill, that, whenever he met Dr. Goodenough’s carmiage in
future, he made a pomt of saluting it and the physician mside,
in as courteous and magnificent a manner as if Dr. Goodenough
had been the Lord Liftenant himself, and Captam Costigan had
been m his glory m Phaynix Park

The widow’s gratitude to the physician knew no bounds—
or scarcely any bounds, at least. The kind gentleman laughed
at the 1dea of taking a fee from a hterary man, or the widow of
a brother practitioner, and she determmed when she got back
to Fairoaks that she would send Goodenough the silver-gilt vase,
the jewel of the house, and the glory of the late John Pendennss,
preserved m green baize, and presented to him at Bath, by the
Lady Elizabeth Firebrace, on the recovery of her son, the late
Sir Anthony Firebrace, from the scarlet fever. Hippociates,
Hygeia, King Bladud, and a wreath of serpents surmount the
cup to this day, which was executed m their finest manner, by
Messrs Abednego, of Milsom Street, and the mscription was by
Mr. Birch, tutor to the young baronet.

This priceless gem of art the widow determined to devote to
Goodenough, the preserver of her son; and there was scarcely
any other favour which her gratitude would not have conferred
upon him, except one, which he desired most, and which was
that she should think a little chantably and kindly of poor
Fanny, of whose artless sad story he had got something during
his mterviews with her, and of whom he was mduced to thmk
very kmdly,—not bemg disposed, indeed, to give much credit
to Pen for his conduct 1n the affawr, or not knowmng what that
conduct had been  He knew enough, however, to be aware that
the poor infatuated ittle gul was without stamn as yet, that
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while she had been in Pen’s room it was to see the last of him, a»
she thought, and that Arthur was scarcely aware of her presence*
and that she suffered under the deepest and most pitiful grief
at the 1dea of losmng him, dead or hiving.

But on the one or two occasions when Goodenough alluded
to Fanny, the widow’s countenance, always soft and gentle,
assumed an expression so cruel and mexorable, that the doctor
saw it was m vain to ask her for justice or pity, and he broke off
all entreaties, and ceased making any further allusions regard-
ing his httle chient. There 1s a complamnt which neither poppy,
nor mandragora, nor all the drowsy syrups of the East could
allay, m the men 1n his time, as we are informed by a popular
poet of the days of Elzabeth, and which, when exhibited 1n
women, no medical discoveries or practice subsequent—neither
homceopathy, nor hydropathy, nor mesmerism, nor Dr Simpson,
nor Dr. Locock can cure, and that 1s—we won’t call 1t jealousy,
but rather gently denommate it rivalry and emulation m
ladies

Some of those mischievous and prosaic people who carp and
calculate at every detail of the romancer, and want to know, for
mstance, how, when the characters i the ““ Critic ” are at a dead
lock with their daggers at each other’s throats, they are to be
got out of that murderous comphcation of circumstances, may
be induced to ask how 1t was possible n a set of chambers m the
Temple, consisting of three rooms, two cupboards, a passage,
and a coal-box, Arthur a sick gentleman, Helen his mother,
Laura her adopted daughter, Martha their country attendant,
Mrs. Wheezer a nurse from St Bartholomew’s Hospital, Mrs
Flanagan an Insh laundress, Major Pendenmis a retired military
officer, Morgan his valet, Pidgeon Mr Arthur Pendenms’s boy,
and others, could be accommodated—the answer 1s given at
once, that almost everybody m the Temple was out of town,
and that there was scarcely a single occupant of Pen’s house m
Lamb Court except those who were engaged round the sick-bed
of the sick gentleman, about whose fever we have not given a
lengthy account, nerther shall we enlarge very much upon the
more cheerful theme of his recoverys

Everybody, we have said, was out of town, and of course such
a fashionable man as young Mr Sibwright, who had chambers
on the second floor in Pen’s staircase, could not be supposed to
remain in London. Mrs Flanagan, Mr Pendennis’s laundress,
was acquamnted with Mrs. Rouncy, who did for Mr Sibwright,
and that gentleman’s bedroom was got ready for Miss Bell, or
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Mrs Pendennis, when the latter should be inclined to leave her
son’s sick-room, to try and seek for a little rest for herself,

If that young buck and flower of Baker Street, Percy Sib-
wright, could have known who was the occupant of his bedroom,
how proud he would have been of that apartment '—what poems
he would have written about Laura! (several of his things have
appeared mn the annuals, and 1n manuscript m the nobility’s
albums}—he was a Camford man and very nearly got the
English Prize Poem, 1t was said,—Sibwright, however, was
absent and Ius bed given up to Miss Bell It was the prettiest
httle brass bed m the world, with chintz curtams hned with
pink—he had a mignonette box m his bedroom window, and
the mere sight of his hittle exhibition of shiny boots, arranged
In trim rows over his wardrobe, was a gratification to the
beholder He had a museum of scent, pomatum, and bears’-
grease pots, quite curious to examine, too; and a choice selection
of portraits of females, almost always 1n sadness and generally
m disguise or déshabillé, ghttered round the neat walls of his
elegant little bower of repose. Medora with dishevelled hair
was consoling herself over her banjo for the absence of her
Conrad—the Princesse Fleur de Marie (of Rudolstemn and the
“ Mystéres de Paris ") was sadly ogling out of the bars of her
convent cage, in which, poor prisoned bird, she was moulting
away—Dorothea of “ Don Quixote ” was washing her eternal
feet —m fine, it was such an elegant gallery as became a gallant
lover of the sex And in Sibwright’s sitting-room, while there
was quite an infantine law library clad in skm of fresh new-born
calf, there was a tolerably large collection of classical books
which he could not read, and of English and French works of
poetry and fiction which he read a great deal too much. His
mvitation cards of the past season still decorated his looking-
glass: and scarce anything told of the lawyer but the wig-box
beside the Venus upon the middle shelf of the bookcase, on
which the name of P. Sibwright, Esquire, was gilded.

With Sibwright in Chambers was Mr. Bangham. Mr,
Bangham was a sporting man, married to a rich widow., Mr,
Bangham had no practice—did not come to chambers thrice
aterm: went a circuit for those mysterious reasons which make
men go circurt,—and his room served as a great convenience to
;Stbwright when that young gentleman gave his little dinners.

~# It must be confessed that these two gentlemen have nothing to
do with our history, will never appear m 1t agam probably, but
we cannot help glancing through their doors as they happen to
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be open to us, and as we pass to Pen’s rooms, as in the puisuit
of our own business m hfe through the Strand, at the Club, nay
at Church 1itself, we cannot help peeping at the shops on the way,
or at our neighbour’s dinner, or at the faces under the bonnets 1n
the next pew.

Very many years after the circumstances abour which we
are at present occupied, Laura, with a blush and a laugh showing
much humour, owned to having read a Fiench novel once much
mn vogue, and when her hushband asked her, wondermg where
on earth she could have got such a volume, she owned that
1t was 1 the Temple, when she lived in Mr. Percy Sibwright’s
chambers

“ And, also, I never confessed,” she said, “ on that same
occasion, what I must now own to. that I opened the japanned
box, and took out that strange-looking wig mside 1t, and put 1t
on and looked at myself i the glass m 1t.”

Suppose Percy Sibwrnight had come m at such a moment as
that? What would he have said,—the enraptured rogue?
What would have been all the pictures of disguised beauties
his room compared to that hving one? - Ah, we are speaking of
old times, when Sibwright was a bachelor and before he got a
county cour{,—when people were young—when most people were
young. Other people are young now, but we no more &

When Miss Laura played this prank with the wig, you can’t
suppose that Pen could have been very 1ll upstawrs, otherwise,
though she had grown to care for bim ever so little, common
sense of feehng and decorum would have prevented her from
performing any tricks or trying any disguises.

But all sorts of events had occurred m the course of the
last few days which had contributed to increase or account for
her gaiety, and a lhittle colony of the reader’s old friends and
acquamtances was by this time established i Lamb Court,
Temple, and round Pen’s sick-bed there First, Martha,
Mrs. Pendennis’s servant, had arrived from Fawoaks, bemng
summoned thence by the Major, who justly thought her pre-
sence would be comfortable and useful to her mistress and her
young master, for neither of whom the constant neighbourhood
of Mrs. Flanagan (who during Pen’s illness requued more
spirituous consolation than ever to support her) could be
pleasant. Martha then made her appearance m due season to
wait upon Mrs. Pendennis, nor did that lady go once to bed
until the faithful servant had reached her, when, with a heart
full of maternal thaokfulness, she went and lay down upon
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tall traveller with the cigar and the carpet-bag He blushed,
he flung the cigar mto the passage he took off his hat, and
dropped that too, and going up to the Major, seized that old
gentleman’s hand, and asked questions about Arthur

The Major answered m a tremulous, though cheery voice—it
was curious how emotion seemed to olden him—and retuining
Warrington’s pressure with a shalking hand, told him the news
—of Arthur’s happy cnisis, of his mother’s arrival—with her
young charge—with Miss—

“You need not tell me her name,” Mr Warrington said with
great animation, for he was affected and elated with the thought
of his friend’s recovery—* you need not tell me your name I
knew at once 1t was Laura” And he held out his hand and
took hers. Immense kindness and tenderness gleamed from
under his rough eyebrows, and shook his voice as he gazed at
her and spoke to her. “ And this 1s Laura!” his looks seemed
to say ‘“ And this 15 Warrington,” the generous gurl’s heart
beat back. ‘ Arthur’s hero—the brave and the kind—he has
come hundieds of miles to succour him, when he heard of his
friend’s misfortune!

“ Thank you, Mr Warrington,” was all that Laura said,
however. and as she returned the pressure of his kind hand,
she blushed so, that she was glad the lamp was belund her to
conceal her flushing face

As these two were standing in this attitude, the door of Pen’s
bedchamber was opened stealthily as his mother was wont to
open 1t, and Warrington saw another lady, who first looked at
him, and then turning round towards the bed, said “ Hshl”
and put up her hand

It was to Pen Helen was turning, and giving caution. He
called out with a feeble, tremulous, but cheery voice, * Come
m, Stunner-—come 1, Warrington I knew it was you—by the
—by the smoke, old boy,” he said, as holding his worn hand
out, and with tears at once of weakness and pleasure m his
eyes, he greeted hus friend.

“I—I beg pardon, ma'am, for smoking,” Warrington said,
who now almost for the first time blushed for lus wicked pro-
pensity

Helen only said, “ God bless you, Mr. Warrington'!” She
was so happy, she would have liked to kiss George Then, and
after the friends had had a brief, very brief wterview, the
delighted and inexorable mother, giving her hand to Warring-
ton, sent lum out of the room too, back to Laura and the

:
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Major, who had not resumed therr play of “ Cymbeline ” where
they had left 1t off at the ariival of the rightful owner of Pen’s
chambers.

CHAPTER LIII
CONVALESCENCE

Our duty now 1s to record a fact concerning Pendennis, which,
however shameful and disgraceful, when told regarding the
chief personage and godfather of a novel, must, nevertheless,
be made known to the public who reads his veritable memours.
Having gone to bed 1ll with fever, and suffering to a certam
degree under the passion of love, after he had gone through his
physical malady, and had been bled and had been blistered,
and had had his head shaved, and had been treated and medica-
mented as the doctor ordamed.—it 1s a fact, that, when he
rallied up from his bodily ailment, his mental malady had like-
wise quitted him, and he was no more mn love with Fanny
Bolton than you or I, who are much too wise, or too moral, to
allow our hearts to go gaddmmg after porters’ daughters.

VHe laughed at hunself as he lay on his pillow, thinking of
this second cure which had been effected upon him He did
not care the least about Fanny now: he wondered how he ever
should have cared: and according to his custom made an
autopsy of that dead passion, and anatomised his own defunct
sensation for his poor little nurse. What could bave made hum
so hot and eager about her but a few weeks back? Not her
wit, not her breeding, not her beauty—there were hundreds of
women better-looking than she. It was out of himself that the
passion had gone. 1t did not reside m her. She was the same;
but the eyes which saw her were changed; and, alas that 1t
should be so! were not particularly eager to see her any more
He felt very well disposed towards the little thing, and so forth,
but as for violent personal regard, such as he had but a few
weeks ago, 1t had fled under the influence of the pill and lancet,
which had destroyed the fever in his frame. And an immense
source of comfort and gratitude it was to Pendenms (though
there was something selfish in that feeling, as m most others of
our young man), that he had been enabled to resist temptation
at the time when the danger was greatest, and had no parti-
cular cause of self-reproach as he remembered his conduct
towards the young girl. As from a precipice down which he
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might have fallen, so from the fever from which he had re-
covered, he reviewed the Fanny Bolton snare, now that he had
escaped out of it, but I’m not sure that he was not ashamed
of the very satisfaction which he experienced It 1s pleasant,
perhaps, but 1t 1s humiliating to own that you love no more.

Meanwhile the kind smiles and tender watchfulness of the
mother at his bedside filled the young man with peace and
security. To see that health was returning, was all the un-
wearied nurse demanded. to execute any caprice or order of
her patient’s, her chiefest joy and reward. He felt himself
environed by her love, and thought himself almost as grateful
for 1t as he had been when weak and helpless 1n childhood

Some misty notions regarding the first part of his illness, and
that Fanny had nursed him, Pen may have had, but they were
so dim that he could not realise them with accuracy, or distin-
guish them from what he knew to be delusions which had
occurred and were remembered durmng the delirium of hus fever
So as he had not thought proper on former occasions to make
any allusions about Fanny Bolton to his mother, of course he
could not now confide to her his sentiments regarding Fanny, or
make this worthy lady a confidante It was on both sides an
unlucky precaution and want of confidence; and a word or two
1 time might have spared the good lady, and those connected
with her, a deal of pamn and anguish

Seeing Miss Bolton nstalled as nurse and tender to Pen, I
am sorry to say Mrs Pendennis had put the worst construcuon
on the fact of the mntimacy of these two unlucky persons, and
had settled in her own mind that the accusations agamnst Arthur
were true Why not have stopped to inquire?—There are
stories to a man’s disadvantage that the women who are fondest
of him are always the most eager to beheve. Isn’t a man’s
wife often the first to be jealous of hum? Poor Pen got a good
stock of this suspicious kind of love from the nurse who was
now watching over him; and the kind and pure creature thought
that her boy had gone through a malady much more awful and
debasimng than the mere physical fever, and was staned by crime
as well as weakened by 1illness The consciousness of this she
had to bear perforce silently, and to try to put a mask of
cheerfulness and confidence over her mward doubt and despair
and horror.

When Captam Shandon, at Boulogne, read the next number
of the Pall Mall Gazette, 1t was to remark to Mrs. Shandon that
Jack Fmucane’s hand was no longer visible m the leading
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artcles, and that Mr Warrington must be at work there agam.
¢ T know the crack of hus whip m a hundred, and the cut which
the fellow’s thong leaves. There’s Jack Bludyer, goes to work
like a butcher, and mangles a subject. Mr Warnngton fimishes
a man, and lays his cuts neat and regular, straight down the
back, and drawing blood every Ine, ” at which dreadful meta-
phor, Mrs Shandon said, ““ Law, Charles, how can you talk so!
I always thought Mr Warrington very high, but a kind gentle-
man; and I'm sure he was most kind to the chuldien ” Upon
which Shandon said, “ Yes, he's kind to the chuldren, but he’s
savage to the men; and to be sure, my dear, you don’t under-
stand a word about what I’'m saymg , and1t’s best you shouldn’t,
for 1t’s Little good comes out of writing for newspapers, and 1t’s
better here, living easy at Boulogne, where the wine’s plenty,
and the brandy costs but two francs a bottle Mix us another
tumbler, Mary, my dear, we'll go back mnto harness soon
¢ Cras mgens 1terabimus equor '—bad luck to 1t.”

L In a word, Warrington went to work with all his might, m
place of huis prostrate friend, and did Pen’s portion of the Pall
Mall Gazette *“ with a vengeance,” as the saying 1s. FHe wrote
occasional articles and hiterary criticisms, he attended theatres
and musical performances, and discoursed about them with his
usual savage energy. His hand was too strong for such small
subjects, and 1t pleased um to tell Arthur’s mother, and uncle,
and Laura, that there was no hand mn all the band of penmen
more graceful and hight, more pleasant and more elegant, than
Arthur’s, 7 “ The people 1 this country, ma’am, don’t under-
stand what siyle 1s, or they would see the merits of our young
one,” he said to Mrs Pendenmis ‘I call him ours, ma’am, for
I bred lim, and I am as proud of hum as you are, and, bating
a bittle wilfulness, and a httle selfishness, and a httle dandifica-
tion, I don’t know a more honest, or loyal, or gentle creature.
His pen 1s wicked sometirnes, but he 1s as kind as a young lady
—as Miss Laura here—and I believe he would not do any
rving mortal harm.”

At this, Helen, though she heaved a deep deep sigh, and
Laura, though she, too, was sadly wounded, nevertheless were
most thankful for Warrmgton’s good opmion of Arthur, and
loved him for being so attached to ther Pen And Major
Pendennis was loud m his prases of Mr. Warrington,—more
loud and enthusiastic than 1t was the Major’s wont to be. * He
15 a gentleman, my dear creature,” he said to Helen, “ every
inch a gentleman, my good madam—the Suffolk Warringtons—
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Charles the First’s baronets —what could he be but a gentle-
man, come out of that family >—Father,—Sir Miles Warrmgton,
ran away with—beg your pardon, Miss Bell Sir Miles was a
very well-known man m London, and a friend of the Prince of
Wales. This gentleman is 2 man of the greatest talents, the
very highest accomphshments—sure to get on, 1f he had a
motive to put his energies to work.”

Laura blushed for herself winlst the Major was talking and
praising Arthur’s hero  As she looked at Warrington’s manly
face, and daik, melancholy eyes, this young person had been
speculating about hum, and had settled m her mind that he
must have been the victim of an unhappy attachment; and as
she caught herself so speculating, why, Miss Bell blushed

Warnington got chambers hard by,—Gremer’s chambers in
Flag Court, and having executed Pen’s task with great energy
n the morming, his dehght and pleasure of an afternoon was to
come and sit with the sick man’s company 1n the sunny autumn
evenings; and he had the honour more than once of giving
Miss Bell hus arm foi a walk 1n the Temple Gardens, to take
which pastime, when the frank Lawa asked of Helen per-
mission, the Major eagerly said, “ Ves, yes, begad—of course
you go out with hin—it’s like the country, you know, every-
body goes out with everybody m the Gaidens, and there are
beadles, you know, and that sort of thing—everybody walks
m the Temple Gardens ” If the great arbiter of morals did not
object, why should simple Helen? She was glad that her girl
should have such fiesh air as the river could give, and to see
her return with heightened colour and spuits from these harm-
less excursions,

Lauta and Helen had come, you must know, to a lttle
explanation, When the news arrived of Pen’s alarming 1llness,
Laura msisted upon accompanymg the terrified mother to
London, would not hear of the refusal which the still angry
Helen gave her, and when refused a second time yet more
sternly, and, when it seemed that the poor lost lad’s hife was
desparred of, and when 1t was known that his conduct was such
as to render all thoughts of union hopeless, Laura had, with
many tears, told her mother a secret with which every observant
person who reads this story 1s acquamnted already. Now she
never could marry him, was she to be denied the consolation of
owning how fondly, how truly, how entirely she had loved him?
The mingling tears of the women appeased the agony of theur
gnief somewhat, and the sorrows and terrors of their journey
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were at least 1 so far mitigated that they shared them
together.

What could Fanny expect when suddenly brought up fo:
sentence before a couple of such judges? Nothing but swift
condemnation, awful punmishment, merciless dismissall Women
are cruel critics in cases such as that in which poor Fanny was
implcated; and we like them to be so for, besides the guard
which a man places round his own harem, and the defences
which a woman has in her heart, her faith, and honour, hasn’t
she all her own friends of her own sex to keep watch that she
does not go astray, and to tear her to pieces if she is found
errng?® ‘When our Mahmouds or Selims of Baker Street or
Belgrave Square visit ther Fatimas with condign punishment,
their mothers sew up Fatima’s sack for her, and her sisters and
sisters-in-law see her well under water And this present writer
does not say nay; he protests most solemnly, he 1s a Turk too.
He wears a turban and a beard like another, and is all for the
sack practice, Bismillah! But O you spotless, who have the
right of capital pumishment vested in you, at least be wvery
cauttous that you make away with the proper (if so she may be
called) person  Be very sure of the fact before you order the
barge out, and don’t pop your subject into the Bosphorus
until you are quite certan that she deserves 1t This 15 all T
would urge m poor Fatima’s behalf-—absolutely all—not a word
more, by the beard of the Prophet. If she’s guilty, down with
her—heave aver the sack, away with 1t into the Golden Hom,
bubble and squeak, and justice bemng done, give way, men, and
let us pull back to supper

So the Major did not m any way object to Warrmngton’s
continued promenades with Miss Laura, but, hike a benevolent
old gentleman, encouraged m every way the mtimacy of that
couple Were there any exhibitions 1w town? he was for
Warrington conducting her to them If Warrington had pro-
posed to take her to Vauxhall itself, this most complaisant of
men would have seen no harm,—nor would Helen, if Pendennis
the elder had so ruled 1t,—nor would there have been any harm
between two persons ;whose honour was entirely spotless,—
between Warrigtonywho saw mn mtimacy a pure and high-
minded, and artless woman for the first time m his life,—and
Laura, who too for the first time was thrown mto the constant
society of a gentleman of great natural parts and powers of
pleasing; who possessed varied acquirements, enthusiasm, sim-
phety, humour, and that fieshness of mind which his simple
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hife and habits gave him, and which contrasted so much with
Pen’s dandy imndifference of manner and faded sneet. In
Warrington’s very uncouthness there was a refinement, which
the other’s finery lacked. In lus energy, his respect, his desire
to please, his hearty laughter, or sumple confiding pathos, what
a difference to Sultan Pen’s yawning sovereignty and languid
acceptance of homage! What bad made Pen at home such a
dandy and such a despot? The women had spoiled hun, as we
hike them and as they like to do. They had cloyed him with
obedience, and surfeited him with sweet respect and submission,
until he grew weary of the slaves who waited upon him, and
their caresses and cajoleries excited him no more Abroad, he
was brisk and lively, and eager and mmpassioned enough—most
men are, so constituted and so nurtured —Does this, like the
former sentence, run a chance of being misinterpreted, and does
any one dare to suppose that the writer would mcite the women
to revolt? Never, by the whiskers of the Prophet, again he
says. He wears a beard, and he likes his women to be slaves
What man doesn’t? What man would be henpecked, I say.
We will cut off all the heads in Christendom or Turkeydom
rather than that

Well, then, Arthur, being so langwd, and mdifferent, and
careless about the favours bestowed upon him, how came it
that Laura should have such a love and rapturous regard for
hum, that a mere madequate expression of it should have kept
the girl talking all the way from Fawroaks to London, as she
and Helen travelled i the post-chaise? As soon as Helen had
fimshed one story about the dear fellow, and narrated, with a
hundred sobs and ejaculations, and looks up to heaven, some
thnlling mcidents which occurred about the period when the
hero was breeched, Laura began another equally mteresting
and equally ornamented with tears, and told how heroically he
had a tooth out or wouldn’t have it out, or how darmgly he
robbed a bird’s nest, or how magnanmmously he spared it, or
how he gave a shilling to the old woman on the common, or
went without hus bread and butter for the beggar-boy who
came mnto the yard—and so on One to another the sobbing
women sang laments upon their hero, who, my worthy reader
has long smce perceived, 1s no more a hero than either one
of us Bewng as he was, why should a sensible girl be so fond
of huim?

This pomt has been argued before mn a previous unfortunate
sentence (which lutely drew down all the wrath of Ireland upeon
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the writer’s head), and which said that the greatest rascal-cut-
throats have had somebody to be fond of them, and if those
monsters, why not ordinary mortals? And with whom shall a
young lady fall m love but with the person she sees? She 15
not supposed to lose her heart in a dream, like a Princess in the
 Arabian Nights,” orto plight her young affections to the portrait
of a gentleman m the Exhibition, or a sketch i the Illustrated
London News. You have an mstinct within you which mclines
you to attach yourself to some one  You meet Somebody you
hear Somebody constantly praised you walk, or ride, or waltz,
or talk, or sit m the same pew at church with Somebody you
meet agam, and agam, and—°‘ Marriages are made in heaven,”
your dear mamma. says, pmning your orange-flower wreath on,
with her blessed eyes dimmed with tears—and there 1s a wedding
breakfast, and you take off your white satin and retire to your
coach-3nd-four, and you and he are a happy pair —Or, the affar
15 broken off, and then, poor dear wounded heart! why then
you meet Somebody Else, and twme your young affections
round number two It is your natureso to do. Do you suppose
1t 15 all for the man’s sake that you love, and not a bit for your
own? Do you suppose you would drink i you were not thursty,
or eat if you were not hungry?

So then Laura liked Pen because she saw scarcely anybody
else at Fairoaks except Doctor Portman and Captamn Glanders,
and because his mother constantly praised her Arthur, and
because he was gentlemanhke, tolerably good-looking and witty,
and because, above all, it was of her nature to like somebody.
And having once recerved this image mnto her heart, she there
tenderly nursed 1t and clasped it—she there, 1n hus long absences
and her constant solitudes, silently brooded over 1t and fondled
t—and when after this she came to London, and had an oppor-
tumty of becoming rather intimate with Mr George Warrington,
what on earth was to prevent her from thinking him a most
odd, orginal, agreeable, and pleasing person?

A long time afterwards, when these days were over, and Fate
m its own way had disposed of the various persons now assembled
m the dingy bullding mm Lamb Court, perthaps some of them
looked back and thought how happy the time was, and how
pleasant had been their everung talks and little walks and simple
recreations round the sofa of Pen the convalescent. The Major
had a favourable opmion of September in London from that
tunc forward, and declared at his clubs and m sociely that the
dend season m town was often pleasant, doosed pleasant, begad!
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He used to go home to his lodgings in Bury Street of a mght,
wondering that 1t was already so late, and that the evening had
passed away so quickly  He made his appearance at the Temple
pretty constantly m the afternoon, and tugged up the long black
stawrcase with quite a benevolent activity and perseverance
And he made nterest with the chef at Bays’s (that renowned
cook, the supermtendence of whose work upon Gastronomy
compelled the gifted author to stay i the metropolis), to prepare
little jelhes, delicate clear soups, aspics, and other trifles good
for mvalids, which Morgan the valet constantly brought down
to the httle Lamb Court colony. And the permussion to drink
a glass or two of pure sherry bemg accorded to Pen by Dr.
Goodenough, the Major told with almost tears m his eyes how
his noble friend the Marquis of Steyne, passing through London
on his way to the Contment, had ordered any quantity of his
precious, his piiceless Amontillado, that had been a present
from King Ferdmand to the noble Marquis, to be placed at the
disposal of Mr Arthur Pendenmis. The widow and Laura
tasted 1t with respect (though they didn’t in the least like the
bitter flavour), but the mvahd was greatly mvigorated by 1t,
and Warrington pronounced 1t superlatively good, and proposed
the Major’s health m a mock speech after dinner on the first
day when the wine was served, and that of Lord Steyne and the
aristocracy in general

Major Pendenmis returned thanks with the utmost grawnty,
and i a speech i which he used the words *the present
occasion ” at least the proper number of times Pen cheered
with his feeble voice from hus arm-chair Warrington taught
Miss Laura to cry “ Hear! hear!” and tapped the table with
his knuckles Pidgeon the attendant grinned, and honest
Doctor Goodenough found the party so mernly engaged, when
he came 1n to pay his faithful gratuitous visit

Warrington knew Sibwright, who lived below, and that gallant
gentleman, m reply to a letter mforming him of the use to which
his apartments had been put, wrote back the most polite and
flowery letter of acquiescence He placed his chambers at the
service of ther fair occupants, his bed at their disposal, his
carpets at thewr feet. Everybody was kindly disposed towards
the sick man and his family  His heart (and his mother’s too,
as we may fancy) melted within hum at the thought of so much
good feeling and good nature. Let Pen’s biographer be parduned
for alluding to a time not far distant when a somewhat similar
mishap brought him a providential friend, a kind physician, and
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a thousand proofs of a most touchmg and surprising kindness
and sympathy.

Theie was a plano m Mr Sibwright’s chamber (indeed this
gentleman, a lover of »ll the arts, performed himself—and
exceedingly 11l too—upon the mstrument; and had had a song
dedicated to hum—the words by himself, the air by his devoted
friend Leopoldo Twankidillo), and at this music-box, as Mr
Warrington called 1t, Laura, at first with a gieat deal of tremor
and blushing (which became her very much), played and sang,
sometimes of an evemng, sumple airs, and old songs of home
Her voice was a rich contralto, and Warrington, who scarcely
knew one tune from another, and who had but one tune or bray
mn his répertorre,—a most discordant mmitation of * God save
the King,”’—sat rapt m delght listening to these songs. He
could follow themr rhythm if not ther harmony, and he could
watch, with a constant and daily growimng enthusiasm, the pure
and tender and geneious creature who made the music

I wonder how that poor pale little girl n the black bonnet,
who used to stand at the lamp-post in Lamb Court sometimes of
an evemng, looking up to the open windows from which the
music came, liked to hear 11? When Pen’s bed-time came the
songs were hushed. ILights appeared i the upper room /s
room, whither the widow used to conduct him, and then the
Major and Mr Warrington, and sometimes Miss Laura, would
have a game at écarié or backgammon; or she would sit by
working a pair of slippers m worsted—a pawr of gentleman’s
shippers—they might have been for Arthur or for George or for
Major Pendennis: one of those three would have given anything
for the shippers.

Whist such busimess as this was going on withmn, a rather
shabby old gentleman would come and lead away the pale girl
m the black bonnet, who had no right to be abroad in the night
air, and the Temple porters, the few laundresses, and other
amateurs who had been listening to the concert, would also
disappear

Just before ten o’clock there was another musical performance,
namely, that of the chimes of St. Clement’s clock m the Strand,
which played the clear cheerful notes of a psalm, before it
proceeded to ring 1its ten fatal strokes. As they were ringmng,
Laura began to fold up the shippers; Martha from Fawroaks
appeared with a bed-candle, and a constant smile on her face,
the Major said, “ God bless my soul 151t so late® * Warrmgto
and ne left their unfinished game, and got up and shook hands
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with Miss Bell ~Martha from Fairoaks lighted them out of the
passage and down the starr, and, as they descended, they could
hear her bolting and locking “ the sporting door ” after ithem,
upon her young mustress and herself If there had been any
danger, grinning Martha said she would have got down “ that
thar hooky scord which hung up i gantleman’s room,”—mean-
mng the Damaseus scimitar with the name of the Prophet
engraved on the blade and the red velvet scabbard, which
Percy Sibwright, Esquire, brought back from his tour m the
Levant, along with an Albanian dress, and which he wore with
such elegant effect at Lady Mullinger’s fancy ball, Gloucester
Square, Hyde Park. It entangled itself in Miss Kewsey’s train,
who appeared m the dress n which she, with her mamma, had
been presented to their sovereign (the latter by the L—d
Ch-ne-ll-r’s lady), and led to events which have nothing to do
with this history. Is not Miss Kewsey now Mrs. Sibwright?
Has Sibwright not got a county court?—Good-night, Laura
and Fairoaks Martha. Sleep well and wake happy, pure and
gentle lady.

Sometimes after these evemings Warrmgton would walk a
Little way with Major Pendenmis—just a httle way--just as
far as the Temple gate—as the Strand—as Charmng Cross—as
the Club—he was not gomg mto the Club? Well, as far as
Bury Street, where he would laughingly shake hands on the
Major’s own door-step. They had been talking about Laura
all the way. It was wonderful how enthusiastic the Major,
who, as we know, used to dishke her, had grown to be regarding
the young lady.—* Dev’lish fine girl, begad.—Dev’lhsh well-
mannered girl—my sister-im-law has the manners of a duchess,
and would bring up any girl well. Miss Bell’s a Iztile countrified
But the smell of the hawthorn 1s pleasant, demmy. How she
blushes! Your London girls would give many a guinea for a
bouquet like that—natural flowers, begad! And she’s a httle
money too—nothing to speak of—but a pooty lttle bit of
money.” In all which opmions no doubt Mr Warrmgton
agreed; and though he laughed as he shook hands with the
Major, lis face fell as he left his veteran compamion; and he
strode back to chambers, and smoked pipe after pipe long wnto
the mght, and wrote article upon article, more and more savage,
m leu of friend Pen disabled

Well, 1t was a happy time for almost all parties concerned
Pen mended daily. Sleeping and eating were lus constant
occupations His appetite was something frightful. He was
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ashamed of exhubiting it before Laura, and almost before tus
mother, who laughed and applauded him  As the roast chicken
of hus dimner went away he eyed the departing friend vnth sad
longing, and began to long for jelly, or tea, or what not. He was
like an ogre m devonring The Doctor cried stop, but Pen
would not. Nature called out to him more loudly than the
Doctor, and that kind and {riendly physician handed him over
with a very good grace to the other healer

And here let us speak very tenderly and n the strictest con-
fidence of an event which befell lum, and to which he never Liked
anallusion  Durmgisdchrium the ruthless Goodenough ordered
1ce to be put to his head, and all lus lovely hair to be cut It
was done m the time of—of the other nurse, who left every
single hawr of course m a paper for the widow to count and
treasure up. She never believed but that the girl had taken
away some of 1t, but then women are so suspicious upon these
matters

When this direful loss was made visible to Major Pendennis,
as of course 1t was the first time the elder saw the poor young
man’s shorn pate, and when Pen was quite out of danger, and
gamng daily vigour, the Major, with somethmg like blushes
and a queer wink of his eyes, said he knew of a—a person—a
coiffeur, m fact—a good man, whom he would send down to the
Temple, and who would—a—apply—a—a temporary remedy
to that musfortune. -

Laura looked at Warrington with the archest sparkle in her
eyes—Warrington fairly burst out into a boohoo of laughter.
even the widow was obliged to laugh, and the Major erubescent
confounded the impudence of the young folks, and said when he
had hus hair cut he would keep a lock of 1t for Miss Laura

Warrington voted that Pen should wear a barrister’s wig
There was Sibwnght’s down below, which would become hum
hugely. Pen said “Stuff,” and seemed as confused as his
uncle, and the end was that a gentleman from Burlington Arcade
waited next day upon Mr. Pendennis, and had a private interview
with him 1n his bedroom, and a week afterwards the same
mdividual appeared with a box under hus arm, and an meffable
grin of polrteness on his face, and announced that he had brought
’ome Mr. Pendenms’s ’ead of ’air,

It must have been a grand but melancholy sight to see Pen
In the recesses of his apartment, sadly contemplating his ravaged
beauty and the arlificial means of hiding 1ts rum. He appeared
at length m the ’ead of ’air; but Warrington laughed so that
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Pen grew sulky, and went back for hus velvet cap, a neat turhan
which the fondest of mammas had worked for hun  Then Mr.
Warrington and Miss Bell got some flowers off the ladies’
bonnets and made a wreath, with which they decorated the
wig and brought 1t out 1n procession, and did homage hefore 1t
In fact they mndulged mn a hundred sports, jocularities, way -
genies, and petils jeux tnnocens - so that the second and third
floors of Numher 6 Lamb Court, Temple, rang with more
cheerfulness and laughter than had been known m those pre-
cincts for many a long day

At last, after 2bout ten days of thus hife, one eveninyg when
the little spy of the court came out to take her usual post of
observation at the lamp, there was no music from the second-
floor window, there were no lights m the third-storey chambers,
the windows of each were open, and the occupants were gone
Mrs Tlanagan, the laundiess, told Fanny what had happened.
The ladies and all the party had gone to Richmond for change
of ar  The antique travellng chariot was brought out agamn
and cushioned with many pillows for Pen and his mother; and
Miss Laura went in the most affable manner in the ommbus unde:
the guardianship of Mr George Warrington He came back
and took possession of s old bed that might m the vacant and
cheerless chambers, and to his old books and his old pipes, but
not perhaps to his old sleep.

The widow had left a jar full of flowers upon tus table, prettily
arranged, and when he entered they filled the solitary room with
odour They were memonials of the kind, gentle souls who had
gone away, and who had decorated for a little while that loneiy
cheerless place He bad had the happiest days of his whole
Iife, George felt—he knew 1t now they were just gone* he went
and took up the flowers, and put his face to them, smelt them—
perhaps kissed them.  As he put them down, he rubbed his rough
hand across his eyes with a bitter word and laugh  He wonld
have given his whole life and soul to win that prize winch Arthur
rejected Did she wantfame? He would have won 1t for her'—
devotionP-—a great heart full of pent-up tenderness and manly
love and gentleness was there for her, if she might take it But
1t might not be. Fate had ruled otherwise. *“ Even if I could,
the would not have me,” George thought.  What has an ugly,
rough old fellow like me, to make any woman like him? T'm
getting old, and I've made no mark m hfe I’ve nerther good
looks, nor youth, nor money, nor reputation. A man must be
able to do something besides stare at Ler and offer on hus knees
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his uncouth devotion, to make a woman bke him  What can
Ido? Lots of young fellows have passed me in the race—what
they call the prizes of hfe didn’t seem to me worth the trouble
of the struggle. But for zer  If she had been mine and liked a
diamond—ah! shouldn’t she have worn 1t! Psha, what a fool
I am to brag of what I would have done! We are the slaves
of destiny Our lots are shaped for us, and mme 1s ordained
long ago Come, let us have a pipe, and put the smell of these
flowers out of court  Poor little silent flowers! You’ll be dead
to-morrow  What busmess had you to show your red cheeks
mn this dingy place? ”

By his bedside George found a new Bible which the widow
had placed there, with a note mside saymg that she had not seen
the book amongst his collection mn a room where she had spent
a number of hours, and where God had vouchsafed to her prayers
the Life of her son, and that she gave to Arthur’s friend the best
thing she could, and besought him to read m the volume some-
times, and to keep 1t as a token of a grateful mother’s regard and
affection  Poor George mournfully kissed the book as he had
done the flowers, and the morning found him still reading
its awful pages, in which so many stricken hearts, n which so
many tender and faithful souls, have found comfort under
calammty, and refuge and hope m affliction,

CHAPTER LIV
FANNY’S OCCUPATION’S GONE

Goop Helen, ever since her son’s illness, had taken, as we have
seen, entire possession of the young man, of his drawers and
closets and all which they contamned: whether shirts that
wanted buttons, or stockings that required mending, o1 must
1t be owned? letters that lay amongst those articles of raiment,
and which of course 1t was necessary that somebody should
answer during Arthur’s weakened and wmcapable condition
Perhaps Mrs. Pendennis was laudably desirous to have some
explanations about the dreadful Fanny Bolton mystery, re-
garding which she had never breathed a word to her son, though
1t was present m her mmd always, and occasioned her mexpres-
sible anxiety and disquiet. She had caused the brass knocke:
to be screwed off the mner door of the chambers, whereupon
the postman’s startling double rap would, as she justly argued,
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disturb the rest of her patient, and she did not allow um to
see any letter which arnved, whether from bootmakers who
importuned him, or hatters who had a heavy account to niake
up agamnst next Saturday, and would be very much obLged 1f
Mr. Aithuwi Pendennis would have the kindness to seitle, ete.
Of these documents, Pen, who was always frechanded and care-
less, ot course had hus share, and though no great one, one quite
enough to alarm his scrupulous and conscientious mother  She
had some savings: Pen’s magnificent self-denial, and her own
economy, amounting from her great simplicity and avoidance
of show to parsimony almost, had enabled her to put by a little
sum of money, a pait of which she delightedly consecrated to
the paying off of the young gentleman’s obligations At this
price, many a worthy youth and respected reader would hand
over his correspondence to his parents; and perhaps there 15
no greater test of a man’s regularity and easmess of conscience
than his readiness to face the postman. Blessed 1s he who 15
made happy by the sound of a rat-tat! The good are eage: for
it but the naughty tremble at the sound thereof So 1t was
very kind of Mrs. Pendennis doubly to spare Pen the trouble
of hearing and answering letters during his illness.

There could have been nothing i the young man’s chests of
drawers and wardrobes which could be considered as inculpating
him m any way, nor any satisfactory documents regarding the
Fanny Bolton affair found there, for the widow had to ask her
brother-mn-law 1f he knew anything about the odious transaction,
and the dreadful intrigue mn which her son was engaged When
they were at Richmond one day, and Pen with Warrington had
taken a seat on a bench on the terrace, the widow kept Major
Pendennis m consultation, and laid her terrors and perplexities
before hum, such of them at least (for, as 1s the wont of men and
women, she did not make gui/e a clean confession, and I suppose
no spendthrift asked for a schedule of his debts, no lady of
fashion asked by her husband for her dressmaker’s bills, ever
sent 1n the whole of them yet}—such, we say, of her perplexities,
at least, as she chose to confide to her Director for the tume
being

When, then, she asked the Major what course she ought to
pursue, about this dreadful—this horrid affarr, and whether
he knew anything regarding 1t? the old gentleman puckered up
thus face, so that you could not tell whether he was smiling or
not, gave the widow one queer look with his little eyes; cast
them down to the carpet agamn, and said, “ My dear, good
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creature, I don’t know anything about 1t; and I don’t wish
to know anything about 1t, and, as you ask me my opinion, I
think you bad best know nothing about 1t too  Young men
will be youny men, and, begad, my good ma’am, if you thimk
our boy 18 4 fo"'—

“ Pray, spare me this,” Helen broke i, looking very stately

“My dear creature, I did not commence the conversation,
permut me to say,” the Major said, bowing very blandly.

“ I can’t bear to hear such a simm—such a dicadful sin—spoken
of m such a way,” the widow smd, with tears of annoyance
starting trom her eyes. “1 can’t bear to think that my boy
should commit such a crime I wish he had died, almost,
before he had done1t I don’t know how I survive 1t myself, for
it s breaking my heart, Major Pendennis, to think that his
father’s son—my child—whom I remember so good—oh, so
good, and full of honour —should be fallen so dreadfully low,
as to—as to "'——

“ As to flurt, with a hittle grisette, my dear cieature? » said the
Major. ‘““Egad, o all the mothers in England were 10 break
their hearts because—Nay, nay; upon my word and honour,
now, don’t agitate yowself, don’t ery. I can’t bear to see a
woman’s tears—I never could—never But how do we know
that anything serious has happened? Has Arthur said any-
thing?”

“ His silence confirms 1t,” sobbed Mrs Pendennis, behind her
pocket-handkerchief

“Not at all. Theie are subjects, my dear, about which a
young fellow cannot surely talk to his mamma,” msmnuated the
brother-n-law

“ She has written to him,” cried the lady, behind the cambric.

 What, belore he was 1ll. Nothing more likely.”

‘ No, since,” the mourner with the bairste mask gasped out;
“ not before, that is, I don't think so—that 15, I "'~——

* Only smnce, and you have—yes, I understand I suppose
when he was too 1ll to read his own correspondence, you took
charge of it, did you? ”

‘I am the most unhappy mother m the world,” ci1ed out the
unfortunate Helen

“ The most unhappy mother m the world, because your son 1s
a man and not a hermit! Have a care, my dear sister, If you
have suppiessed any letters to him, you may have done yourself
& great wjury; and, if I know anything of Arthur’s spirit,
may cause a chfference between him and you, which you'll
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rue all your life—a difference that's a dev’lish deal more un
poitant, my good madam, than the httle—Ulttle— trumpery
cause which ongmated 1t »

“ There was only one letter,” broke out Helen,—“only a
very hittle one—only a few words Here 1t 1s—oh—how car
you, how can you speak so? ”

When the good soul said “ only a very httle one,” the Major
could not speak at all, so mclined was he to laugh, 1 spite of
the agonies of the peor soul before im, and for whom he had a
hearty pity and liking too. But each was looking at the matter
with his or her pecubar eyes and view of morals, and the Major’s
morals, as the reader knows, were not those of an ascetic

“7T recommend you,” he gravely contmued, “ if you can, to
seal 1t up—those letters amn’t unfrequently sealed with wafers—
and to put it amongst Pen’s other letters, and let im have
them when he calls for them. Or if we can’t seal 1t, we mistook
it for a bill

“1 can’t tell my son a lie,” said the widow. I{ had been put
silently mto the letter-box two days previous to thewr departure
from the Temple, and had been brought to Mrs Pendenms by
Martha She had never seen Fanny’s handwriting, of course;
but when the letter was put into her hands, she knew the author
at once. She had been on the watch for that letter every day
since Pen had been 1ll.  She had opened some of his other letters
because she wanted to get at that one. She had the hornd paper
poisoning her bag at that moment She took i1t out and offered
it to her biother-mn-law.

“ Arthur Pendennis, Esq )’ he read, m a timid hittle sprawling
handwriting, and with a sneer on hus face. “ No, my dear, 1
won't read any more  But you, who have read 1t, may tell me
what the letter contams—only prayers for his health in bad
speling, you say—and a deswre to see him? Well, there’s ng
harm in that And as you ask me,”——here the Major began to
look a little queer for his own part, and put on hus demuze look—
“ as you ask me, my dear, for mformation, why, I don’t mind
telling you that—ah—that-——Morgan, my man, has made some
mguiries regardng this afteir, and that—my friend Doctor
Goodenough also looked mto 1t—and 1t appears that this person
was greatly smitten with Arthur, that he paid for her and took
her to Vauxhall Gardens, as Morgan heard {tom an old acquamt-
ance of Pen’s and ours, an Irsh gentleman, who was very nearly
once having the honour of bemg the—from an Inshman, m
fact ;—that the gul’s father, a violent man of intoxicated habts,
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has beaten her mother, who persists in declaring her daughter’s
entire mnocence to her husband on the one hand, while on the
other she told Goodenough that Arthur had acted like a brute
to her child. And so you see the story remains mn a mystery
Wil you have 1t cleared up? I have but to ask Pen, and he
will tell me at once—he 1s as honourable a man as ever
lived ”

“ Honourable!” said the widow, with bitter scorn. “ Oh,
brother, what 1s this you call honour?  If my boy has been guilty,
he must marry her. I would go down on my knees and pray
hum to do so ”’

“ Good God! are you mad? ” screamed out the Major; and
remembering former passages n Arthur’s history and Helen’s,
the truth came across his mind that, were Helen to make this
prayer to her son, he would marry the girl he was wild enough
and obstinate enough to commit any folly when a woman he
loved was mn the case. My dear sister, have you lost your
senses? ”’ he continued (after an agitated pause, during which
the above dreary reflection crossed him); and in a softened tone,
“ What nght have we to suppose that anything has passed
between ilus girl and him? Let’s see the letter. Her heart 1s
breakmng, pray, pray, write to me—home unhappy-—unkind
father—your nurse—poor little Fanny—spelt, as you say, m a
manner to outrage all sense of decorum. But, good heavens!
my dear, what 1s there mn this? only that the hittle devil 1s making
love to hum still  Why, she didn’t come mto his chambers until
he was so delirious that he didn’t know her. What-d’ye-~call-
’em, Flanagan, the laundress, told Morgan, my man, so. She
came n company of an old fellow, an old Mr Bows, who came
most kindly down to Stillbrook and brought me away—by the
way, I lett him 1n the cab, and never paid the fare, and dev’lish
kmd 1t was of him  No, there’s nothing i the story.”

“Do you think so? Thank Heaven—thank God!” Helen
cried Tl take the letter to Arthur and ask lum now, ILook
at bim there. He's on the terrace with Mr. Warrington, They
are talkmg to some children My boy was always fond of
children. He’s mnocent, thank God — thank God! Let me
go to him.”

0ld Pendennis had his own opmion. When he briskly took
the not gmlty side of the case, but a moment before, very hikely
the old gentleman had a different view from that which he chose
to advocate, and judged of Arthur by what he hunself would
bave done, If she goes to Arthur, and he speaks the truth, as
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the rascal will, 1t spoils all, he thought  And he tried one more
effort.

“My dear, good soul,” he said, takimng Helen’s hand and
kissing 1t, *“ as your son has not acquamted you with this affair,
think if you have any right to examme it. As you beheve
him to be a man of honour, what right have you to doubt his
honour m this mstance? Who 1s his accuser? An anony-
mous scoundrel who has brought no specific charge agamst him
If there were any such, wouldn’t the girl’s parents have come
forward? He 1s not called upon to rebut, nor you to entertain,
an anonymous accusation, and as for believing him guilty
because a girl of that rank happened to be in his rooms acting
as nurse to him, begad you might as well msist upon his marrymg
that dem’d old Irish gin-drmkmg laundress, Mrs, Flanagan ”

The widow burst out laughing through her tears—the victory
was gamed by the old general

“ Marry Mrs, Flanagan, by Gad,” he continued, tapping her
slender hand. “No. The boy has told you nothmng about it,
and you know nothing aboutit  The boy 1s mnocent—of course
And what, my good soul, 15 the course for us to pursoo? Suppose
he 1s attached to thus girl—don’t look sad agam, it’s merely a
supposition—and begad a young fellow may have an attach-
ment, mayn’t he P—directly he gets well he will be at her agam ”

“ He must come home! We must go off dwrectly to Faircaks,”
the widow cried out.

“My good creature, he'll bore himself to death at Fairoaks.
He'll have nothing to do but to think about his passion there,
There’s no place m the world for making a hittle passion into
a big one, and where a fellow feeds on his own thoughts, like a
lonely country house where there’s nothing to do  We must
occupy him, amuse him  we must take him abroad* he’s never
been abroad except to Paris for a lark  We must travel a Iittle
He must have a nurse with him, to take great care of hun, for
Goodenough says he had a dev’bsh narrow squeak of it {don’t
look frightened), and so you must come and watch: and I
suppose you'll take Miss Bell, and I should like to ask War-
rmgton to come. Arthur’s dev’lish fond of Warrmgton. He
can’t do without Warrington ~Warrmgton's family 1s one of
the oldest m England, and he 1s one of the best young fellows
I ever met in my life. T Like him exceedmgly.”

“Does Mr Warrmngton know anything about this—this
affair? ” asked Helen “ He had been away, I know, for two
months before 1t happened; Pen wrote me so0.”
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“ Not a word—I—TI've asked him about 1t. I've pumped
bhun  He never heard of the transaction, never, T pledge you
my word,” cried out the Major, n some alarm * And, my
dear, I think you had much best not talk to him about 1t—
much best not—of course not: the subject 1s most delicate and
painful

The simple widow took her brother’s hand and pressed it
‘ Thank you, brother,” she said  ““ You have been very, very
kind to me. VYou have given me a great deal of comfort I'li
go to my room, and think of what you have said  This illness
and these—these emotions—have agitated me a great deal,
and I'm not very strong, you know But I'll go and thank
God that my boy s mnpocent. He zs innocent Isn’t he,
s

“ Yes, my dearest creature, yes,” said the old fellow, kissing
her affectionatcly, and qurte oveicome by her tenderness. . He
looked aiter her as she retreated, with a fondness which was
rendered more piquant, as 1t were, by the mixture of a certam
scorn which accompamed 1t “Innocent!” he said, “I’'d
swear, till I was black 1 the face, he was mnocent, rather than
gie that good soul pam ” .

Having achieved this victory, the fatigued and happy warrior
laad hunself down on the sofa, and put his yellow silk. pocket-
handkerchief over his face, and mmdulged m a snug Iittle nap,
of whicn the dreams, no doubt, were very pleasant, as he snoted
with refreshing regulanty. The young men sate, meanwhile,
dawdhng away the sunshiny hours on the terrace, very happy,
and Pen, at least, very talkative. He was narrating to War-
rington & plan for a new novel, and a new tragedy. Warrington
laughed at the 1dea of hus writing a tragedy. By Jove, he would
show that he could; and he began to spout some of the lnes of
his play.

The little solo on the wind mstrument which the Major was
performmg was mterrupted by the entrance of Miss Bell. She
had been on a visit to her old friend, Lady Rockmmster, who
had taken a summer villa i the neighbourhood, and who,
hearing of Arthur’s illness, and his mother’s arrival at Richmond,
had visited the latter, and, for the benefit of the former, whom
she didn’t ke, had been prodigal of grapes, partridges, and
other attentions. For Laura the old lady had a great fondness,
and longed that she should come and stay with her; but Laura
could not leave her mother at this juncture. Worn out by
constant watching over Arthur’s health, Helen’s own had
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suffered very considerably ; and Doctor Goodenough had
had reason to prescribe for her as well as for his younger
patient

Old Pendennis started up on the entrance of the young lady.
His slumbers were easily broken. He made her a gallant
speech—he had been full of gallantry towaids her of late.
Where had she been gathering those roses which she wore on
her cheeks? How happy he was to be disturbed out of his
dreams by such a charming reality! Laura had plenty of
humour and honesty, and these two caused her to have on her
side somethmng very like a contemipt for the old gentleman
It debghted her to draw out his worldhiness, and to make the
old Zabitué of clubs and drawmng-rooms tell his twaddhng tales
about great folks, and expound his views of morals

Not mn this instance, however, was she disposed to be satirical.
She had been to drive with Lady Rockminster m the Park, she
said; and she had brought home game for Pen, and flowers for
mamma, She looked very grave about mamma. She had just
been with Mrs Pendenmis Helen was very much worn, and
she feared she was very, very i Her large eyes filled with
tender marks of the sympathy which she felt m her beloved
fnend’s condition. She was alarmed about her Could not
that good—that dear Doctor Goodenough—cure her/

‘ Arthur’s 1illness, and other mental anxiety,” the Major
slowly said, “ had, no doubt, shaken Helea ” A buinmng blush
upon the girl’s face showed that she understood the old man’s
allusion. But she looked him full mn the face and made no
reply. * He mighthave spared me that,” she thought  “ What
1s he aiming at in recalling that shame to me? ”

That he had an amm m view is very possible. The old
diplomatist seldom spoke without some such end Doctor
Goodenough had talked to him, he said, about thew dear
friend’s health, and she wanted rest and change of scene—yes,
change of scene. Pamful circumstances which had occurred
must be forgotten and never alluded to; he begged pardon for
even hinting at them to Miss Bell—he never should do so agam
—nor, he was sure, would she. Everything must be done to
soothe and comfort their friend, and his proposal was that they
should go abioad for ihe autumn to a watermg-place m the
Rhine neighbourhood, where Helen might rally her exhausted
spuits, and Arthur try and become a new man. Of course.
Laura would not forsake her mother?

Of course not. It was about Helen, and Helen only—that 1,

11— p 426
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about Arthur too for her sake—that Laura was anxious. She
would go abroad or anywhere with Helen

And Helen having thought the matter over for an hour m
her room, had by that time grown to be as anxious for the tour
as any schoolboy, who has been reading a book of voyages, 15
eager to go to sea  Whither should they go? the farther the
better—to some place so remote that even recollection could not
follow them thither so dehghtful that Pen should never want
to leave it—anywhere so that he could be happy  She opened
her desk with trembling fingers and took out her banker’s book,
and counted up her little savings. If more was wanted, she
had the diamond cross. She would borrow from Laura agam,
“Let us go—let us go,” she thought; *directly he can bear
the journey let us go away Come, kind Doctor Goodenough—
come quick, and give us leave to quit England ”

The good Doctor drove over to dme with them that very day
“ If you agitate yourself so,” he said to her, “ and if your heart
beats so, and 1f you persist in being so anxious about a young
gentleman who 15 getting well as fast as he can, we shall have
you laid up, and Miss Laura to watch you, and then it will be
her turn to be 1ll, and I should like to know how the deuce a
doctor 15 to live who 15 obliged to come and attend you all for
nothing? Mrs. Goodenough 1s already jealous of you, and says,
with perfect justice, that T fall mn love with my patients. And
you must please to get out of the country as soon as ever you
can, that I may have a httle peace m my family,”

When the plan of going abroad was proposed to Arthur, it was
recerved by that gentleman with the greatest alacrity and
enthusiasm  He longed to be off at once. He let his mustachios
grow from that very moment, in order, I suppose, that he might
get his mouth into traming for a perfect French and German
pronunciation; and he was seriously disquieted i his mmd
because the mustachios, when they came, were of a decidedly
red colour. He had looked forward to an autumn at Fairoaks,
and perhaps the 1dea of passing two or three months there did not
amuse the young man  ““ There 1s not a soul to speak Lo in the
place,” he said to Warrmgton “I can’t stand old Portman’s
sermons, and pompous after-dinner conversation I know all
old Glanders’s stories about the Penmsular war, The Claver-
mngs are the only Christian people m the neighbourhood, and
they are not to be at home before Christmas, my uncle says:
besides, Warrington, I want to go out of the country. Whalst
you were away, confound 1t, I had a temptation, from which T am
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very thankful to have escaped, and which I count that even my
dlness came very luckidly to put an end to” And here he
narrated to lus friend the circumstances of the Vauxhall affair,
with which the 1eader 15 already acquaimnted

Warrington looked very grave when he heard this story
Putting the moral delinquency out of the question, he was
extremely glad for Arthur’s sake that the latter had escaped from
a danger which might have made his whole hife wretched;
“which certamly,” said Wairington, “ would have occasioned
the wretchedness and rum of the other party. And your mother
and—and your friends—what a pamn 1t would have been to
them!” urged Pen’s companion, little knowing what grief and
annoyance these good people had already suffered

“Not a word to my mother!” Pen cried out, m a state of
great alarm. ‘‘ She would never get over it An esclandre of
that sort would kill her, I do believe And,” he added, with &
knowmg air, and as 1if, like a young rascal of a Lovelace, he had
been engaged in what are called affawres de ceenr all his life, © the
best way, when a danger of that sort menaces, 1s not to face 1,
but to turn one’s back on 1t and run ¥

‘“ And were you very much smitten? ” Warrington asked

“Hm!” said Lovelace * She dropped her h’s, but she was
a dear little girl ”

O Clanssas of this life, O you poor hittle ignorant vain {oohsh
mardens! if you did but know the way i which the Lovelaces
speak of you: if you could but hear Jack talking to Tom across
the coffee-room of a club, or see Ned taking your poor little
letters out of his cigar-case, and handing them over to Charley,
and Billy, and Harry across the mess-room table, you would
not be so eager to write, o1 so ready to histen! There’s a sort
of crime which 1s not complete unless the lucky rogue hoasts of 1t
afterwards, and the man who betrays your honour i the first
place, 1s pretty sure, remember that, to betray your seciet too.

“It’s hard to fight, and 1t’s easy to fall,”” Warrington said
gloomily. “ And as you say, Pendenms, when a danger like
this 1s unminent, the best way is to turn your back on it and
mn 33

After this little discourse upon a subject about which Pen
would have talked a great deal more eloquently a month back,
the conversation reverted to the plans for going abroad, and
Arthur eagerly pressed his friend to be of the parlty. Warrington
was a part of the family—a part of the cure Arthw said he
should not have half the pleasure without Warrington.
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But George said No, he couldn’t go  He must stop at home
and take Pen’s place. The other remarked that that v rs need-
less, for Shandon was now come back to London, and Arthur
was entitled to a hohday.

“Pon’t press me,” Warrington said, “I can’t go. T've
particular engagements. T'm best at home. I've not got the
money to travel, that’s the long and short of 1t—for travelling
costs money, you know.”

Thus hitle obstacle seemed fatal to Pen He mentioned 1t to
his mother Mrs Pendennis was very sorry, Mr Warriagton
had been exceedingly kind, but she supposed he knew best
about his affairs  And then, no doubt, she reproached herself
tor selfishness m wishing to carry the boy off and have him to
herself altogether.

“ What 15 this T hear from Pen, my dear Mr., Warnington?
the Major asked one day, when the pair were alone, and after
Warrington’s objection had been stated to hum  “ Not go with
us? We can’t hear of such a thing—Pen won’t get well without
you I promise you, I'm not gomg to be hi> nurse  He must
have somebody with him that’s stronger and gayer and better
able to amuse him than a rheumatic old fogy Iike me I shall
go to Carlsbad very likely, when [’ve seen you people settle
down. Travelling costs nothing now-a-days—or so little! And
—and pray, Warrington, I remember that I was your father’s
very old friend, and if you and your brother are not on such
terms as to enable you to—to anticipate your younger brother’s
allowance, I beg you to make me your banker, for hasn’t Pen
been getting nto your debi these three weeks past, during
which you have been doing what he imnforms me is his work,
with such exemplary talent and gemwus, begad? ”

Still, m spite of this kind offer and unheard-of generosity on
the part of the Major, George Warrington refused, and said he
would stay at home But 1t was with a faltering voice and an
wrresolute accent which showed how much he would like to go,
though his tongue persisied n saymg nay.

But the Major’s perseverng benevolence was not to be balked
m this way At the tea-table that evening, Helen happening
to be absent from the room for the moment, looking for Pen,
who had gone to roost, old Pendennis returned to the charge,
and rated Warrington for refusing to jomm m therr excursion.
“Isn’t it ungallant, Miss Bell? ” he said, turning to that young
lady. *Isn’t it unfriendly? Here we have been the happiest
party in the world, and this odious selfish creature breaks it upt”
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Miss Bell's long eyelashes looked down towards her teacup:
and Warrngton blushed hugely, but did not speak. Nerther
did Miss Bell speak but when he blushed she blushed too.

“ You ask him to come, my dear,” said the benevolent old
gentleman, “ and then perhaps he will listen to you ”——-

“ Why should Mr. Warrington histen to me? * asked the young
lady, putting the query to her teaspoon seemungly, and not to
the Major

 Ask hum; you have not asked hum,” said Pen’s artless uncle.

“ I should be very glad indeed 1f Mr, Warrington would come,”
rematked Laura to the teaspoon

“ Would you? ” said George.

She looked up and said “ Yes” Their eyes met. “1 will
go anywhere you ask me, or do anything,” said George, slowly,
and forcing out the words as if they gave him pamn

Old Pendenms was dehighted, the affectionate old creature
clapped his hands and cried “ Bravo! brave! 1t’s a bargain—
a bargamn, begad! Shake hands on 1, young people!” And
Laura, with a look full of tender brightness, put out her hand
te Warrington. He took hers, lus face mmdicated a strange
agitation He seemed to be about to speak, when from Pen’s
neighbouring room Helen eutered, lookmng at them as the candle
which she held hghted her pale frightened face.

Laura blushed mote red than ever, and withdrew her hand.

“ What 1s 1t? ” Helen asked.

“It’s a bargain we have been making, my dear creature,”
saxd the Major, in hus most caressing voice. “ We have just
bou’nd over Mr Warrmgton 1n a promise to come abioad with
us.’

“ Indeed!” Helen said.

CHAPTER LV
IN WHICK FANNY ENGAGES A NEW MEDICAL MAN

Courp Helen have suspected that, with Pen’s returnmg strength,
his unhappy partiality for httle Fanny would also reawaken?
Though she never spoke a word regarding that young person,
after her conversation with the Major, and though, to all appear-
ance she utterly ignored Fanny’s existence, yet Mrs Pendenmus
kept a particularly close watch upon all Master Arthui’s actions;
on the plea of ill-health, would scarcely let tnm out of her sight;
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and was especially anxious that he should be spared the trouble
of all correspondence, for the present at least. Very likely
Arthur looked at hus own letters with some tremor, very likely,
as he recerved them at the farmly table, feelng his mother’s
watch upon him (though the good soul’s eye seemed fixed upon
her teacup or her book), he expected daily to see a little hand-
writing, which he would have known, though he had never seen
1t yet, and his heart beat as he received the letters to his address
Was he more pleased or annoyed, that, day after day, his
expectations were not realised, and was his mind relieved, that
there came no letter from Fanny? Though, no doubt, in these
matters, when Lovelace 1s tired of Clarnssa (or the contrary), it 1s
best for both parties to break at once, and each, after the
failure of the attempt at union, to go his own way, and pursue
his course through hife solitary, yet our self-love, or our pity,
or our sense of decency, does not like that sudden bankruptcy.
Before we announce to the world that cur firm of Lovelace and
Co. can’t meet its engagements, we try to make compromises,
we have mournful meetings of partners: we delay the putting
up of the shutters, and the dreary announcement of the failure
It must come: but we pawn our jewels to keep things gomng a
little longer. On the whole, I dare say, Pen was rather annoyed
that he bad no remonstrances from Fanny. What! could she
part from him, and never so much as once look round? could
she sk, and never once hold a little hand out, or cry * Help,
Arthur!” Well, well: they don’t all go down who venture on
that voyage Some few drown when the vessel founders, but
most are only ducked, and scramble to shore. And the reader’s
experience of A Pendennus, Esquire, of the Upper Temple, will
enable him to state whether that gentleman belonged to the
class of persons who were likely to sink or to swim

Though Pen was as yet too weak to walk half-a-mile, and
might not, on account of his precious health, be trusted to take
& dnive n a carriage by himself, and without a nurse in atten-
dance, yet Helen could not keep watch over Mr Warrington
too, and had no authority to prevent that gentleman from going
to London, if business called hum thither. Indeed, if he had
gone and stayed, perhaps the widow, from reasons of her own,
would have been glad; but she checked these selfish wishes as
soon as she ascertamed or owned them; and, remembermng
Warrington’s great regard and services, and constant friendship
for her boy, recerved him as a member of her family almost, with
her usual melancholy kindness, and submissive acquiescence.
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Yet somehow, one morning when his affairs called hum to town,
she divined what Warrington’s errand was, and that he was gone
to London to get news about Fanny for Pen

Indeed, Arthur had had some talk with lus friend, and told
him more at large what his adventures had been with Fanny
(adventures which the reader knows already), and what were
his feelings respecting her He was very thankful that he had
escaped the great danger, to which Warrington said Amen
heartily, that he had no great fault wherewith to reproach
humsell m regard of his behawiour to her, but that if they
parted as they must, he would be glad to say a God bless her,
and to hope that she would remember him kindly. In his dis-
course with Warrington he spoke upon these matters with so
much gravity, and so much emotion, that George, who had pro-
nounced himself most strongly for the separation too, began to
fear that his friend was not so well cured as he boasted of bemng,
and that, if the two were to come together agam, all the danger
and the temptation might have to be fought once more And
with what result? “It is hard to struggle, Arthur, and 1t 1s
easy to fall,” Warrington said* “and the best courage for us
poor wretches 1s to fly from danger. I would not have been
what I am now, had I practised what I preach.”

“ And what did you practise, George? ” Pen asked eagerly.
“T knew there was something  Tell us about 1t, Warrington ”

“ There was something that can’t be mended, and that
shattered my whole fortunes early,” Warrington answered I
said I would tell you about 1t some day, Pen, and will, but not
now Take the moral without the fable now, Pen, my boy,
and if you want to see a man whose whole life has been wrecked
by an unlucky rock agamst which he struck as a boy—here he
15, Arthur, and so I warn you.”

We have shown how Mr Huxter, m writing home to his
Clavering friends, mentioned that there was a fashionable club
m London of which he was an attendant, and that he was there
mn the habit of meeting an Insh officer of distinction, who,
amongst other news, had given that mtelligence regarding
Pendennis which the young surgeon had transmitted to Claver-
mg. This club was no other than the Back Kitchen, where the
disciple of Sant Bartholomew was accustomed to meet the
General, the peculiarities of whose brogue, appearance, disposi-
tion, and general conversation, greatly diverted many young
gentlemen who used the Back Kitchen as a place of mightly
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ontertamment and refreshment Huxter, who had a fne
natural genms for mumicking everything, whether 1t was a
favourite tragic or comic actor, a cock on a dunghill, a corkscrew
gomg mnto a bottle and a cork issuing thence, o1 an Irish officer
of genteel connections who offered himself as an object of
aritation with only too much 1eadiness, talked his talk, and
twanged his poor old long-bow whenever drink, a hearer, and an
opportunity occurred, studied our friend the General with
pecubar gusto, and drew the honest fellow out many a mght
A bait, consisting of sixpennyworth of biandy and water, the
worthy old man was sure to swallow and under the mfluence of
this liquor, who was more happy than he to tell his stories of
his daughter’s triumphs and his own, 1 love, war, drink, and
polite society? Thus Huxter was enabled to present to his
friends many pictures of Costigan fighting a jewel m the Phaymix
—of Costigan and his interview with the Juke of York—of
Costigan at hus sonunlaw’s teeble, surrounded by the nobilitee
of his countree—of Costigan when crymng drunk, at which time
he was m the habit of confidentially lamenting his daughter’s
mgratichewd, and stating that his grey hairs were hastening to
a praymachure greeve And thus our friend was the means
of bringing a number of young fellows to the Back Kitchen, who
consumed the landlord’s liquors whalst thev relished the General’s
pecuhbarities, so that mme host pardoned many of the latter’s
foibles, i consideration of the good which they brought to hus
house Not the highest position in Iife was this certamly, or one
whach, if we had a reverence for an old man, we would be anxious
that he should occupy but of this aged buffoen 1t may be
mentioned that he had no particular dea that his condition of
life was not a lugh one, and that mn his whiskied blood there was
not a black drop, nor i his muddled bramns a bitter feeling
agamst any mortal bemg Even s child, his cruel Emuly, he
would have taken to his heart and forgiven with tears, and
what more can one say of the Christian charity of a man than
that he 15 actually ready to forgive those who have done him
every kindness, and with whom he 1s wrong mn a dispute?

There was sorae 1dea amongst the young men who frequented
the Back Kitchen, and made themselves merry with the society
of Captam Costigan, that the Captamn made a mystery regard-
g his lodgings for fear of duns, or from a deswe of privacy, and
lived m some wonderful place. Nor would the landlord of the
premises, when questioned upon this subject, answer any
mquiries; s maxim bemg that he only knew gentlemen who
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frequented that room, sn that room, that when they quitted
that room, having paid their scores as gentlemen, and behaved
as gentlemen, his commumcation with them ceased, and that,
as a gentleman lumself, he thought it was only impertinent
curiosity to ask where any other gentleman hved. Costigan,
m s most mtoxicated and confidential moments, also evaded
any replies to questions or hints addressed to um on this sub-
ject; there was no particular secret about 1t, as we have seen,
who have had more than once the honour of entering his apart-
ments, but 1n the viassitudes of a long life he had been pretty
often 1 the habit of residing m houses where prvacy was
necessary to his comfort, and where the appearance of some
visitors would have brought him anything but pleasure. Hence
all sorts of legends were formed by wags or credulous persons
respecting his place of abode. It was stated that he slept
habitually in a watch-box m the City; m a cab at a mews,
where a cab proprietor gave him a shelter; m the Duke of
York’s column, etc, the wildest of these theories bemng put
abroad by the facetious and imagmative Huxter For Huxey,
when not silenced by the company of ““ swells,” and when m the
society of his own friends, was a very different fellow to the
youth whom we have seen cowed by Pen’s impertinent ais, and,
adored by his family at home, was the hfe and soul of the circle
whom he met, erther round the festive board or the dissecting-
table.

On one brilhant September morning, as Huxter was regaling
himself with a cup of coffee at a stall m Covent Garden, having
spent a dehcious night dancing at Vauxhall, he spied the
General reeling down Henrietta Street, with a crowd of hooting
blackguard boys at his heels, who had lefi ther beds under the
arches of the river betimes, and were prowlng about already
for breakfast, and the strange livelihood of the day The poor
old General was not m that condition when the sneers and
1okes of these young beggars had much effect upon him: the cab-
men and watermen at the cabstand knew him, and passed thewr
comments upon him- the policemen gazed afier tum, and
warned the boys off him, with looks of scorn and pity: what did
the scorn and pity of men, the jokes of ribald children, matter
to the General? He reeled along the street with glazed eyes,
having just sense enough to know whither he was bound, and
to pursue his accustomed beat homewards He went to bed not
knowimg how he had reached 1t, as often as any man m London.
He woke and found himself there, and asked no questions: and
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he was tackmng about on this daily though perilous voyage,
when, from his station at the coffee-stall, Huxter spied him
To note his friend, to pay his twopence (ndeed, he had but
eightpence left, or he would have had a cab from Vauxhall to
take him home), was with the eager Huxter the work of an
mstant—Costigan dived down the alleys by Drury Lane Theatre,
where gin-shops, oyster-shops, and theatrical wardrobes abound,
the proprietors of which were now asleep behind their shutters,
as the pmk morning highted up their chimneys; and through
these courts Huxter followed the General, until he reached
Oldcastle Street, 1n which 1s the gate of Shepherd’s Inn

Here, just as he was within sight of home, a luckless shee of
orange-peel came between the General’s heel and the pavement,
and caused the poor old fellow to fall backwards.

Huxter ran up to him mstantly, and after a pause, during
which the veteran, giddy with hus fall and his previous whisky,
gathered, as he best might, his dizzy bramns together, the young
surgeon hfted vp the limpmg General, and very kindly and
good-naturedly offered to conduct him to tus home. For some
time, and m reply to the queries which the student of medicine
put to him, the muzzy General refused to say where his lodgings
were, and declared that they were hard by, and that he could
reach them without difficulty; and he disengaged himself from
Huxter’s arm, and made a rush, as if to get to his own home,
unattended but he reeled and lurched so that the young
surgeon msisted upon accompanymg him, and, with many
soothing expressions and cheering and consolatory phrases,
succecded mn getting the General’s dirty old hand under what he
called his own fin, and led the old fellow, moaning piteously,
across the street  He stopped when he came to the ancient gate
ornamented with the armorial bearings of the venerable Shep-
herd “ Here ’t1s,” said he, drawmg up at the portal, and he
made a successful pull at the gate-bell, which presently brought
out old Mr. Bolton, the porter, scowhng fiercely, and grumbling
as he was used to do every morning when 1t became his turn to
let m that early bird.

Costigan tried to hold Bolton for a moment m genteel con-
versation, but the other surlily would not. “ Don’t bother me,”
he said; “ go to your hown bed, Capting, and don’t keep honest
men out of theirs ¥ So the Captamn tacked across the square
and reached his own stawrcase, up which he stumbled, with the
worthy Huxter at his heels Costigan had a key of his own,
which Huxter mserted into the keyhole for him, so that there
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was no need to call up little Mr Bows from the sleep mto which
the old musician had not long since fallen, and Huxter having
aided to disrobe his tipsy patient, and ascertamed that no bones
were broken, helped him to bed, and applied compresses and
water to one of his knees and shins, which, with the pair of
trousers which encased them, Costigan had severely torn 1n his
fall. At the General’s age, and with his habit of body, such
wounds as he had nflicted on himself are slow to heal a good
deal of inflammation ensued,and the old fellow lay 1ll for some
days suffermg both pam and fever

Mr Huxter undertook the case of hus mteresting patient with
great confidence and alacrity, and conducted it with becoming
skill  He visited hus friend day after day, and consoled him with
lively rattle and conversation for the absence of the society
which Costigan needed, and of which he was an ornament, and
he gave special mstructions to the mnvalid’s nurse about the
quantity of whisky which the patient was to take—instructions
which, as the poor old fellow could not for many days get out of
his bed or sofa himself, he could not by any means mfrmnge.
Bows, Mrs Bolton, and our hittle friend Fanny, when able to do
s0, officiated at the General's bedside, and the old warrior was
made as comfortable as possible under his calamity.

Thus Huxter, whose affable manners and social turn made
him quickly mtimate with persons m whose society he fell,
became pretty soon mtimate m Shepherd’s Inn, both with our
acquamntances i the gairets and those n the porter’s lodge.
He thought he had seen Fanny somewhere: he felt certamn that
he had, but it 1s no wonder that he should not accurately
remember her, for the poor hittle thing never chose to tell him
where she had met hum. he himself had seen her at a period
when his own views both of persons and of nght and wrong
were clouded by the excitement of drinking and dancing, and
also little Fanny was very much changed and worn by the fever
and agitation, and passion and despair, which the past three
weeks had poured upon the head of that httle victim  Borne
down was the head now, and very pale and wan the face, and
many and many a tume the sad eyes had looked mto the post-
man’s, as he came to the Inn, and the sickened heart had sunk
as he passed away. When Mr Costigan’s accident occurred,
Fanny was rather glad to have an opportunity of bewng useful
and domng something kind—something that would make her
forget her own little sorrows perhaps: she felt she bore them
better whilst she did her duty, though I dare say many = tear
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dropped mto the old Imshman’s gruel Ah, me! str the gruel
well, and have courage, Little Fanny! If everybody who has
suffered from your complamt were to die of 1t straightway,
what a fine year the undertakers would have!

Whether from compassion for lus only patient, or delight m
hus society, Mr Huxter found now oceasion to visit Costigan twa
or three times m the day at least, and if any of the members
of the porter’s lodge {family were not m attendance on the
Geneiral, the young doctor was suie to have some particula
directions to address to them at thewr own place of habitation
He was a kind fellow; he made or purchased toys for the
children, he brought them apples and brandy-balls; he brought
a mask and fuightened them with 1t, and caused a smile upon
the facc of pale Fanny He called Mrs Bolton Mrs. B, and
was very wmtimate, famihar, and facetious with that lady,
qute different from that “’aughty, ’artless beast,” as Mrs,
Bolton now denomiated a certamn young gentleman of our
acquaintance, and whom she now vowed she never could
abear

It was from this lady, who was very free in her conversation,
that Huxter presently learnt what was the illness which was
evidently preying upon little Fan, and what had been Pen’s
behaviour regarding her. Mrs Bolton’s account of the transac-
tion was not, 1t may be imagined, entirely an impartial narra-
tive  One would have thought from her story that the young
gentleman had employed a course of the most persevering and
flagitious artifices to win the girl’s heart, had broken the most
solemn promuses made to her, and was a wietch to be hated
and chastised by every champion of woman. Huxter, i his
present frame of mind respecting Arthur, and suflering under
the latter’s contumely, was ready, of course, to take all for
granted that was said m the disfavour of this unfortunate con-
valescent. But why did he not write home to Clavering, as he
had done previously, giving an account of Pen’s misconduct,
and of the particulars regardmng 1t, which had now come to huis
knowledge? He once, n a letter to his brother-in-law, an-
nounced that that #ice young man, Mr. Pendenms, had escaped
narrowly from a fever, and that no doubt all Clavering, where
he was so popular, would be pleased at lus recovery, and he
mentioned that he had an mteresting case of compound frac-
ture, an officer of distinction, which kept hun m town, but as
for Fanny Bolton, he made no more mention of her m his
letters—no more than Pen himself bad made mention of her.
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0O you mothers at home, how much do you think you know
about your lads? How much do you think you know?

But with Bows, there was no reason why Huxter should not
speak his mind, and so, a very short time after his conversation
with Mrs. Bolton, Mr Sam talked to the musician about s
eatly acquamntance with Pendennis; desciibed him as a con-
founded conceited blackguard, and expressed a determmation
to punch his mpudent head as soon as ever he should be well
enough to stand up like A man.

Then 1t was that Bows on tus part spoke, and told /zs version
of the story, whereof Arthur and hittle Fan were the hero and
heromne, how they had met by no contrivance of the former,
but by a blunder of the old Irishman, now m bed with a broken
shin—how Pen had acted with manlmess and self-contiol in the
business—how Mrs, Bolton was an idiot, and he related the
conversation which he, Bows, had had with Pen, and the senti-
ments uttered by the young man  Perhaps Bows’s story caused
some twinges of conscience n the breast of Pen’s accuser, and
that gentleman frankly owned that he had been wrong with
regard to Arthur, and withdrew lus project for punching Mr.
Pendenms’s head.

But the cessation of his hostility for Pen did not dimimsh
Huxter’s attentions to Fanny, which unlucky Mr Bows marked
with his usual jealousy and bitterness of spirit,  “T have but
to like anybody,” the old fellow thought, ““and somebody 18
sure to be preferred to me It has been the same 11l luck with
me since I was a lad, until now that I am sixty years old.
What can I expect better than to be laughed at? It 1s for the
young to succeed, and to be happy, and not for old fools like
me. I've played a second fiddle all through Iife,” he said, with
a bitter laugh, “ how can I suppose the luck 1s to change after
it has gone agamnst me so long® ”  This was the selfish way m
which Bows looked at the state of affairs: though few persons
would have thought there was any cause for his jealousy, who
looked at the pale and gnef-stricken countenance of the hapless
ittle girl, 1ts object. Fanny received Huxter’s good-natured
efforts at consolation and kind attentions kindly. She laughed
now and agam at s jokes and games with her httle sisters,
but relapsed quickly mto a dejection which ought to have
satisfied Mr Bows that the new-comer had no place m her
heart as yet, had jealous Mr Bows been unable to see with
clear eyes.

But Bows did not. Fanny attributed Pen’s silence somehow
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to Bows’s interference Fanny hated him. Fanny treated
Bows with constant cruelty and mjustice. She turned from
him when he spoke—she loathed his attempts at consolation
A hard bfe had Mr Bows, and a cruel retuin for his 1egard

When Warrington came to Shepherd’s Inn as Pen’s ambas-
sador, 1t was for Mr Bows’s apartments he inquired (no doubt
upon a previous agreement with the principal for whom he
acted m this delicate negotiation), and he did not so much as
catch a ghmpse of Miss Fanny when he stopped at the Inn-
gate and made his mquiry  Wairington was, of course, directed
to the musician’s chambers, and found him tending the patient
there, from whose chamber he came out to wait upon hus guest
We have said that they had been previously known to one
another, and the pair shook hands with sufficient cordiality,
After a little prelminary talk, Warrington said that he had
come from his friend Arthur Pendennis, and from his family,
to thank Mr Bows for hus attention at the commencement of
Pen’s allness, and for hus kindness mn hastening mto the country
1o fetch the Major

Bows rephed that 1t was but lus duty he had never thought
to have seen the young gentleman alive again when he went m
search of Pen’s relatives, and he was very glad of Mr, Pendennis’s
recovery, and that he had his friends with him  “ Lucky are
they who have friends, Mr Warrnglon,” said the musician,

-1 might be up n this garret and nobody would care for me,

or mind whether I was alive or dead ”

“ What! not the General, Mr Bows? ” Warrington asked

“ The General likes his whisky-bottle more than anything m
Iife,” the other answered, .“ we live together from habit and
conventence, and he cares for me no more than you do., What
1s 1t you want to ask me, Mr. Warrington? You ain’t come to
visit me, I know very well Nobody comes to visit me. It s
about Fanny, the porter’s daughter, you are come—TI see that
very well. Is Mr Pendennis, now he has got well, anxious to
see her agam? Does his lordship the Sultan propose to throw
his *ankerchief to her? She has been very ill, sir, ever smce
the day when Mrs Pendenmus turned her out of doors—kind of
& lady, wasn’t 1t? The poor gil and myself found the young
gentleman raving m a {ever, knowing nobody, with nobody to
tend lum but his drunken laundress—she watched day and
mght by him T set off to fetch lus uncle. Mamma comes and
turns Fanny to the nght-about. Uncle comes and leaves me
to pay the cab Carry my compliments to the ladies and
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gentlemen, and say we are both very thankful, very. Why, a
countess couldn’t have behaved better, and for an apothecary’s
lady, as I’'m given to understand Mrs. Pendennis was—I'm sure
her behaviour 15 most uncommon aristocratic and genteel She
ought to have a double-gilt pestle and mortar to her coach ”

It was from Mr Huxter that Bows had learned Pen’s paren-
tage no doubt, and if he took Pen’s part aganst the young
surgeon, and Fanny’s agamnst Mr. Pendennis, 1t was because
the old gentleman was i so savage a mood, that s humour
was to contradict everybody

Warrimgton was curious, and not 1ll pleased at the musician’s
taunts and wrascibibity I never heard of these transactions,”
he said, “ or got but a very imperfect account of them from
Major Pendenmis What was a lady to do? I think (I have
never spoken with her on the subject) she had some notion that
the young woman and my friend Pen were on—on terms of—
of an mtimacy which Mrs Pendenmis could not, of course,
recognise ——

“ Oh, of course not, sir  Speak out, sir; say what you mean
at once, that the young gentleman of the Temple had made a
victim of the girl of Shepherd’s Inn, eh? And so she was 1o be
tarned out of doors—or brayed altive m the double-gilt pestle
and mortar, by Jove! No, Mr Warrington, there was no such
thing there was no victimising, or if there was, Mr Arthur was
the victim, not the girl  He 15 an honest fellow, he 15, though
he 1s concerted, and a puppy sometimes He can feel like a
man, and run away from temptation like a man T own 1t,
though I suffer by it, I own 1t. Fle has a heart, he has: but
the gl hasn’t, sir.  That girl will do anything to win 2 man,
and fing him away without a pang, sir  If she’s flung away
herself, sir, she’ll feel it and cry  She had a fever when Mrs.
Pendennis turned her out of doors; and she made love to the
Doctor, Doctor Goodenough, who came to cure her. Now she
has taken on with another chap—another sawbones, ha, hal
d— 1t, sir, she hikes the pestle and mortar, and hangs round
the pill-boxes, she’s so fond of ’em, and she has got a fellow
from Samt Bartholomew’s, who grins through a horse-collar
for her sisters, and charms away her melancholy. Go and see,
sir. very hikely he’s in the lodge now. If you want news about
Miss Fanny, you must ask at the Doctor’s shop, sir, not of
an old fiddler hke me—Good-bye, sir. There’s my patient
calling.”

And a voice was heard from the Captamn’s bedroom, a well-
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lmown voice, which said, ““ I’d lotke a dthrop of dthrink, Bows,
T'm thirstee ” And not soiry, perhaps, to hear that such wag
the state of things, and that Pen’s forsaken was consoling herself,
Warrington took his leave of the wascible musician.

As Iuck would have 1t, he passed the lodge door just as Mr
Huxter was m the act of frightening the children with the
mask whereof we have spoken, and Fanny was smiling langudly
at his farces Warrington laughed bitterly. *“ Are all women
bke that? ” he thought I think there’s one that’s not,” he
added, with a sigh.

At Piccadiily, waiting for the Richmond omnibus, George fell
in with Major Pendennis, bound mn the same direction, and he
told the old gentleman of what he had seen and heard respecting
Fanny,

Major Pendennis was highly delighted: and, as might be
expected of such a philosopher, made precisely the same observa-
tion as that which had escaped from Wartington, “ All women
are the same,” he saxd  ““ La petrle se console. Daymy, when
I used to read ‘ Télémaque’ at school, Calypso ne pouvast se
consoler,—you know the rest, Warrington,—I used to say 1t was
absard. Absard, by Gad, and so it s And so she’s got a new
souprrani, has she, the little porteress? Dayvlish nice little
gl. How mad Pen will be—eh, Warrington? But we must
break 1t to him gently, or he’ll be in such a rage that he will be
going after her again. We must ménager the young fellow.”

I think Mrs Pendennis ought to know that Pen acted very
well m the busmess. She evidently thinks him guilty, and
sccording to Mr, Bows, Arthur behaved hke a good fellow,”
Warnngton said.

“ My dear Warrmngton,” said the Major, with a look of some
alarm, *“ m Mrs Pendenniws’s agitated state of health and that
sort of thing, the best way, I think, 1s not to say a single word
about the subject—or, stay, leave 1t to me: and I'll talk to her
—break 1L to her gently, you know, and that sort of thing I
give you my word I will  And so Calypso’s consoled, 1s she?
And he smiggered over this gratifymng truth, happy m the
corner of the omnibus during the rest of the journey,

Pen was very anxious to hear from his envoy what had been
the result of the latter’s mission; and as soon as the two young
men could be alone, the ambassador spoke m reply to Arthur’s
eager queries,

“ You remember your poem, Pen, of ¢ Ariadne m Naxos? *”
Warrington said; * devilish bad poetry it was, to be sure.”
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“ Aprés # 7 asked Pen, m a great state of excitement

“When Theseus leit Arnadne, do you remember what
happened to her, young fellow? ”

“It’s ale, 1t’s a he! You don’t mean that! ™ cried out Pen,
starting up, his face turning rud

“ 81t down, stooprd,” Warrington said, and with two fingers
pushed Pen back mto his seat agan  ““ It’s better for you as

it 15, young one,” he said sadly, in 1eply to the savage flush n
Arthur’s face,

CHAPTER LVI
FOREIGN GROUND

Major PenpEnis fulfilled his promise to Warrington so tar as
to satsfy his own conscience, and 1n so far to ease poor Helen
with regard to her son, as to make her undeistand that all
connection between Airthur and the odious httle gate-keeper
wag at an end, and that she need have no further anxetv with
respect to an imprudent atlachment or a degrading maitage
on Pen’s part ~ And that young fellow’s mmd was also reheved
(after he had recovered the shock to his vamty) by thinking
that Miss Fanny was not gomng to die of love for him, and that
no unpleasant consequences were to be apprehended from the
iuckless and brief connection

So the whole party were free to carry mnto effect their pro-
jected Continental trip, and Arthm Pendennis, rentier, voyageant
avec Madame Pendenms et Mademoiselle Bell, and George War-
rington, particuher, 4gé de 32 ans, taile 6 pieds (anglais), figure
ordmaire, cheveux nons, barbe 1dem, etc, procured passports
from the consul of HM the King of the Belgians at Dover, and
passed over from thal port to Ostend, whence the party took
therr way lewsurely, visiting Bruges and Ghent on therr way to
Brussels and the Rhine. 1t 1s not our purpose to describe this
oft-travelled tow, or Laura’s delight at the tranquil and ancient
cities which she saw for the first tume, or Helen’s wonder and
mterest at the Bégume convents which they visited, or the
almost terror with which she saw the black-veiled nuns with
outstretched arms kneeling before the illuminated altars, and
beheld the strange pomps and ceremonials of the Cathohc
worship. Bare-footed [riars 1n the stieets, crowned images of
Samts and Virgins in the churches, before which people were
bowing down and worshipping, m direct defiance, as she held,
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Old Pendenmis had only accompamed our friends to the
water’s edge, and left them on board the boat, giving the chief
charge of the hittle expedition to Warrington. He himself was
bound on a brief visit to the house of a great man, a friend of
his, after which sojourn he proposed to jom his sister-in-law at
the German watering-place, whither the party was bound. The
Major himself thought that his long attentions to his sick family
had earned for him a little relaxation—and though the best of
the partrnidges were thinned off, the pheasants were still to be
shot at Stillbrook, where the noble owner then was, old Pen-
denmis betook himself to that hospitable mansion and disported
there with great comfort to himself A royal Duke, some
foreigners of note, some 1llustrious statesmen, and some pleasant
people visited 1t, 1t did the old fellow’s heart good 1o see his
name 1 the Mormng Post amongst the list of the distmgushed
company which the Marquis of Steyne was entertaming at his
country house at Stillbrook. He was a very useful and pleasant
personage m a country house He entertamed the young men
with queer hittle anecdotes and grivorses stories on their shooting-
parties or in thewr smokmng-toom, where they laughed at him
and with him. He was obsequious with the ladies of a morning,
m the rooms dedicated to them. He walked the new arrvals
about the park and gardens, and showed them the carte du pays,
and where there was the best view of the mansion, and where
the most favourable point to look at the lake he showed whete
the tumber was to be felled, and where the old road went before
the new bridge was built, and the hill cut down, and wheie the
place m the wood was where old Loid Lynx discovered Sir
Phelim O’Neal on his knees before her Ladyship, etc, etc ; he
called the lodge-keepers and gardeners by their names: he knew
the number of domestics that sat down i the housekeeper’s
room, and how many dined 1n the servants’ hall, he had a word
for everybody, and about everybody, and a httle agamst every-
body. He was invaluable m a country house, n a word and
richly merited and enjoyed his vacation after his labours  And
perhaps whilst he was thus deservedly enjoymng himself with
his country friends, the Major was not 1ll pleased at transferring
to Warrington the command of the family expedition to the
Contment, and thus perforce keeping him 1n ihe service of the
ladies,—a servitude which George was only too willing to under-
go, for his friend’s sake, and for that of socfety which he found
daily more delightful. Wairington was a good German scholar,
and was willing to give Miss Laura lessons m the language, who
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was very glad to improve herself, though Pen, for his part, was
too weak or lazy now to resume his German studies War-
rmgton acted as courter and nterpreter, Warringion saw the
baggage n and out of ships, mnns, and carriages, managed the
money matters, and pul the httle troop mto marching order
Warrmgton found out where the English church was, and, if
Mrs Pendennis and Miss Laura were mchned to go thither,
walked with gieat decorum along with them Warrington
walked by Mrs Pendennis's donkey, when that lady went out
on her evening excursions, or took carriages for her; or got
Gelignama for her, or devised comfortable seats under the lime-
trees for her, when the guests paraded after dinner, and the
Kursaal band at the bath, where our tired friends stopped,
performed therr pleasant music under the trees Many a fine
whiskered Prussian or French dandy, come to the bath for the
“ Trente-et-guarante,” cast glances of longing towards the pretty
fresh-coloured Enghsh girl who accompanied the pale widow,
and would have longed to take a turn with her at the galop or
the waltz  But Laura did not appear m the ball-room, except
once or twice, when Pen vouchsafed to walk with her; and as
for Warrington, that rough diamond had not had the polish of
a dancing-master, and he did not know how to waltz,—though
he would have liked to learn, if he could have had such a partner
as J.aura—Such a partner! psha, what had a stiff bachelor to
do with partners gnd waltzing? what was he about, dancmg
attendance here? drimking m sweet pleasure at a risk he knows
not of what after sadness, and regret, and lonely longing? But
yet he stayed on. You would have said he was the widow’s
son, to watch his constant care and watchfulness of her; or that
he was an adventurer, and wanted to marry her fortune, or, at
any rate, that he wanted some very great treasure or benefit
from her,—and very likely he did,—for ours, as the reader has
possibly already discovered, is a Selfish Story, and almost every
persen, accordmng to his nature, more or less generous than
George, and according te the way of the world as it seems to
us, is occupiled about Number One., So Warrington selfishly
devoted tumself to Helen, who selfishly devoted herself to Pen,
who selfishly devoted humself to himself at this present period,
having no other personage or object to occupy him, except,
indeed, tus mother’s health, which gave him a serious and real
disquiet, but though they sate together, they did not talk
much, and the cloud was always between them.

Xvery day Laura looked for Warrington, and recerved him
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with more frank and eager welcome. He found himselt talking
to her as he didn’t know himself that he could talk  He found
tumself performing acts of gallantry which astounded him afrer
the performance he found himself looking blankly in the glass
at the crows’ feet round his eyes, and at some streaks of white
m his hair, and some mtrusive silver buistles m hi grim blue
beard He found himself looking at the young bucks at the
bath—at the blond, tight-waisted Germans—at the capermg
Frenchmen, with their lacquered mustachios and trim varnished
boots—at the English dandies, Pen amongst them, with thewr
calm domineermg air, and msolent languor and envied each
one uf these some excellence o1 quality of youth, or good looks,
which he possessed, and of which Warrington felt the need.
And every night, as the night came, he quitted the little circle
with greater reluctance, and, reting to hus own lodging m
thewr neighbourhood, felt himself the more lonely and unhappy.
The widow could not help seemg his attachment She under-
stood now why Major Pendenms (always a tacit enemy of her
darling project) had been so eager that Warrington should be
of their party. Laura frankly owned her great, her enthusiastic,
regard for him  and Arthur would make no movement Arthur
did not choose to see what was gowng on, or did not care to
prevent, or actually encouraged, it She remembered his often
having said that he could not understand how a man proposed
to a woman twice She was m torture—at secret feud with her
son, of all objects n the world the dearest to her—n doubt,
which she dared not express to herself, about Laura,—averse
to Warrmgton, the good and generous No wonder that the
healing waters of Rosenbad did not do her good, or that Doctor
von Glauber, the bath physician, when he came to visit her,
found that the poor lady made no progress to recovery Mean-
while Pen got well rapidly, slept with unmense peiseverance
twelve houis out of the twenty-four, ate huge meals, and, at
the end of a couple of months, had almost got back the bodily
strength and weight which he had possessed before lus iliness.
After they had passed some fifteen days at their place of rest
and refreshment, a letter came from Major Pendenms anncuncing
lus speedy arrival at Rosenbad, and, soon after the lettc:, the
Major lumself made his appearance, accompanied by Morgan,
tus faithful valet, without whom the old gentleman could not
move. When the Major travelled he wore a jaunty and javenile
travelling costume, to see hus back still, you would have taken
him for one of the young fellows whose shm waists and youthful
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appearance Wariington was beginning to envy It was not
until the worthy man began to move, that the observer remarked
that Time had weakened his ancient knees, and had unkindly
mterfered to unpede the action of the natty lttle varnished
boots m which the gay old traveller still pinced his toes, There
were magnates, both of our own country and of foreign nations,
present that autumn at Rosenbad The elder Pendennis read
over the strangers’ hst with great gratification on the night ot
his arrival, was pleased to find several of his acquamtances
among the great folks, and would have the honour of presenting
his nephew to a German Grand Duchess, a Russian Princess,
and an Englsh Marquis, before many days were over: nor was
Pen by any means averse to making the acquaimtance of these
great personages, having a liking for polite life, and all the
splendouts and amemities belonging to 1t That very evenmg
the resolute old gentleman, leaning on his nephew’s arm, made
his appearance . the halls of the Kursaal, and lost or won a
napoleon or two at the lable of Trente-el-guarante He did not
play to lose, he said, or to win, but he did as other folks did,
and betted his napoleon and took his luck as it came He
pomnted out the Russians and Spaniaids gambling for heaps of
gold, and denounced ther eagerness as something sordid and
barbarous, an Englsh gentleman should play where the fashion
1s play, but should not elate or depress himself at the sport;
and he told how he had seen tus friend the Marquis of Steyne,
when Lord Gaunt, lose eighteen thousand at a sitting, and break
the bank three nights running at Paris, without ever showing
the least emotion at his defeat or victory— And that’s what I
call being an Englsh gentleman, Pen, my dear boy,” the old
gentleman said, waiming as he prattled about his recollections
—*“what I call the great manner only remains with us and with
a few farmles m France'?/ And as Russian Princesses passed
him, whose reputation had long ceased to be doubtful, and
damaged Enghsh ladies, who are constantly seen mn company of
their faithful attendant for the time being in these gay haunts
of dissipation, the old Major, with eager garrulity and mis-
chievous relish, told his nephew wonderful particulars regaid-
ing the lives of these heromes, and diverted the young man with
a thousand scandals. Egad, he felt himself quite young agam,
he remarked to Pen, as, rouged and grinming, her enormous
chasseur behind her bearmg her shawl, the Princess Obstropsk:
smiled and recognised and accosted him. He remembered her
n ’z4 when she was an actress of the Paiis Boulevards, and the
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Emperor Alexander’s aide-de-camp Obstropsk: (a man of great
talents, who knew a good deal about the Emperor Paul’s death,
and was a devil to play) married her. He most courteously and
respectfully asked leave to call upon the Princess, and to present
to her his nephew, Mr Arthur Pendenms; and he pomted out
to the latter a half-dozen of other personages whose names were
as famous, and whose histories were as edifying. What would
poor Helen have thought could she have heard those tales, or
known to what kind of people her brother-m-law was presenting
her son? ‘Only once, leaning on Arthur’s arm, she had passed
through the room where the green tables were prepared for play,
and the croaking croupiers were calling out therr fatal words of
Rouge gagne and Couleur perd  She had shrunk terrified out of
the Pandemonium, imploring Pen, extorting from him a promuse,
on his word of honour, that he would never play at those tables;
and the scene which so frightened the simple widow, only
amused the worldly old veteran, and made him young agam!|
He could breathe the air cheerfully which stifled her Her
right was not hus right lus food was her powsson. Human
creatures are constituted thus differently, and with this vanety
the marvellous world 1s peopledy, To the credit of Mr Pen, let
1t be saxd, that he kept honestly the promuse made to his mother,
and stoutly told his uncle of his intention to abide by it., -

When the Major armnived, hus presence somehow cast a damp
upon at least three of the persons of our lttle party—upon
Laura, who had anything but respect for him; upon Warrington,
whose manner towards him showed an mvoluntary haughtiness
and contempt; and upon the timid and alarmed widow, who
dreaded lest he should mterfere with her darling, though almost
desperate, projects for her boy. And, indeed, the Major, un-
known to himself, was the bearer of tidings which weie to bring
about a catastrophe in the affairs of all our friends

Pen with his twe ladies bad apartments mn the town of
Rosenbad, honest Warrington had lodgings hard by, the
Major, on arnval at Rosenbad, had, as befitted his dignity,
taken up his quarters at one of the great hotels, at the “ Roman
Emperor ” or the “ Four Seasons,” where two or three hundred
gamblers, pleasure-seekers, or mnvalids, sate down and over-ate
themselves daily at the enormous table d’hdte. To this hotel
Pen went on the morning after the Major’s arrival, dutifully
to pay lus respects to his uncle, and found the latter’s sitting-
room duly prepared and arranged by Mr Morgan, with the
Major’s hats brushed, and hus coats laid out. his despatch-
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boxes and umbrella-cases, bis gwde-books, passports, maps
and other elaborate necessaries of the Enghsh traveller, all as
trim and ready as they could be m their master s own room
Jermyn Streef Everything was ready, from the medicine-
bottle fresh filled from the pharmacien’s, down to the old
fellov’s Prayer-book, without which he never travelled, for he
made a pomt of appearing at the English church at every place
which he honoured with a stay. “‘ Everybody did it,”" he sai1d,
“ avery English gentleman did it ” and this pous man would
as soon have thought of not calling upen the English ambassador
1n a Contmental town, as of not showing lumself at the national
place of worship

The old gentleman had been to take one of the baths for
which Rosenbad 1s famous, and which everybody takes, and his
after-bath toilet was not vet completed when Pen arrived  The
elder called out to Arthur i a cheery voice from the muer
apartment, in which he and Morgan were engaged, and the
valet presently came in, bearmg a little packet to Pen’s address
—Mr. Arthur’s Jetters and papers, Morgan said, which he had
bronght from Mr. Arthur’s chambers in London, and which
consisted chiefly of numbers of the Pall Mall Gazetle, which
our fizend M1 Finucane thought his collaboratenr would like
to see. The papers were tied together the letters m an
envelope, addressed to Pen, i the last-named gentleman’s
handwriting

Amongst the letters there was a little note addressed, as a
former letter we have heard of had been, to ““ Arthur Pendennas,
Esquare,” which Arthur opened with a start and a blush, and
read with a very keen pang of mterest, and sorrow, and regard
She had come to Arthur’s house, Fanny Bollon said—and found
that he was gone—gone away to Germany without ever leaving
a word tor her—or answer to her last letter, mn which she prayed
but for one word of kindness—o1 the books which he had
promised her mn happier times, before he was 1ll, and which she
should like to keep m remembrance of him. ~She said she would
not reproach those who had found her at hus bedside when he
was n the fever, and knew nobody, and who had turned the
poor girl away without a word, She thought she should have
died, she said, of that, but Doctor Goodenough had kindly
tended ber, and kep her hife, when, perhaps, the keepmng of 1
was of no good, and she forgave everybody: and as for Arthur,
she would pray for hum for ever And when be was so dl, and
they cut off his hai, she had made so free as to keep one lttle
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lnck for herself, and that she owned And might she still keep
it, or would his mamma orde: that that should be gave up too?
She was willing to obey him 1n all things, and couldn’t but
remember that once he was so kind, oh! so good and kind! to
his poor Fanny

When Major Pendennis, fresh and smuirking from his toilet,
came out of hus bedroom to lus sitting-room, he found Arthur,
with this note hefore hum, and an expression of savage anger
on his face, which surprised the elder gentleman  “ What news
from London, my boy? " he rather faintly asked;  are the
duns at you, that you look so glum? ”

“Do you know anything about thus letter, sir?” Arthur
asked

“ What letter, my good sir?” said the other drly, at once
perceving what had happened

“ You know what I mean—about, about Miss—about Fanny
Bolton—the poor dear little girl,” Arthur broke out “ When
was she m my room? Was she there when I was delirious—I
fancied she was~—was she? “Who sent her out of my chambers?
Who mtercepted her letters to me? Who dared to do 1t? Did
you do 1t, uncle? ”’

“It’s not my practice to tamper with gentleman’s letters, or
to answer damned impertinent questions,” Major Pendenrms
cried out, m a great tremor of emotion and mdignation  “ There
was a gul m your rooms when I came up at great personal -
convenience, daymy—and to meet with a return of this kind
for my affection to you, 1s not pleasant, by Gad, sir—not at all
pleasant ”

“'That’s not the question, sir,” Arthur said hotly—*‘ and—
and, I beg your pardon, uncle You were, you always have
been, most kind to me: but I say agam, did you say any-
thing harsh to this poor gil? Did you send her away from
me?”

“1 never spoke a woid to the girl,” the uncle said, “and I
never sent her away from you, and know no more about her,
and wish to know no more about her, than about the man m
the moon.”

“ Then 1t’s my mother that did 1t,” Arthur broke out. “ Did
my mother send that poor child away?

“ I repeat I know nothing about 1t, sir,” the elder said testily.
“ Let’s change the subject, if you please ”

“Il never forgive the person who did it,” said Arthur,
bouncing up and sewzing us hat.
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The Major cried out, “ Stop, Arthur, for God’s sake, stop!”
but before he had uttered his sentence, Arthur had rushed out
of the room, and at the next minute the Major saw him striding
rapidly down the street that led towards hus home

“ Get breakfast!” said the old fellow to Morgan, and he
wagged his head and sighed as he looked out of the window
¢ Poor Helen—poor soull Therell be a row I knew there
would and begad all the fat’s m the fire.”

When Pen reached home he only found Warrington m the
ladies’ drawmg-room, waiting their arrival in order to conduct
them to the place where the little English colony at Rosenbad
held therr Sunday church Helen and Laura had not appeared
as yet; the former was ailing, and her daughter was with her.
Pen’s wrath was so great that he could not defer expressing it.
He flung Fanny’s letter across the table to his friend “ Look
there, Warrigton,” he said, ‘“she tended me m my illness,
she rescued me out of the jaws of death, and this 1s the way
they have treated the dear Iittle creature They have kept her
letters from me, they have treated me hke a child, and her like
a dog, poor thing! My mother has done this ”

“If she has, you must remember 1t 1s your mother,” War-
rmgton mterposed.

It only makes the crime the greater, because it 15 she who
has done it,”” Pen answered  “ She ought to have been the poor
girl’s defender, not her enemy; she ought to go down on her
knees and ask pardon of her. I ought! I willl Tam shocked at
the cruelty which has been shown her. What? She gave me
her all, and this is her return! She sacrifices everything for
me, and they spurn her!”

“ Hush!” said Warrington, “they can hear you from the
next room.”

“ Hear? let them hear!” Pen cried out, only so much the
louder, “Those may overhear my talk who mtercept my
letters, I say this poor girl has been shamefully used, and I
will do my best to right her; Twill”

The door of the neighbouring room opened, and Laura came
forth with pale and stern face. She looked at Pen with glances
from which beamed pride, defiance, aversion. ‘“ Arthur, your
mother 1s very ill,” she said; “1t 1s a pity that you should speak
so loud as to disturb her.”
+.“Tt 15 a pity that I should have been obliged to speak at
all,” Pen answered. ,* And I have more to say before I have
done.” Vs
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1 should think what you have to say will hardly be fit for
me to hear,” Laura said haughtily

“You are welcome to hear 1t or not, as you like,”” said Mr
Pen. “I shall go in now, and speak to my mother ”

Laura came rapidly forward, so that she should not be over-
heard by her friend withm. *Not now, sw,” she said to Pen.
“You may kill her if you do Your conduct has gone far
enough to make her wretched ”

“ What conduct? ” cried out Pen, m a fury “ Who dares
mmpugn 1t? Who dares meddle with me? Is it you who are
the mstigator of this persecution? ”

“T said before 1t was a subject of which 1t did not become
me to hear or to speak,” Laura said “ But as for mamma, if
she had acted otherwise than she did with regard to—to the
person about whom you seem to take such an nterest, 1t would
have been I that must have quitted your house, and not that
—that person ”

“ By heavens! this 15 too much,” Pen cried out, with a
violent execration

“ Perhaps that 1s what you wished,” Laura said, tossmng her
headup ¢ No more of this, if you please, Iam notaccustomed
to hear such subjects spoken of m such language,” and with a
stately curtsey the young lady passed to her friend’s room, look-
mg her adversary full m the face as she retreated and closed
the doo1 upon lum

Pen was bewildered with wonder, perplexity, fury, at this
monstrous and unreasonable persecution. He burst out mto a
loud and bitter laugh as Laura quitted him, and with sneers
and revilings, as a man who jeers under an operauon, ridiculed
at once his own pam and his persecutor’s anger The laugh,
which was one of bitter humour, and no unmanly or unkindly
expression of suffermg under most cruel and unmeiited torture,
was heard 1n the next apartment, as some of his unlucky pre-
vious expressions had been, and, like them, entirely mismnter-
preted by the hearers It struck hke a dagger mto the wounded
and tender heart of Helen, 1t plerced Laura, and mflamed the
high-spirited girl with scorn and anger. “ And 1t was to this
hardened lbertme,” she thought—“to this boaster of low
mntrigues, that I had given my heart away.”—*‘ He breaks the
most sacred laws,” thought Helen * He prefers the creature
of his passion to his own mother, and when he 1s upbraided,
he laughs, and glories m his crime. ‘She gave me her all,” I
heard hum say 1t,” argued the poor widow; “and he boasts of
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it, and langhs, and breaks his mother’s heart ” The emotion,
the shame, the grief, the mortification almost killed her  She
felt she should die of his unkindness

Warrington thought of Laura’s speech—*‘ Perhaps that 15
what you wished ” ¢ She loves Pen still,” he said, “It was
jealousy made her speak "~ Come away, Pen Come away,
and let us go to church and get calm  You must explamn this
matter to your mother She does not appear to know the
truth nor do you quite, my good fellow Come away, and let
us talk about 1t” And agam he muttered to himself, *‘ ¢ Pex-
haps that 15 what you wished.” Ves, she loves lum. Why
shouldn’t she love im? Whom else would I have her love?
What can she be to me but the dearest and the fairest and the
best of women? "

So, leaving the women sumilarly engaged withm, the two
gentlemen walked away, each occupied with his own thoughts,
and silent for a considerable space. “I must set this matter
nght,” thought honest George, *“ as she loves hum still—I must
sel s mother’s mind right about the other woman.” And
with this chantable thought, the good fellow began to tell more
at large what Bows had said to him regarding Miss Bolton’s
behaviour and fickleness, and he described how the girl was no
better than a hght-minded flirt, and, perhaps, he exaggerated
the good-humour and contentedness which he had himself, as
he thought, witnessed m her behaviour 1n the scene with Mr.,
Huxter.

Now, all Bows’s statements had been coloured by an insane
jealousy and rage on that old man’s part, and mstead of allay-
mg Pen’s renascent desire to see his little conquest agam,
Warrington’s accounts mnflamed and angered Pendennis, and
made him more anxious than before to set himself right, as he
persisted mn phrasmg it, with Fanny. They armived at the
church door presently, but scarce one word of the service, and
not a syllable of Mr Shamble’s sermon, did either of them
comprehend, probably—so much was each engaged with his
own private speculations The Major came up to them after
the service, with his well-brushed hat and wig, and hus jauntaest,
most cheerful, air. He comphmented them upon beng seen at
church; agamn he said that every comme-il-faut person made a
pomnt of attending the Enghsh service abroad; and he walked
back with the young men, pratting to them m garrulous good-
humour, and making bows to his acquaintances as they passed;
snd thinkmg mnocently that Pen and George were both hughly
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delighted by his anecdotes, which they suffered to run on m =
scornful and silent acquiescence

At the time of Mr Shamble’s sermon (an erratic Anglican
divme huwed for the season at places of English resort, and
addicted to debts, drinking, and even to roulette, 1t was said),
Pen, chafing under the persecution which his womankind m-
flicted upon lum, had been meditating a great act of revolt and
of justice, as he had worked himself up to believe, and Warning-
ton on his part had been thinking that a cusis m his affairs
had likewise come, and that it was necessary for hum to break
away from a connection which every day made more and more
wretched and dear to him. Ves, the time was come He took
those fatal words, “ Perhaps that 15 what you wished,” as a
text for a gloomy homily, which he preached to himself, n the
dark crypt of his own heart, whilst Mr. Shamble was feebly
giving utterance to his sermon

CHAPTER LVII
“FAIROAKS TO LET”

Our poor widow (with the assistance of her farthful Martha of
Fairoaks, who laughed and wondered at the German ways, and
superintended the affairs of the simple household) had made a
hittle feast m honour of Major Pendenmis’s arrival, of which,
however, only the Major and his two younger friends partook
for Helen sent to say that she was too unwell to dine at ther
table, and Laura bore her company. The Major talked for the
party, and did not perceive, or choose to perceive, what a gloom
and silence pervaded the other two sharers of the modest dinner.
It was evening before Helen and Laura came into the sitting-
room to jomn the company there. She came i leanmng on
Laura, with her back to the wanmg light, so that Arthur could
not see how pallid and woe-stiicken her face was, and as she
went up to Pen, whom she had not seen durmg the day, and
placed her fond arms on his shoulder, and kissed hira tenderly,
Laura left her, and moved away to another part of the room.
Pen remarked that his mother’s voice and her whole frame
trembled, her hand was clammy cold as she put 1t up to hus
forehead, piteously embracing him The spectacle of her
misery only added, somehow, to the wrath and testiness of the
young man He scarcely returned the kiss which the suffering
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lady gave him. and the countenance with which he met the
appeal of her look was hard and cruel “ She persecutes me,”
he thought within himself, ““ and she comes to me with the arr
of a martyr” “ You look very ill, my child,” she said. “I
don’t like to see you look m that way.” And she tottered to a
sofa, still holding one of his passive hands in her thim cold
clinging fingers.

“T have had much to annoy me, mother,” Pen said, with a
throbbing breast: and as he spoke Helen's heart began to beat
so, that she sate almost dead and speechless with terror.

Warrmgton, Laura, and Major Pendennis, all remained
breathless, aware that the storm was about to break.

7T have had letters from London,” Arthur continued, “ and
one that has given me more pain than I ever had m my lfe,
It tells me that former letters of mine have been mtercepted
and purlomed away from me,—that—that a young creature
who has shown the greatest love and care for me, has been
most cruelly used by—by you, mother

“ For God’s sake, stop,” cried out Warrmgton, “ She’s 1ll—
don’t you see she 1s 1117 ”

“ Let hum go on,” said the widow faintly

“ Let him go on and kill her,” said Laura, rushing up to her
mother’s side  ““ Speak on, sir, and see her die ”

“It 18 you who are cruel,” cried Pen, more exasperated and
more savage, because his own heart, naturally soft and weak,
revolted ndignantly at the injustice of the very suffering which
was laid at hus door ““ It 1s you who are cruel, who attribute
all this pamn to me* 1t 1s you who are cruel with your wicked
reproaches, your wicked doubts of me, your wicked persecutions
of those who love me,—yes, those who love me, and who brave
everything for me, and whom you despise and trample upon
because they are of lower degree than you. Shall I tell you
what I will do,—what I am resolved to do, now that I know
what your conduct has been?—I will go back to this poor girl
whom you turned out of my doors, and ask her to come back
and share my home with me. I’ll defy the pride which perse-
cutes her, and the pitiless suspicion which insults her and me »

“Do you mean, Pen, that you” —here the widow, with
eager eyes and outstretched hands, was breaking out, but Laura
stopped her. * Silence, hush, dear mother,” she cried, and the
widow hushed, Savagely as Pen spoke, she was only too eager
to hear what more he had to say  Go on, Atthur, go on,
Arthur,” was all she said, almost swoonmg away as sle snoke.
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“By Gad, I say he shan’t go on, or I won’t hear him, by Gad,”
the Major saxd, trembling too 1 his wrath, “If you choose,
sir, after all we've done for you, after all I've done for you
myself, to msult your mother and disgrace your name, by allying
yoursell with a low-born kitchen-girl, go and do 1t, by Gad,—but
let us, ma’am, have no more to do with him. I wash my hands
of you, sir,—I wash my hands of you. I'm an old fellow,—I
am’t long for this world I come of as ancient and honourable
a family as any i England, and T did hope, before 1 went off
the hooks, by Gad, that the fellow that I'd Liked, and brought
up, and nursed through hife, by Jove, would do something to
show me that our name—yes, the name of Pendennis, was left
undishonoured behind us, but f he won’t, dammy, I say,
amen By G—, both my father and my brother Jack were the
proudest men m England, and I never would have thought that
there would come this disgrace to my name,—never—and—
and I’m ashamed that 1t’s Arthur Pendennis ¥~ The old fellow’s
voice here broke off mto a sob 1t was the second time that
Arthur had brought tears from those wrmkled lids,

The sound of his breaking voice stayed Pen’s anger nstantly,
and he stopped pacing the room, as he had been doing until that
moment. Laura was by Helen’s sofa, and Wartngton bad
remained hitherto an almost silent but not uninterested spectator
of the family storm  As the parties were talking, 1t had grown
almost dark, and after the lull which succeeded the passionate
outbreak of the Major, George’s deep voice, as 1t here broke
trembling mto the twihight 10om, was heard with ne small
emotion by all

“ Wil you let me tell you something about myself, my kind
friends? ” he said,—*“ you have been so good to me, ma’am—
you have been so kind to me, Laura—I hope I may call you so
sometimes—my dear Pen and I have been such friends that—
that I bave long wanted to tell you my story such as 1t 1s, and
would have told 1t to you earlier but that 1t 15 2 sad one and
contains another’s secret. However, 1t may do good for Arthur
to know it—it 1s right that everyone here should It will divert
you from thinking about a subject which, out of a fatal miscon-
ception, has caused a great deal of pamn to all of you. May I
please tell you, Mrs Pendennis? ”

“ Pray speak,” was all Helen said, and indeed she was not
much heeding; her mind was full of another 1dea with which
Pen’s words had supplied her, and she was m a terror of hope that
what he had hinted might be as she wished.
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George filled himself a bumper of wine and emptied it, and
began to speak. ‘ You all of you know how you see me,” he
sa1d,—** a man without a desire to make an advance n the world
careless about reputation, and hving 1n a ganet and from hand
to mouth, though I have friends and a name, and I dare say
capabilities of my own, that would serve me if I had a mind.
But rand I have none T shall die i that garret most hkely,
and alone I naled myself to that doom m early hife, Shall T
tell you what 1t was that mterested me about Arthur years ago,
and made me inchined towards him when I first saw him?  The
men from our college at Oxbridge brought up accounts of that
early affair with the Chattens actress, about whom Pen has
often talked to me since, and who, but for the Major’s general-
ship, nught have been your daughter-m-law, ma’am I can’t
see Pen in the dark, but he blushes, I’'m sure; and I dare say
Miss Bell does, and my friend Major Pendenmis, I dare say,
laughs as he ought to do—for he won  What would have been
Arthui’s lot now had he becn tied at mmeteen to on illiterate
~voman older than himself, with no qualities in common hetween
them, to make one a compamon for the other, no equality,
no confidence, and no love, speedily? What could he have
been but most muserable? And when he spoke just now and
threatened a similar union, be sure 1t was but a threat occasioned
by anger, which you must give me leave to say, ma’am, was
very natural on his part, for after a generous and manly conduct
--let me o2y who know the circumstances well—most generous
and manly and self-denying (which 1s rare with him),~he has
met from some friends of his with a most unkind suspicion, and
bas had to complamn of the unfair treatment of another innocent
person, towards whom he and you are all under much obligation ”

The widow was gomng to get up here, and Warrington, seeing
her attempt to rise, said, “ Do I tire you, ma’am? »

“0Oh no—go on--go on,” said Helen, dehghted, and he
continued.

“T lked hum, you see, because of that early history of his,
which had come to my ears m college gossip, and because I
ke a man, if you will pardon me for saymg so, Miss Laura,
who shows that he can have a great unreasonable attachment
for a woman, That was why we became frmends—and are all
friends here—for always, aren’t we? ” he added, in a lower
voice, leaning over to her, “ and Pen has been a great comfort
and companton to a lonely and unfortunate man.

“I am not complammng of my lot, you see, for me man’s
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15 what he would have 1t, and up in my garrer, where you left
the flowers, and with my old books and my pipe for a wife,
I am pretty contented, and only oucasionally envy other men,
whose careels in life ale more brilliant, or who can solace their
il fortune by what Fate and my own fault have deprived me
of—the affection of a woman or a chuild.” Here there came a
sigh trom somewhere near Warrington m the dark, and a haud
was held out mn s direction, which, however, was mstantly
withdrawn, for the prudery of our females 1s such, that before
all expression of fecling, or natural kindness and regard, a woman
1s taught to think of herself and the proprieties, and to be ready
to blush at the very shghtest notice; and checking, as of course
1t ought, this spontaneous motion, modesty drew up agam,
lkundly friendship shrank back ashamed of 1tself, and Warrington
resumed his history “ My fate 1s such as I made it, and not
lucky tor me or for others involved m it.

“1, too, had an adventure before I went to college, and there
was Do one to save me as Major Pendennis saved Pen  Pardon
me, Miss Laura, if T tell this story before you 1t is as well
that you—all of you—should hear my confession Before 1
went to cullege, as 2 boy of eighteen, I was at a private tutor's,
and there, like Arthur, I became attached, or fancied I was
attached, to a woman of a much lower degree and a greater
age than my own. You shrink from me »——

“No, I don’t,” Laura said, and here the hand weni uur
resolutely, and laxd 1tself m Warrmgton’s - She had divined us
story from some previous hints let fall by him, and lus first
words at 1ts commencement,

“She was a yeoman’s daughter i the neighbourhood,”
Warungton said, with rather a faltering voice, “ and I fancied
—what all young men fancy. Her parents knew who my
father was, and encouraged me, with all sorts of coarse artifices
and scoundrel flatteries, which I see now, about their house
To do her justice, I own she never cared for me, but was forced
mnto what happened by the threats and compulsion of her
tamily Would io God that [ had not been decewved- but m
these matters we are decerved because we wish to be so, and T
thought [ loved that poor woman.

““What could come of such a marriage? I found, before
long, that 1 was mairied to a boor. She could not comprehend
one subject that mterested me Her dulness palled upon me
till I grew to loathe 1it. And after some time of a wretched,
furtive union—1 must tell you all—I found letters somewhere

I—*g 426
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(and such letters they werel) which showed me that her heart,
such as 1t was, had never been mme, but had always belonged
to a person of her own degree.

“ At my father’s death, I paid what debts I had contracted
at college, and settled every shilhng which remamed to me m
an annuity upon—upon those who bore my name, on condition
that they should hide themselves away, and not assume 1t
They have kept that condition, as they would break 1it, for
more money If I had earned fame or reputation, that woman
would have come to claim it i I had made a name for myself,
those who had no right to 1t would have borne it, and I entered
Life at twenty, God help me—hopeless and ruined beyond re-
mussion. I was the boyish victim of vulgar cheats, and, perhaps,
1t 15 only of late I have found out how hard—ah, how hard—it
15 to forgive them. I told you the moral before, Pen, and now
I have told you the fable Beware how you marry out of
your degree I was made for a better lot than this, I think
but God has awarded me this one—and so, you see, it 1s for me
to look on and see others successful and others happy, with a
heart that shall be as little bitter as possible.”

“By Gad, sir,” cried the Major, m high good-humour, “I
intended you to marry Miss Laura here.”

“ And, by Gad, Master Shallow, I owe you a thousand
pound,” Warrington said

“How d’'ye mean a thousand? 1t was only a pony, sir,”
rephed the Major simply, at which the other langhed.

As for Helen, she was so delighted, that she started up, and
said, ““ God bless you—God for ever bless you, Mr. Warrington!”
and kissed both his hands, and ran up to Pen, and fell mto
his arms

“Yes, dearest mother,” he said as he held her to him, and
with a noble tenderness and emotion, embraced and forgave
her. “I am mnocent, and my dear, dear mother has done me
a wrong "’

“ Oh, yes, my child, I have wronged you, thank God, I have
wronged you!” Helen whispered “ Come away, Arthur—not
here—I want to ask my child to forgive me—and—and my God
to forgive me, and to bless you, and love you, my son.”

He led her, tottering, into her room, and closed the door, as
the three touched spectators of the reconciliation looked on ir
pleascd silence  Tver after, ever after, the tender accents of
that voice faltering sweetly at hus ear—the look of the sacied
eyes beamung with an aflection unuticrable— the gmver of the



HIS FORTUNES AND MISFORTUNES\ 197

fond hps smiling mournfully—were remembered by the Foung
man. And at his best moments, and at lus hours of tnal and
grief, and at hus times of success or well-doing, the mother’s face
looked down upon him, and blessed him with 1ts gaze of pity
end purity, as he saw 1t m that night when she yet lingered
with him; and when she seemed, ere she quite left him, an
angel, transfigured and glorified with love—for which love, as
for the greatest of the bounties and wonders of God’s provision
for us, let us kneel and thank Our Father.

The moon had risen by this time; Arthur recollected well
afterwards how 1t lLighted up his mother’s sweet pale face.
Therr talk, or his rather, for she scarcely could speak, was more
tender and confidential than 1t had been for years before. He
was the frank and generous boy of her early days and love.
He told her the story, the mistake regarding which had caused
her so much pamn—hs struggles to fly from temptation, and his
thankfulness that he had been able to overcome 1t  He never
would do the girl wrong, never; or wound his own honour or
his mother’s pure heart The threat that he would return was
utterted m a moment of exasperation, of which he repented
He never would see her agam. But his mother said, Yes, he
should; and 1t was she who had been proud and culpable—and
she would like to give Fanny Bolton something—and she begged
her dear boy’s pardon for opening the lettet—and she would
write to the young girl, ff,—if she had time Poor thing! was
1t not natural that she should love her Arthur? And again she
kissed him, and she blessed him

As they were talling the clock struck nime, and Helen re-
minded him how, when he was a httle boy, she used to go up
to his bedroom at that hour, and hear him say Qur Father.
And once more, oh, once more, the young man fell down at his
mother’s sacred knees, and sobbed out the prayer which the
Divine Tenderness uttered for us, and which has been echoed
for twenty ages smce by mullions of sinful and humbled men
And as he spoke the last words of the supplication, the mother’s
head fell down on her boy’s, and her arms closed round him,
and together they repeated the words “for ever and ever,”
and “ Amen ”

A hittle tune after, 1t might have been a quarter of an hour,
Laura heard Arthur’s vowce callmg from withm, “Laura,
Taural” She rushed mto the room mstantly, and found the
young man still on his knees, and holding his mother’s hand
Helen’s head had sunk back, and was quite pale m the moon
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Pen looked 1ound, scared with a ghastly terror. Help, Laura
help!” he saxd—** she’s fainted—she’s "——

Taura screamed, and {ell by the side of Helen. The shrick
brought Warrington and Major Pendennis and the servants te
the toorn  The samted woman was dead  The last emotion of
her soul here was joy, to be henceforth unchequered and eternal
The tender heart beat no more, 1t was to bave no more pangs,
no more doubts, no more griefs and trals  Tts last thirob was
love, and Helen’s last breath was a benediction

The melancholy party bent therr way speedily homewards,
and Helen was laid by her husband’s side at Clavering, m the
old church where she had prayed so often  For a while Laura
went to stay with Doctor Portman, who read the service over
his dear sister departed, amidst lus own sobs and those of
the Dhttle congregation which assembled round Helen’s tomb
There were not many who cared for her, or who spoke of her
when gone. Scaicely more than of a nun m a cloister did
people know of that pious and gentle lady. A few words
among the cottagers whom her bounty was accustomed to
relieve, a lhttle talk from house to house at Clavering, where
this Jady told how their neighbour died of a complaint of the
heart, whilst that speculated upon the amount of property
which the widow had left; and a third wondered whether
Arthur would let Fawroaks or live m 1t, and expected that he
would not be long getting through his property,—this was all,
and except with one or two who cherished her, the kind soul
was forgotten by the next market-day. Woeuld you desire that
grief for you should last for a few more weeks? and does after-
Iife seem less solitary, provided that our names, when we ““ go
down mto silence,” are echomg on this side of the grave yet for
a hittle while, and human voices are still talking about us? She
was gone, the pure soul, whom only two or three loved and
knew The great blank she left was i Laura’s heart, to whom
her love had been everythmg, and who had now but to worship
ber memory, “I am glad that she gave me her blessing before
she went away,” Warrington said to Pen;-and as for Arthur,
with a bumble acknowledgment and wonder at so much affec-
tion, he hardly dared to ask of Heaven to make him worthy of
it, though he felt that a samt there was mterceding for him

All the lady’s affairs were found m perfect order, and her
hittle property ready for transmission to her son, m trust for
whom she held 1t. Papers in her desk showed that she had
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long becn aware of the complamnt, one of the heart, under which
she laboured, and knew that it would suddenly remove her
and a prayer was found m her handwriting, asking that her
end might be, as 1t was, m the arms of het son

Laura and Arthur talked over her saymgs, all of which the
tormer most fondly remembered, to the young man’s shame
somewhat, who thought how much greater her love had been
for Helen than his own He referred himself entirely to Laura
to know what Helen would have wished should be done, what
poor persons she would have liked to relieve; what legacies
or remembrances she would have wished to transmit They
packed up the vase which Helen m her gratitude had destined
to Doctor Goodenough, and duly sent 1t to the kind Doctor, a
silver coffee-pot, which she used, was sent off to Doctor Port-
man; & diamond ring, with her hair, was given with affectionate
greeting to Warrington.

It must have been a hard day for poor Laura when she went
over to Fairoaks first, and to the Iittle room which she had
occupied, and which was hers no more, and to the widow’s own
blank chamber i which those two had passed so many beloved
hours  There, of course, were the clothes m the wardrobe, the
cushion on which she prayed, the chair at the toiette- the
glass that was no more to reflect her dear sad face. After she
had been here awhile, Pen knocked and led her downstaws to
the parlour agan, and made her drmk a little wine, and sad,
“ God bless you,” as she touched the glass ‘‘ Nothmg shall
ever be changed m your room,” he said—*1t 15 always your
room-—1t 1s always my sister’s room. Shall it not be so,
Laura? ”’ and Laura said, “ Yes!”

Among the widow’s papers was found a packet, marked by
the widow  Letters from Laura’s father,” and which Arthur
gave to her. They were the letters which had passed between
the cousins in the early days before the marriage of either of
them. The mk was faded in which they weie written. the
tears dried out that both perhaps had shed over them: the
grief healed now whose bitterness they chronicled, the friends
doubtless united whose parting on earth had caused to both
pangs so cruel  And Laura learned fully now fo1 the first time
what the tie was which had bound her so tenderly to Helen
how faithfully her more than mother had cherished her 1ather’s
memory, how truly she bad loved him, how meekly resigned

hum,
\%ne legacy of his mother’s Pen remembered, of which Laurs
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could have no cognisance It was that wish of Helen’s to make
some present to Fanny Bolton, and Pen wrote to her, puttmg
his letter under an envelope to Mr Bows, and requesting that
gentleman to read it before he delivered 1t to Fanny “ Dear
Fanny,” Pen said, “I have to acknowledge two letters fiom
you, one of which was delayed mn my illness ” (Pen found the
first letter mm his mother’s desk after her decease, and the
reading 1t gave him a strange pang), “ and to thank you, my
kimd nurse and {riend, who watched me so tenderly durmg my
fever And I have to tell you that the last words of my dea:
mother, who 1s no more, were words of good-will and gratitude
to you for nursing me. and she said she would have written to
you, had she had time—that she would like to ask your pardon
if she had harshly treated you—and that she would beg you to
show yowr forgiveness by accepting some token of friendship
and regard from her” DPen concluded by saymg that his
friend, George Warrington, Esq , of Lamb Court, Temple, was
trustee of a little sum of money, of which the mterest would be
paid to her until she became of age, or changed her name, which
would always be affectionately remembered by her grateful
friend, A Pendennis  The sum was 1n truth but small, although
enough to make a little hewress of Fanny Bolton; whose parents
were appeased, and whose father saxd Mr. P. had acted quite as
the gentleman—though Bows growled out that to plaster a
wounded heart with a bank-note was an easy kind of sympathy ;
and poor Fanny felt only too clearly that Pen’s letter was one
of farewell.

“ Sending hundred-pound notes to porter’s daughters 1s all
dev’hsh well,” old Major Pendennis said to his nephew (whom,
as the proprietor of Fairoaks and the head of the family, he
now treated with marked deference and civility), ““ and as there
was a httle ready money at the bank, and your poor mother
wished 1t, there’s perhaps no harm done But, my good lad,
I’d have you to remember that you’ve not above five hundred
a year, though, thanks to me, the world gives you credit for
bemng a doosid deal better off, and, on my knees, I beg you,
my boy, don’t break mto your capital. Stick to it, sir, don’t
speculate with 1t, sir; keep your land, and don’t borrow on 1t.
Tatham tells me that the Chatteris branch of the railway may
—will almost certamnly pass through Clavermg, and if 1t can be
brought on this side of the Brawl, sir, and through your fields,
they’ll be worth a dev’hish deal of money, and your five hundred
a year will jump up to eight or nine, Whatever 1t is, keep 1t,



HIS FORTUNES AND MISFORTUNES zor

I implore you, keep 1t. And I say, Pen, T think you should
give up living m those dirty chambers m the Temple and get
a decent lodgmg  And I should have a man, sir, to wait upon
me, and a horse or two m town m the season. All this will
pretty well swallow up your mcome, and I know you must live
close. But remember you have a certamn place m society, and
you can’t afford to cut a poor figure m the world. What are
you gomg to do n the winter® You don’t intend to stay down
here, or, I suppose, to go on writing for that—what-d’ye-call-
‘em—that newspaper? ”

“ Warrmgton and I are gomg abroad agamn, sir, for a little,
and then we shall see what 1s to be done,” Arthur rephed

“ And you’ll let Fawroaks, of course Good school m the
neighbourhood, cheap country: dev’lish nice place for East
India colonels, or families wanting to retire. T'll speak about
it at the club, there are lots of fellows at the club want a place
of that sort ”

“T hope Laura will live m 1t for the winter, at least, and wll
make 1t her home,” Arthur replied. at which the Major pish’d
and psha’d, and said that there ought to be convents, begad,
for English ladies, and wished that Miss Bell had not been there
to mterfere with the arrangements of the family, and that she
would mope herself to death alone m that place.

Indeed, 1t would have been a very dismal abode for poor
Laura, who was not too happy either m Doctor Portman’s
household, and m the town where too many things reminded her
of that dear parent whom she had lost. But old Lady Rock-
mnster, who adored her young friend Laura, as soon as she read
m the paper of her loss, and of her presence m the country,
rushed over from Baymouth, where the old lady was staymg,
and msisted that Laura should remam six months, twelve
months, all her life with her, and to her Ladyship’s house,
Martha from Fairoaks, as femme de chambre, accompanied her
young mustress,

Pen and Warrimgton saw her depart. It was difficult to
say which of the young men seemed to regard her the most
tenderly  * Your cousm 1s pert and rather vulgar, my dear, but
he seems to have a good heart,” little Lady Rockmmster said,
who said her say about everybody—* but I like Bluebeard
best. Tell me, 1s he touché au ceur ?”

“Mr. Warrmgton has been long—engaged,” Laura said,
dropping her eyes

“Nonsense, child! And good heavens, my dear| that’s a
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pretty diamond cross  What do you mean by wearing 1t m the
morning? ”

“ Arthur—my brother, gove 1t me just now, Tt was—n
was ”—she could not finish the sentence The carnage passed
over the bridge, and by the dear dear gate of Faroaks—home
no MO1e,

CHAPTER LVIII
OLD FRIENDS

Tt chanced at that great English festival, at which all Tondon
takes a holiday upon Epsom Downs, that a great number of
the personages to whom we have been intreduced m the course
of this history, were assembled to see the Derby In a com-
fortable open carriage, which had been brought to the ground
by a parwr of horses, might be seen Mrs Bungay, of Paternoster
Row, attired hke Solomon 1 all his glory, and having by her
side modest Mrs Shandon, for whom, since the commencement
of thewr acquamtance, the worthy publisher’s lady had mam-
tamed a steady friendship. Bungay, having recreated himselt
with a copious luncheon, was madly shymg at the sticks hard
by, till the perspiration ran off s bald pate. Shandon was
shambling about among the drinking-tents and gipsies* Fimu-
cane constant m attendance on the two ladies, to whom gentle-
men of therr acquamtance, and connected with the pubhshing
house, came up to pay a visit

Among others, Mr. Archer came up to make her his bow,
and told Mrs. Bungay who was on the course  Yonder was the
Prime Mmuster Ius lordship had just told hum to back Borax
for the race, but Archer thought Muffineer the better horse
He ponted out countless dukes and grandees to the delighted
Mrs. Bungay. “Look yonder m the Grand Stand,” he said.
* There sits the Chmese Ambassador with the Mandarins of lus
suite. Fou-choo-foo brought me over letters of mtroduction
from the Governor-General of India, my most mtimate friend,
and I was for some time very kind to hum, and he had s chop-
sticks lzid for hum at my table whenever he chose to conie and
dne  Buat he brovght hus own cook with lum, and—wonld you
beheve 1t, Mis bungay?—one cay when I was out, and the
Ambassador was with ¥Mrs Archer in our garden eating goose-
bernes, of which the Chinese are passionately fond, the beast
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of a cook, seeing my wife’s dear little Blenheim spamel (that we
had from the Duke of Marlbolough himself, whose ancestor’s
fe Mrs Archer’s great-great-grandfather saved at the battle
of Malplaquet), seized upon the poor little devil, cut his throat,
and skinned him, and served tum up stuffed with forced meat
m the second course ”

“Law!” said Mis Bungay

“ You may fancy my wife’s agony when she knew what had
happened! The cook came screammg upstairs, and told us
that she had found poor Fido’s sk n the area, just after we
had all of us tasted of the dish! She never would speak to the
Ambassador agam—never, and, upon my word, he has never
been to dine with us smce The Lord Major, who did me the
honour to dine, liked the dish very much; and, eaten with green
peas, 1t tastes rather like duck ”
| ‘;‘ You don’t say so, now!” cried the astomished pubhsher’s
ady.

“ Fact, upon my word Look at that lady m blue, seated by
the Ambassador that is Lady Flamingo, and they say she s
gong to be married to him, and return to Pekmn with his
Excellency. She 1s getting her feet squeezed down on purpose.
But she’ll only cripple herself, and will never be able to do it—
never My wife has the smallest foot in England, and wears
shoes for a six-years-old child, but what s that to a Chinese
lady’s foot, Mrs. Bungay? "

“ Who 1s that carnage as Mr Pendenmus 1s with, Mr, Archer? ”
Mzs. Bungay presently asked. ‘“He and Mr. Warrmgton was
here jestnow  Fle’s 'aughty m his manners, that Mr Pendenms,
and well he may be, for I'm told he keeps tip-top company.
’As he ’ad a large fortune left him, Mr. Archer? He’s 1n black
still, I see ”

“ Eighteen hundred a year m land, and twenty-two thousand
five hundred mn the Three-and-a-half per Cents , that's about
it,” said Mr, Archer

“Law! why, you know everything, Mx. A.1” cried the lady
of Paternoster Row

“ 1 happen to know, because I was called m about poor Mrs.
Pendenmuis’s will,” Mr. Archer replied “ Pendenmis’s uncle,
the Major, seldom does anything without me, /and as he 18
hkely to be extravagant we've tied up the property, so that

he can't make ducks-and-drakes with it.—+~How do you do,
my lord?—Do you know that gentleman, ladies? You have
read hus speeches m the House, 1t 18 Lord Rochester.”
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“TLord Fiddlestick,” cried out Finucane, from the box.
“ Sure 1t’s Tom Staples, of the Morning Advertiser, Archer.”

“Is 1tP” Archer said sumply ¢ Well, I'm very short-
sighted, and upon my word I thought it was Rochester That
gentleman with the double opera-glass” (another nod) “1s
Lord John, and the tall man with um, don’t you know him?
15 Sir James ”’

“ You know ’em because you see ’emn m the House,” growled
Finucane.

“ I know them because they are kind enough to allow me to
call them my most mntimate friends,” Archer continued. “ Look
at the Duke of Hampshire, what a pattern of a fine old English
gentleman'! He never misses the ‘Derby.” ¢ Archer,” he
said to me only yesterday, ‘ I have been at sixty-five Derbies!
appeared on the field for the first time on a piehald pony when
I was seven years old, with my father, the Prince of Wales, and
Colonel Hanger, and only missing two races,—one when I had
the measles at Eton, and one in the Waterloo year, when I
was with my friend Wellmgton m Flanders *”

“ And who 1s that yellow carnage, with the pink and yellow
parasols, that Mr. Pendenms 1s talking to, and ever so many
gentlemen? ” asked Mrs Bungay.

“ That 1s Lady Clavering, of Clavering Park, next estate to
my friend Pendenrus  That 1s the young son and heir upon the
box! he’s awfully tipsy, the little scamp! and the young lady
15 Miss Amory, Lady Clavermg’s daughter by a first marriage,
and uncommonly sweet upon my friend Pendenms, but I've
reason to think he has his heart fixed elsewhere  You have heard
of young Mr. Foker—the great brewer, Foker, you know—he
was gomg to hang himself in consequence of a fatal passion for
Miss Amory, who refused hum, but was cut down just mn tume
by his valet, and 1s now abroad, under a keeper.”

“ How happy that young fellow 1s!” sighed Mrs Bungay.
“ Who'd have thought when he came so quiet and demure to
dme with us, three or four years ago, he would turn out such
a grand character! Why, I saw his name at Court the other
day, and presented by the Marquis of Steyne and all, and i
every party of the nobility his name’s down as sure as a gun.”

“ I.ntrodueed hum a good deal when he fitst came up to town,”
Mr ‘acher said, “ and his uncle, Major Pendenmus, did the rest
Hallo! ‘There’s Cobden here, of all men n the world' T must
goand speak to hun  Good-bye, Mrs Bungay. Gond morning,
Mrs Shandon ”
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An hour previous to this time, and at a different part of the
course, there might have been seen an old stage-coach, on the
battered roof of which a crowd of shabby raffs were stampmng and
hallooing, as the great event of the day—the Derby race—
rushed over the gieen sward, and by the shouting millions of
people assembled to view that magnificent scene This was
Wheeler’s (the “ Harlequin’s Head ”’) drag, which had brought
down a company of choice spirits from Bow Street, with a slap-
up luncheon m the “boot” As the whirling race flashed by,
each of the choice spinits bellowed out the name of the horse
or the colours which he thought or he hoped might be fore-
most  “ The Cornet!” “ It’s Muffineer!” “ It’s blue sleeves!”
“ Yallow cap! yallow cap! yallow cap!” and so forth, yelled
the gentlemen sportsmen, durmg that delicious and thnlling
minute before the contest was decided, and as the fluttering
signal blew out, showmg the number of the famous horse
Podasokus as winner of the race, one of the gentlemen on the
“ Harlequin’s Head ” drag sprang up off the roof, as if he was
a pigeon and about to fly away to London or York with the news

But his elation did not Iift him many mches from his standing-
place, to which he came down agamn on the instant, causmg the
boards of the crazy old coach-roof to crack with the weight of
his joy. “ Hurray, hurray!” he bawled out, ‘ Podasokus 1s
the horse! Supper for ten, Wheeler, my boy. Ask you all
round of course, and damn the expense

And the gentlemen on the carriage, the shabby swaggerers,
the dubious bucks, said, “Thank you—congratulate you,
Colonel, sup with you with pleasure: ” and whispered to one
another, “ The Colonel stands to win fifteen hundred, and he
got the odds fiom a good man, too ”

And each of the shabby bucks and dusky dandies began te
eye s neighbour with suspicion, lest that neighbour, taking his
advantage, should get the Colonel mto a lonely place and borrow
money of lim  And the wmner on Podasokus could not be
alone during the whole of that afternoon, so closely did s
friends watch lum and each other

At another part of the course you might have seen a vehicle,
certainly more modest, if not more shabby, than that battered
coach which had brought down the choice spirits from the
“ Harlequin’s Head, ” tlus was cab No 2zooz, which had con-
veyed a gentleman and iwo ladies from the cabstand mn the
Strand: whereof one of the ladies, as she sate on the box of
the cab enjoymg with her mamma and thewr companion a
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repast of lobster-salad and bitter ale, looked so fresh and pretty
that many of the splendid young dandies who were strolling
about the course, and enjoymng themselves at the noble diver-
ston of Sticks, and talking to the beautifully-dressed ladies m
the besutiful carriages on the hill, forsook these fascinations to
have a glance at the smuling and rosy-cheeked lass on the cab
The blushes of youth and good-humour mantled on the girl’s
cheeks, and played over that fair countenance like the pretty
shining cloudlets on the serene sky overhead, the elder lady's
cheek was red too; but that was a permanent mottled rose,
deepening only as 1t received fresh draughts of pale ale and
brandy-and-water, until her face emulated the rich shell of the
lobster which she devoured |

The gentleman who escorted these two ladies was most active
m atlendance upon them: here on the course, as he had been
during the previous journey. During the whole of that
anmmated and delightful drive from London, tus jokes had never
ceased. He spoke up undauntedly to the most awful drags full
of the biggest and most solemn guardsmen, as to the humblest
donkey-chaise m which Bob the dustman was driving Molly to
the race. He had fired astomishing volleys of what 1s called
“chaff ” mto endless windows as he passed, nto lines of
grmning girds’ schools; nto little regiments of shouting urchins
hurraymg, behind the railings of thewr Classical and Commercial
Academies; into casements whence smiling maid-servants, and
nurses tossing babies, or demure old maiden Jadies with dissent-
ing countenances, were looking And the pretty girl m the
straw bonnet with pink ribbon, and her mamma, the devourer of
lobsters, had both agreed that when he was m “ spirits ” there
wag nothing hike that Mr. Sam He had crammed the cab
with trophies won from the bankrupt propretors of the Sticks
haid by, and with countless pmcushions, wooden apples, backy-
boxes, Jack-mn-the-boxes, and httle soldiers. He had brought
up a gipsy with a tawny chuld 1n her arms to tell the fortunes of
the ladies and the only cloud which momentanly obscured the
sunshme of that bappy party, was when the teller ot fate m-
formed the young lady that she had had reason to beware of a
fair man, who was false to her. that she had had a bad illness,
and that she wouald find that a dack man would prove true
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Malking his way solitary amongst the crowd and the carriages,
and noting, according to his wont, the various circumstances
and characters which the amimaved scene presented, a young
tmiend of ours came suddenly upon cab zo0z, and the little group
of persons assembled on the outside of the vehicle. As he
caught sight of the young lady on the box, she started and
turned pale her mother became redder than ever the hereto-
fore gay and trumphant Mr Sam immediately assumed a ferce
and suspicious look, and his eyes turned savagely from Fanny
Bolton (whom the reader, no doubt, bas recognised 1 the young
lady of the cab) to Arthur Pendenmis, advancing to meet her

Arthur, too, looked dark and suspicious on percerving Mr.
Samuel Huxter m company with lus old acquamtances. but
hus suspicion was that of alarmed morality, and, I dare say,
hughly creditable to Mr Arthur: like the suspicion of Mrs
Lynx, when she sees Mr Brown and Mrs Jones talking cogether,
or when she remarks Mrs Lamb twice or thrice in a handsome
opera-box There may be no harm m the conversation of Mr
B and Mrs. J.: and Mrs Lamb’s opera-box (though she notori-
ously can't afford one) may be honestly come by* but yet 2
moralist ike Mrs Lynx has a nght to the little precautionary
fnght. and Arthur was no doubt justified mn adopting that
severe demeanour of his ¢

.. Fanny’s heart began to patter violently Huxter’s fists,
plunged into the pockets of his paletot, clenched themselves
mvoluntatly, and armed themselves, as 1t were, mm ambush

#Mrs. Bolton began to talk with all her might, and with a wonder-
ful volubility and Lor! she was so ’appy to see Mr. Pendenmnis,
and how well he was a loockin’, and we’d been talkin’ about Mr,
P only jest before, hadn’t we, Fanny? and if this was the
famous Hepsome races that they talked so much about, she
didn’t care, for her part, if she never saw them agam. And
how was Major Pendenms, and that kind Mr Warrington, who
brought Mr. P ’s great kindness to Fanny? and she never would
forget 1t, never: and Mr. Warnmgton was so tall, he almost
broke his ’ead up agamnst their lodge door You recoliect Mr
Warrington a knockin’ of lus head—don’t you, Fanny ?

Whulst Mrs Bollon was so discoursing, I wonder how many
thousands of thoughts passed through Fanny’s mind, and what
dear tines, sad struggles, lonely griefs, and subsequent shame-
faced consolations were recalled to her What pangs had the
poor little thing, as she thought how much she had loved hum,
and that she loved him no more? There he stood, about whom



208 THE HISTORY OF PENDENNIS

she was going to die ten months since, dandified, supercilious,
with a black crape to lus white hat, and jet buttons m his shirt-
front and a pmk 1 his coat, that someone else had probably
grven him: with the tightest lavender-coloured gloves sewn
with black, and the smallest of canes. And M: Huxter wore
no gloves, and great Blucher boots, and smelt very much of
tobacco certamly; and looked, oh, 1t must be owned, he looked
as if a bucket of water would do hum a great deal of good! All
these thoughts, and a myriad of others, rushed through Fanny’s
mind as her mamma was delivering herself of her specch, and as
the gurl, from under her eyes, surveyed Pendennis—surveyed
him entirely from head to foot, the circle on his white forehead
that tus hat left when he hifted 1t (tus beautiful, beautiful har
had grown agan), the trinkets at his watch-cham, the ring on
his hand under his glove, the neat shining boot, so, so unlike
Sam’s highlow —and after her hand had given a little twittering
pressure to the lavender-coloured kid grasp which was held out
to 1t, and after her mother had dehvered herself of her speech,
all Fanny could find to say was,—* This 1s Mr Samuel Huxter,
whom you knew formerly, I believe, sir, Mr Samuel, you know
you knew Mr. Pendennis formerly—and—and, will you take a
Iittle refreshment? ”

These little words, tremulous and uncolouied as they were,
yet were understood by Pendennis in such a manner as to take a
great load of suspicion from off his mind—of remorse, perhaps,
from his heart. The frown on the countenance of the Prince of
Fairoaks disappeared, and a good-natured smile and a knowing
twinkle of the eyes llummated his highness’s countenance. 1
am very thirsty,” he said, “ and I will be glad to drink your
health, Fanny , and Thope Mr Huxter will pardon me for having
been very rude to him the last time we met, and when I was so
1ll and out of spints, that mdeed I scarcely knew what I said.”
And herewith the lavender-coloured dexter kid-glove was
ha}?led out, in token of amity, to Huxter,

e dirty fist in the young surgeon’s pocket was obliged to
undouble itself, and come out of 1ts ambush disaimed. The
poor fellow himself felt, as he laid 1t 1n Pen’s hand, how hot his
own was, and how black—it left black marks on Pen’s glove,
he saw them,—he would have liked to have clenched 1t agam
and dashed 1t mto the other’s good-humoured face; and have
seen, there upon that ground, with Fanny, with all England
lookmg on, which was the best man—he, Sam Huxter of
Bartholomew’s, or that grinning dandy.
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Pen, with meffable good-humour, took a glass—he didn’t mind
what 1t was—he was content to drink after the ladies, and he
filled 1t with frothing lukewarm beer, which he pronounced to
be delicious, and which he drank cordially to the health of the
party.

As he was dunking and talking on m an engaging manner, a
young lady 1 a shot dove-coloured dress, with a white parasol
lined with pmk, and the prettiest dove-coloured boots that ever
stepped, passed by Pen, leaning on the arm of a stalwart gentle-
man with a military moustache.

The young lady clenched her hittle fist, and gave a mischievous
side-look as she passed Pen.  He of the mustachios burst out mto
a jolly laugh. He had taken off his hat to the ladies of cab
No. 2002 Youshould have seen Fanny Bolton’s eyes watching
after the dove-coloured young lady! Immediately Huxter per-
ceved the direction which they took, they ceased looking after
the dove-coloured nymph, and they turned and looked into Sam
Huxter’s orbs with the most artless good-humoured expression

“ What a beautiful creature! ” Fanny said  “ What a lovely
dress! Did you remark, Mr Sam, such little, ittle hands? ™

“ It was Captain Strong,” said Mrs Bolton: “and who was
the young woman, I wonder? ”

‘ A neighbour of mine mn the country—Miss Amoty,” Arthur
said,—* Lady Clavering’s daughter. You've seen Sir Francs
often 1 Shepherd’s Inn, Mrs Bolton ”

As he spoke, Fanny built up a perfect romance in three
volumes — Love — faithlessness — splendid marriage at St,
George’s, Hanover Square—broken-hearted maid—and Sam
Huxter was not the hero of that story-—poor Sam, who by thus
ume had got out an exceedingly rank Cuba cigar, and was
smoking 1t under Fanny’s httle nose

After that confounded prig Pendennis jomed and left the
party, the sun was less bright to Sam Huxter, the sky less biue
—ithe Sticks had no attraction for hun—the bitter beer was hot
and undrinkable—the world was changed He had a guantity
of peas and a tin pea-shooter m the pocket of the cab for amuse-
ment on the homeward route He didn’t take them out, and
forgot their existence until some other wag, on therr return
from the races, fired a volley mnto Sam’s sad face, upon which
salute, after a few oaths indicative of surprise, he burst nto a
savage and sardomic laugh.

But Fanny was charming all the way home She coaxed,
and snuggled, and smiled. She laughed pretty laughs; she
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admired everything, she took out the darling lttle Jack-m-
the-boxes, and was se obhiged to Sam And when they got
home, and Mr Huxter, still with darkness on his countenance,
was taking a fngid leave of her—she burst into tears, and said
he was a naughty unkind thing

Upon which, with a burst of emotion almost as emphatic as
hers, the young surgeon held the gurl m his arms—swore that
she was an angel, and that he was a jealous brute, owned that
he was unworthy of her, and that he had no right to hate
Pendenms, and 2sked her, implored her, to say once more that
she—-

That she what?—The end ot the gnestion and Fanny’s answer
were pronounced by lips that were so near each other, that no
bystander could hear the words. Mrs, Bolton only sad,
“ Come, come, Mr H -—no nonsense, if you please, and I think
vou've acted like a wicked wretch, and been most uncommon
cruel to Faony, that [ do ”

When Arthur lett No 2002, he went to pay his respects to
the carnage to which, and to the side of her mamma, the dove-
coloured author of * Mes Larmes ” had by this tume returned
Indefatigable old Major Pendennis was m waiting upon Lady
Clavering, and had occupied the back seat i her carniage, the
box being m possession of young Hopelul, under the care of
Captam Strong

A number ot dJandies, and men of a certamn fashion—of
military bucks, ot young rakes of the public offices, of those
who inay be styled men’s men rather than ladies’—had come
about the cairiage durmg 1ts station on the hill—and had
exchianged a word or two with Lady Clavering. and a little talk
(a hittle ** chaff ” some of the most elegant of the men styled
their conversation) with Miss Amory They had offered her
sportive bets, and exchanged with her all sorts of free-talk and
knowmg mnuendoes. They pomted out to her who was on the
comse and the ““ who ” was not always the person a young
lady should know.

When Pen came up to Lady Clavering’s carriage, he had to
push his way through a crowd of these young bucks who were
paymg then court to Miss Amory, n order te armve near that
+oung lady, who beckoaed mim by many preity signals to her

A
5.TUL
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**Vhy monster? " said Pen, with a laugh, “Hom sort qu
mal y pense My young friend, yonder, 15 as well protected as
any young lady m Christendom  She has her mamma on one
side, her prétendu on the other. Could any harm happen 1o a
girl between those two? ”

“ One does not know what may or may not arrive,” saxd M
Blanche, m French, “ when a girl has the mmd, and when she
1s pursued by a wicked monster like you. Figure to yourseli,
Major, that [ come to find Monsieur, your nephew, near to &
cab, by two ladies, and a man, oh, such a man! and who atc
lobsters, and who laughed, who laughed!”

“It did not strike me that the man laughed,” Pen said
“ And as for lobsters, 1 thought he would have liked to eat me
after the lobsters. He shook hands with me, and griped me so,
that he bruised my glove black and blue. He 1s a voung
surgeon He comes from Clavermg. Don’t you remembus the
gilt pestle and mortar m High Street? ”

“1f he attends you when you are sick,” contmued Mss
Amory, “he will kill you. He will serve you nght, fo: you
are a monster ”

The perpetual recurrence to the word “monsier” jarred
upon Pen “ She speaks about these matters a great deal too
hightly,” he thought. “If [ had been a monster, as she calls 1t,
she would have recerved me just the same. This 1s not the way
m which an English lady should speak or think Laura would
not speak m that way, thank God,” and as he thought so, his
own countenance fell.

“ Ot what are you thinking? Are you gomg 1o bouder me at
present? ” Blanche asked “ Major, scold your méhant
nephew. He does not amuse me at all. He is as e as
Captam Crackenbury.”

“YWhat are you saymng about me, Miss Amory? ¥ said the
guardsman, with a gun, “If it’s anythmg good, say it w
Englsh, for I don’t understand French when 1t’s spoke so
devilish quick.”

“ 1L azn’t anythmg good, Crack,” said Crackenbury’s fellow,
Captam Clinker. “ Let’s come away, and don’t spoil sport,
They say Pendennis 1s sweet upon her.”

“T’'m told he’s a devilish clever fellow,” sighed Crackenbury.
“ Lady Violet Lebas says he’s a devilish clever fellow He
wrote & work, or & poem, or something, and he writes those
devilish clever things m the—in the papers, you know, Dammy,
I wish I was a clever fellow, Clinker,”
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“ That’s past wishing for, Crack, my boy,” the other said
“1 can’t write a good book, but I think I can make a pretty
good one on the Derby What a flat Clavering 15! And the
Begum! I like that old Begum She’s worth ten of her
daughter How pleased the old gurl was at winning the lottery

“(Clavering’s safe to pay up, amn't he?” asked Captamn
Crackenbury.

T hope so,” saxd his friend; and they disappeared, to enjoy
themselves among the Sticks

Before the end of the day’s amusements, many more gentle-
men of Lady Clavering’s acquaintance came up to her carriage,
and chatted with the party which 1t contamned The worthy
lady was in high spinits and good-humour, laughing and talking
accordmg to her won’t, and offering refreshments to all her
friends, until her ample baskets and bottles were emptied, and
her servants and postiions were 1 such a royal state of ex-
citement as servants and postilions commonly are upon the
Deiby Day

The Major remarked that some of the visitors to the carriage
appeared to look with rather queer and meaning glances towards
its owner. ‘‘ How easily she takes 1t!” one man whispered to
another ‘ The Begum’s made of money,” the friend replied
“ How easily she takes what? ” thought old Pendennis  * Has
anybody lost any money? *  Lady Clavering said she was happy
i1 the morning because Sir Francis had promised her not
to bet.

. Welbore, the country neighbour of the Claverings, was
passing the carriage, when he was called back by the Begum,
who ralhed hum for wishing to cut her “ Why didn’t he come
before? Why didn’t he come to lunch? ¥  Her Ladyship was
1n great delight, she told him~she told everybody, that she had
won five pounds m a lottery. As she conveyed this piece of
ntelligence to hum, Mr Welbore locked so particularly knowing,
and withal melancholy, that a dismal apprehension seized upon
Major Pendenms. ““ He would go and look after the horses and
those rascals of postilions, who were so long m coming round »
When he came back to the carriage, his usually benign and
smirking countenance was obscured by some sorrow  © What
15 the matter with you now? ” the good-natured Begum asked
The Major pretended a headache from the fatigue and sunshme
of the dav , Lhe carriage whecled oft the cou'se and took its
way Londonwards, not the least brilbant equipage w that vast
and pictusesque proeession  ‘The tipsy dirvers dashed gallantly
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over the turf, amidst the admiration of foot-passengers, the
ronxcal cheers of the little donkey-carrages and spring vans,
and the loud objurgations of horse-and-chaise men, with whom
the reckless postboys came m contact  The jolly Begum looked
the picture of good-humour as she reclined on her splendid
cushions, the lovely Sylphide smiled with languid elegance.
Many an honest holiday-maker with his family wadded mto a
tax-cart, many a cheap dandy working his way home on his
weary hack, admired that brilhant turn-out, and thought, ne
doubt, how happy those ““ swells ” must be. Strong sat on the
box still, with a lordly voice calling to the postboys and the
crowd Master Frank had been put mside the carmage, and
was asleep there by the side of the Major, dozing away the
effects of the constant luncheon and champagne of which he
had freely partaken

The Major was revolving in his mmd meanwhile the news
the receipt of which had made him so grave “ If Sir Francis
Clavermg goes on 1n this way,” Pendennis the elder thought,
“this hittle tipsy rascal will be as bankrupt as his father and
grandfather before hym  The Begum’s fortune can’t stand such
drams upon 1t* no fortune can stand them- she has paid his
debts half-a-dozen times already A few years more of the
turf, and a few coups like this will rumn her 2/

“Don’t you think we could get up races at Clavering,
mamma? >’ Miss Amory asked ‘“VYes, we must have them
there agam  There were races there m the old times, the good
old times. It’s a national amusement, you know, and we
could have a Clavermg ball. and we might have dances for the
tenantry, and rustic sports m the park — Oh, it would be
charmimng ”

“ Capital fun,” said mamma * Wouldn’t 1t, Majo1?

“The turf 15 & very expensive amusement, my dear lady,”
Major Pendennis answered, with such a rueful face, that the
DBegum rallied him, and asked laughmgly whether he had Jost
money on the race.

After a slumber of about an hour-and-a-half, the heir of the
house began to exlibit symptoms of wakefulness, stretching
hus youthful arms over the Major’s face, and kicking his sister’s
knees as she sate opposite to im  When the amiable youth
was quite restored to consciousness, he began a sprightly con-
versation

“T say, Ma,” he said, “ I’ve gone and done it this time, I
have.”
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“ What have you gone and done, Franky dear?” asked
mamma.

“ How much 15 seventeen half-crowns? Two pound and
half-a-crown, am’t w? I drew Borax m ouvr lottery, but I
bought Podasokus and Man-millmer of Leggat mmor for two
open tarts and a bottle ot ginger-beer ”

“ You httle wicked gamblmg creature, how daie you begin
w0 soon? ' cried Miss Amory

“Hold your tongue, if you pleese Who ever asked your
leave, miss? ” the brother said. “ And I say, Ma "

“ Well, Franky dear? ”

“ You'll tip me all the same, you know, when I go back "—
and bere he broke out wto a laugh. “7I say, Ma, shall I tell
you somethmg? ™

The Begum expressed her desire to hear this something, and
her son and heir contmued - —

“ When me and Strong was down at the Grand Stand aftex
the race, and I was talking to Leggat mmor, who was there
with his governor, I saw Pa look as savage as & bear And T
say, Ma, Leggat mmnor told me that he heard tus governor say
that Pa had lost seven thousand backing the favourite I'li
never back the favourite when I'm of age, No, no—hang me
if T do. leave me alone, Strong, will you? ”

“ Captam Strong! Captam Strong! 1s this true? * cned out
the unfortunate Begum  Has Sir Francis been betting agan?
He promised me he wouldn’t. He gave me his word of honour
he wouldn’t”

Strong, from his place on the box, bad overheard the end of
young Clavermg’s communication, and was trymg in vain to
stop hus unlucky tongue,

“Tm afraid it’s true, ma’am,” he saxd’,’ turning round. “{
deplore the loss as much as you can..sHe promised me as he
promised you, b};t the play 1s too strong for hum! he can’t
refram from it.”

Lady Clavering at this sad news burst mto a fit of tears
She deplored her wretched fate as the most miserable of women
She declared she would separate, and pay no mole debts for
this ungrateful man, She narrated with tearful volubility a
score of stomes only too authentic, which showed how her
husband had decerved, and how constantly she had befriended
hum: and m this melancholy condition, whilst young Hopeful
was thinkmg about the two gumeas which he himself had won,
and the Major revolving, m hus darkened mind, whethe: certamn
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plans which he had been forming had better not be abandoned
the splendid carmage drove up at length to the Begum’s house
m Grosvenor Place, the idlers and boys lngering about the
place to witness, according to pubhic wont, the close of the
Derby Day, and cheering the carriage as 1t drew up, and envy-
ing the happy folks who descended from 1t

“ And 1t’s for the son of this man that I am made a beggar!”
Blanche said, quivering with anger. as she walked upstais
leanmg on the Major’s arm—* for this cheat—for this blackleg
—for this har—for this robber of women ”

“ Calm yourself, my dear Miss Blanche,” the old gentleman
said, “I pray, calm yourself You have been hardly treated,
most unjustly But remember that you have always a friend
m me; and trust to an old fellow who will try and serve you.”

And the young lady, and the heir of the hopeful house of
Clavering, having retired to thewr beds, the remammg three of
the Epsom party remamed for some time mn deep consultation

CHAPTER LIX
EXPLANATIONS

ALMOST & year, as the reader will perceive, has passed since an
event described 2 few pages back. Arthur’s black coat 15 about
to be exchanged for a blue one His person has undergone
other more pleasmg and remaikable changes His wig has
been laid aside, and hus hair, though somewhat thmner, has
returned to public view  And he has had the honour of appea1-
mng at Court mn the unuform of a Cornet of the Clavering troop
of the ——shire Yeomanry Cavalry, bemg presented to the
Sovereign by the Marquis of Steyne

This was a measure strongly and pathetically urged by
Arthur’s uncle. The Major would not hear of a year passing
before this ceremony of gentlemanhood was gone through. The
old gentleman thought that hus nephew should belong to some
rather moue select club than the Polyanthus, and has announced
everywhere m the world lus disappomntment that the young
man’s property has turned out not by anv means as well as he
coyld have hoped, and 1s under fifteen hundred a year.
~“That 15 the amount at whuch Pendenmis’s properiy 1s set
down m the world—where his publishers begin to respect him
much more than formerly, and where even mammas are by



216 THE HISTORY OF PENDENNIS

no means unctvil to him  For if the pretty daughters are
naturally, to marry people of very different expectations—at
any rate, he will be ehgible for the plam ones 2and if the
brlliant and fascinatng Mira 1s to hook an Earl, poor httle
Beatrice, who has one shoulder higher than the other, must
hang on to some boor through life, and why should not Mi
Pendenmis be her support? In the very first winter after the
accession to his mother’s fortune, Mrs Hawsxby m a country
house caused her Beatrice to learn billiards from Mr Pendenms
and would be driven by nobody but him m the pony-carrage,
because he was literary and her Beatrice was literary too, and
declared that the young man, under the mstigation of his hornd
old uncle, had behaved most mfamously in trifling with Beatrice’s
feelngs The trath 1s, the old gentleman, who knew Mrs, -
Hawxby’s character, and how desperately that lady would
practise upon unwary young men, had come to the country
house m question and carred Arthwm out of the danger of her
mmediate claws, though not out of the reach of her tongue
The elder Pendennis would have bad his nephew pass a part of
the Christmas at Clavermg, whither the family had returned
but Arthur had not the beart for that Clavermg was too
near poor old Fairoaks, and that was too full of sad recollections
for the young man

We have lost sight of the Claverings, too, until themr re-
appearance upon the Epsom race-ground, and must give a brief
account of them mn the mterval During the past year, the
world has not treated any member of the Clavering family very
kindly, Lady Clavering, one of the best-natured women that
ever enjoyed a good dmner, or made a ship m grammar, has had
her appetite and good-nature sadly tried by constant family
grievances, and disputes such as make the effoits of the best
French cook unpalatable, and the most delicately-stuffed sofa-
cushion hard to Lie on . *I’d rather have a turnip, Strong, for
desseit, than that pineapple, and all them Muscatel grapes,
from Clavering,”/says poor Lady Clavering, lookmng at her
dmner-table, and’ confiding her griefs to her faithful friend,
“if T could but have a httle quiet to eat 1t with, Oh, how
much happier I was when I was a widow, and before all this
money fell . to me!”

The Claverng family had indeed made a false start m hite,
and had got neither comfort, nor position, nor thanks for the
hospitalities which they adminstered, noi a return of kmdness
from the people whom they entertamed The success of thewr
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first London season was doubtful, and therr failure afterwards
notorious. “ Human patience was not great enough to put up
with Sir Francis Clavermg, * people saxd. “ He was too hope-
lessly low, dull, and disreputable You could not say what,
but there was a taint about the house and 1its entourages, Who
was the Begum, with her money, and without her h's, and
where did she come from? What an extraordinary little piece
of conceit the daughter was, with her Gallicised graces and
daring affectations, not fit for well-bred English girls to associate
with! What strange people were those they assembled round
about them! Sir Francs Clavermg was a gambler, hiving
notoriously m the society of blacklegs and profligates. Hely
Chinker, who was m his regiment, said that he not only cheated
at cards, but showed the white feather. What could Lady
Rockmmster have meant by taking her up? ” After the first
season, indeed, Lady Rockmmster, who had taken up Lady
Clavering, put her down, the great ladies would not take their
daughters to her parties the young men who attended them
behaved with the most odious freedom and scornful famiharity,
and poor Lady Clavermg herself avowed that she was oolhged
to take what she called “ the canal” into her parlour, because
the tiptops wouldn’t come

She had not the shghtest ill-will towards “ the canal” the
poor dear lady, or any pride about herself, or 1dea that she was
better than her neighbour, but she had taken implcitly the
orders which on her entry mnto the world her social godmothers
had given her. she had been willing to know whom they knew,
and ask whom they asked “The canal,” n fact, was much
pleasanter than what 15 called “ society ”, but, as we saxd before,
that to leave a mistress 1s easy, while, on the contrary, to be
left by her 1s cruel, so you may give up society without any
great pang, or anything but a sensation of relief at the parting,
but severe are the mortifications and pains you have if society
glves up you.

One young man of fashion we have mentioned, who at least
1t might have been expected would have been found farthful
amongst the faithless, and Harry Foker, Esq, was mdeed that
young man. But he had not managed matters with prudence;
and the unhappy passion at first confided to Pen, became
notortous and ridiculous to the town, was carried to the ears of
his weak and fond mother, and finally brought under the
cognisance of the bald-headed and mflexible Foker senior.

When Mr, Foker learned this disagieeable news, there took
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informed, and when the unlucky mishap of the “ Derby ”
arose, he took upon himself to become completely and thoroughly
acquawmted with all her means, whatsoever they were; and was
now accurately informed of the vast and repeated sacrifices
which the widow Amory had made m behalf of ber present
husbund,

He did not conceal;,—and he had won ne small favour from
Miss Blanche by avowing it,—his opmuion, that Lady Clavering's
daughter had been hardly treated at the expense of her son
by her second marnage and in s conversations with Lady
Clavering had farrly hinted that he thought Miss Blanche ought
to have a better provision We have said that he had already
given the widow to understand that he knew all the particulayrs
of her early and unfortunate history, having been m India at
the time when—when the panful circumstances occurred which
had ended m her parting from her first husband He could tel!
her where to find the Calcutta newspaper which contained the
account of Amory’s trial, and he showed—and the Begum was
not a little grateful to him for his forbearance—how, being aware
all along of this mishap which had befallen her, he had kept all
knowledge of 1t to himself, and been constantly the friend of her
tamuly.”

“Interested motives, my dear Lady Clavermg,” he sad,
“of course I may have had. We all have mterested motives,
and mime, I don't conceal from you, was to make a marriage
between my nephew and your daughter” To which Lady
Clavering, perhaps with some surprise that the Major should
choose her family for a union with his own, said she was quite
willing to consent.

But frankly he said, “ My dear lady, my boy has but five
hundred a year, and a wife with ten thousand pounds to her
fortune would scarcely better him. We could do better for him
than that, permit me to say, and he 1s a shrewd cautious young
fellow who has sown his wild oats now—who has very good parts
and plenty of ambrtion—and whose object m marrymg 1s to
better himself If you and Sir Francis chose—and Sir Francis,
take my word for it, will refuse you nothing—you could put
Arthur in a way to advance very considerably mn the world, and
show the stuff which he has in him. Of what use 15 that seat n
Parhament to Clavering, who scarcely ever shows his face in the
House, or speaks a word there? I'm told by gentlemen who
heard my boy at Oxbridge, that he was famous as an orator,
begad I-—and once put hus foot mto the stirrup and mount him,

1i—H 426



220 THE HISTORY OF PENDENNIS

T've no doubt he won’t be the last of the field, ma’am. P’ve
tested the chap, and know him pretty well, I think He 15
much too lazy, and careless, and flighty a fellow, to make a Jog-
trot journey, and arrive, as your lawyers do, at the end of their
lives, but give him a start and good friends, and an opportunity,
and take my word for 1t, he’ll make himself a name that his sons
shall be proud of I don’t see any way for a fellow like him to
parvemsr, but by making a prudent marriage—not with a
beggarly heiress—to sit down for hife upon a miserable fifteen
hundred a year—but with somebody whom he can help, and who
can help him forward m the world, and whom he can give a good
name and a station n the country, begad, m return for the
advantages which she brings um. It would be better for you
to have a distingmished son-mn-law, than to keep your husband
on 1n Parhiament, who's of no good to himself or to anybody else
there, and that’s, I say, why I've been interested about you, and
offer you what I think a good bargain for both ”

“You know I look upon Arthur as one of the farily almost
now,” said the good-natured Begum, “he comes and goes when
he likes, and the more I think of his dear mother, the more I see
there’s few people so good—none so good to me  And I'm sure
I cried when I heard of her death, and would have gone nto
mournmng for her myself, only black don’t become me. And 1
know who bis mother wanted him to marry—Laura, I mean—
whom old Lady Rockminster has taken such a fancy to, and
no wonder She’s a better girl than my girl. I know both
And my Betsy—Blanche, I mean—am’t been a comfort to me,
Major  It’s Laura Pen ought to marry ”

“Marry on five hundred a year! My dear good soul, you
are mad!” Major Pendennis saxd  “ Think over what I have
said to you. Do nothing i your affairs with that unhappy
husband of yours without consulting me; and remember that
old Pendennis 1s always your friend.”

For some tune previous, Pen’s uncle had held similar language
to Miss Amory He had pomnted out to her the convemence
of the match which he had at heart, and was bound to say, that
mutual convenience was of all things the very best in the world
to marry upon—the only thing. “ Look at your love-marriages,
my dear young creature The love-match people are the most
notorious of all for quarrelling afterwards; and a girl who runs
away with Jack to Gretna Green, constantly runs away with
Tom to Switzerland afterwards./The great point n marriage
15 for people to agree to be useful to one another. The lady
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brings the means, and the gentleman avails himself of them
My boy’s wife brings the horse, and begad Pen goes 1n and wins
the plate That’s what I call a sensible unmion A couple lhike
that have something to talk to each other about when they come
together. If you had Cupid himself to talk to—if Blanche and
Pen were Cupid and Psyche, begad—they’d begin to yawn after
a few evenings, if they had nothing but sentiment to speak on.”

As for Miss Amory, she was contented enough with Pen as
long as there was nobody better And how many other young
ladies are like her?—and how many love-marnages carry on
well to the last?P—and how many sentimental firms do not
fimish 1n bankruptcy P—and how many heroic passions don’t
dwindle down nto despicable mdifference, or end n shameful
defeat?

These views of life and philosophy the Major was constantly,
according to his custom, mnculcating on Pen, whose mind was
such that he could see the right on both sides of many questions,
and, comprehendmg the sentimental life which was quite out of
the reach of the honest Major’s intelligence, could understand
the practical Ife too, and accommodate himself, or think he
could accommodate himself, to1t  So it came to pass that during
the spring succeeding his mother’s death he was a good deal
under the mfluence of his uncle’s advice, and domesticated m
Lady Clavermg’s house, and m a measure was accepted by Miss
Amory without bemng a suitor, and was received without bemng
engaged. The young people were extremely famihar, without
bemg particularly sentimental, and met and parted with each
other n perfect good-humour. “ And I,” thought Pendennis,
“am the fellow who eight years ago had a grand passion, and
last year was raging in a fever about Bniseis!”’

Yes, it was the same Pendenms, and time had brought to
him, as to the rest of us, 1ts ordinary consequences, consolations,
developments. We alter very little. When we talk of this
man or that woman bemng no longer the same person whom we
remember m youth, and remark (of course to deplore) changes
mn our friends, we don’t, perhaps, calculate that circumstance
only brings out the latent defect or quality, and does not create
it The selfish languor and indifference of to-day’s possession
15 the consequence of the selfish ardour of yesterday’s pursuit:
the scorn and weariness which cries vanifas vantatum 1s but the
lassitude of the sick appetite palled with pleasure- the insolence
of the successful parvenu 1s only the necessary continuance of



222 THE HISTORY OF PENDENNIS

the career of the needy struggler our mental changes are hke
our grey hairs or our wrinkles—but the fulfilment of the plan of
mortal gtowth and decay that which 1s snow-white now was

lossy black once, that which is sluggish obesity to-day was

oistetous rosy health a few years back, that calm weariness,
benevolent, resigned, and disappomnted, was ambition, fierce
and wiolent, but a few years since, and has only settled mto
submissive repose afler many a battle and defeat Lucky he
who can bear his failure so generously, and give up lus broken ,
sword to Fate the Conqueror with a manly and humble heartl’
Are you not awe-stricken, you, friendly reader, who, taking the
page up for 2 moment’s light reading, lay 1t down, perchance,
for a graver reflection,—to thmk how you, who have consum-
mated your success or your disaster, may be holding marked
station, or # hopeless and nameless place, in the crowd—who
have passed through how many stiuggles of defeat, success,
erime, remorse, to yourself only knownl—who may have loved
and grown cold, wept and laughed again, how often l—to think
how you are the same You, whom m childhood you remember,
before the voyage of Iife beganl, It has been prosperous, and
you are riding nto pori, the people huzzamg and the guns
saluting,~—and the lucky captan bows fiom the ship’s side, and
there 15 a care under the star on his breast which nobody knows
of: or you are wretched, and lashed, hopeless, to a solitary spar
out at sea:—the sinkmg man and the successful one are thinking
cach about home, very likely, and remembering the time when
they were children, alone on the hopeless spar, drowning out
of sight, alone m the muidst of the crowd applauding you. !

CHAPTER LX
CONVERSATIONS

Our good-natured Begum was at firsl so much enraged at this
last msiance of her husband’s duplieity and folly, that she
refused wo give Sir Franas Clavering any aid m order to meet
tus debts of honour, and declared that she would separate fiom
him, and leave him to the consequences of s mcorrigible weak-
ness and waste. After that fatal day’s transactions at the Derby,
the unlucky gambler was m such a condilion of mind that he
was disposed to avoid everybody, alike his turf-associates with
whom he had made debts which he trembled lest he should not



HIS FORTUNES AND MISFORTUNES 223

have the means of paying, and his wife, his long-suffering banker,
on whom he reasonably doubted whether he should be allowed
any longer to draw. When Lady Clavering asked the next
morning whether Sir Francis was m the house, she recerved
answer that he had not returned that might, but had sent a
messenger to his valet, ordering hun to forward clothes and letters
by the bearer Strong knew that he should have a visit or a
message from him in the course of that or the subsequent day,
and accordmngly got a note beseeching him to call upon his
distracted friend F. C at Short’s Hotel, Blackfriars, and ask
for Mr. Francis there  For the Baronet was a gentleman of that
peculiarity of mind that he would rather tell a he than not, and
always began a contest with fortune by running away and
hiding himself. The Boots of Mr. Short’s establishment, who
carried Clavering’s message to Grosvenor Place, and brought
back his carpet-bag, was instantly aware who was the owner
of the bag, and he imparted his mformation to the footman
who was laymng the breakfast-table, who carried down the news
to the servants’ hall, who took it to Mrs Bonner, my Larly’s
housekeeper and confidential maid, who carried it to my Lady.
And thus every single person m the Grosvenor Place establish-
ment knew that Sir Francis was mn hiding, under the name of
Francis, at an mmn m the Blackinars Road And Sir Francis’s
coachman told the news to other gentlemen’s coachmen, who
carnied 1t to their masters, and to the neighbouring Tattersall’s,
where very gloomy anticipations were formed that Sir Francis
Clavering was about to make a tour in the Levant.

In the course of that day the number of letters addressed to
Sir Franas Clavering, Bart, which found therr way to his
ball table, was quite remarkable The French cook sent in his
account to my Lady; the tradesmen who supplied her Lady-
ship’s table, and Messrs. Finer and Gimcrack, the mercers and
ornamental dealers, and Madame Crmoline, the eminent milliner,
also forwarded their Iittle bills to her Ladyship, n company with
Miss Amory’s private, and by no means mconsiderable, account
at each establishment.

In the afternoon of the day after the Derby, when Strong
(after a colloquy with his principal at Short’s Hotel, whom he
round crymg and drinkig Curagoa) called to transact business
according to his custom at Grosvenor Place, he found all these
suspicious documents ranged m the Baronet’s study, and began
to open them and examne them with a rueful countenance.

Mrs. Bonner, my Lady’s maid and housekeeper, came down
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upon him whilst engaged in this occupation. Mrs Bonner, a
part ot the family, and as necessary to her mustress as the
Chevaler was to Sir Francis, was of course on Lady Clavermng’s
side 1n the dispute between her and her husband, and as by duty
bound even more angry than her Ladyship herself.

“ She won’t pay, if she takes my advice,” Mrs. Bonner said.
“You'll please to go back to Sir Francs, Captam—and he
lurking about m a low public-house and don’t dare to face his
wife hike a man l—and say that we won't pay his debts no longer
We made a man of him, we took hum out of gaol (and other folks
too perhaps), we've paid his debts over and over again—we set
hum up i Parhament and gave him a house in town and country,
and where he don’t dare show his face, the shabby sneak! We've
given him the horse he rides and the dinner he eats and the very
clothes he has on his back; and we will give him no more.
Qur fortune, such as 1s left of 1t, 1s left to ourselves, and we won’t
waste any more of 1t on this ungrateful man. We'll give him
enough to live upon and leave him, that’s what we’ll do: and
that’s what you may tell hum from Susan Bonner.”

Susan Bonner’s mistress hearing of Strong’s arrival sent for
him at this juncture, and the Chevalier went up to her Ladyship,
not without hopes that he should find her more tractable than
her factotum, Mrs. Bonner, Many a time before had he pleaded
his chent’s cause with Lady Clavering and caused her good-
nature to relent. He tried agamn once more. He pamted mn
dismal colours the situation m which he had found Sir Francis:
and would not answer for any consequences which might
ensue 1if he could not find means of meeting his engage-
ments.

“ Kall hisself,” laughed Mrs. Bonner, “kill hisself, will he?
Dy1ng’s the best thing he could do.” Strong vowed that he had
found him with the razors on the table, but at this, in her turn,
Lady Clavering laughed bitterly, “ He’ll do himself no harm
as long as there’s a shilling left of which he can rob a poor
woman. His bfe’s quite safe, Captam*® you may depend upon
that. Ah! 1t was a bad day that ever I set eyes on him.”

“ He's worse than the first man,” cried out my Lady’s aide-
de-camp. ‘‘ He was a man, he was—a wild devil, but he had
the courage of a man—whereas this fellow—what’s the use of
my Lady paving his nlls, and seling her diamonds, and forgivieg
him® Heli be as bad agan next year The very next chance
he has he'il be a cheatmg of her, and robbing of Ler and her
money will go to keep a pack of rogues and swindlers—1I don’t
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mean you, Captain—you’ve been a good friend to us enough,
bating we wish we’d never set eyes on you ”

The Chevalier saw, from the words which Mrs Bonner had
let shp regarding the diamonds, that the kind Begum was
disposed to relent once more at least, and that there were hopes
still for his principal

“Upon my word, ma’am,” he said, with a real feelmg of
sympathy for Lady Clavering’s troubles, and admiration for
her untiring good-nature, and with a show of enthusiasm which
advanced not a little his graceless patron’s cause—‘ anythimng
you say agamst Clavering, or Mrs Bonner here cries out agamst
me, 1s no better than we deserve, both of us, and 1t was an
unlucky day for you when you saw either. He has behaved
cruelly to you; and if you were not the most generous and
forgiving woman in the world, I know there would be no chance
for hum. But you can’t let the father of your son be a disgraced
man, and send little Frank mto the world with such a stam
upon him  Tie him down, bind hun by any promises you hike:
I vouch for him that he will subscribe them ”

“ And break ’em,” said Mrs Bonner.

“ And keep ’em this time,” cried out Strong ‘‘He must
keep them. If you could have seen how he wept, ma’am!
¢ 0 Strong,’ he said to me, ‘1t’s not for myself I feel now:
1t’s for my boy—it’s for the best woman m England, whom I
have treated basely—I know I have. He didn’t intend to
bet upon this race, ma’am—indeed he didn’t He was cheated
mto 1t all the ring was taken n  He thought he might make
the bet quite safely, without the least risk  And 1t will be a
lesson to hum fou all his ife long. To see & man cry—Oh, 1t's
dreadful.”

“ He don’t think much of making my dear Missus cry,” said
Mrs Bonner,—* poor dear soul'—look if he does, Captam.”

“ If you’ve the soul of a man, Clavering,” Strong said to his
principal, when he recounted this scene to him, ““you’ll keep
your promise this time and, so help me Heaven! if you bieak
word with her, T'll turn against you and tell all ”

“What all?” cried Mr Francis, to whom his ambassador
brought the news back at Short’s Hotel, where Strong found
the Baronet crying and drinking Curacoa

“Pshal Do you suppose I am a fool? ”” burst out Strong.
“ Do you suppose I could have lived so long m the world, Frank
Clavermg, without having my eyes about me? You know I
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have but to speak and you are a beggar to-mertow And 1
am not the only man who knows your seciet.”

“ Who else does? ”’ gasped Clavering.

“ Old Pendenms does, or I am very much mustaken. He
tecogmsed the man the first night he saw him, when he came
drunk mto your house

¢ He knows 1t, does he? ” shrieked out Clavering. “ Damn
him—Zkiil him ”

“You'd like to kill us all, wouldn’t you, old boy? ™ said
Strong, with a sneer, puffing his cigar.

The Baronet dashed his weak hand agamst s forehead;
perhaps the other had mterpreted his wish ughtly “O
Strong!” he cried, “if 1 dared, I'd put an end to myself, for
I'm the d———est miserable dog m all England  It's that that
makes me so wild and reckless It's that which makes me
take to drink ” (and he drank, with a trembling hand, a bumper
of his fortifier—the Curagoa), “and to live about with these
thieves. I know they’re tlueves, every one of ’em, d——d
thieves And—and how can I help it?—-and I didn't know
it, you know—and, by Gad, I'm mnocent—and until I saw
the d——d scoundrel first, I knew no more about 1t than the
dead—and I'll fly, and I'll go abroad out of the reach of the
confounded hells, and T'll bury myself in a forest, by Gad! and
hang myself up to a tiee~—and, oh—I'm the most miserable
beggar m all England!” And so with more tears, shrieks, and
curses, the mmpotent wretch vented his grief and deplored his
unhappy fate; and in the mudst of groans and despair and
blasphemy, vowed his miserable repentance.

The honoured proverb which declares that to be an 1ll wind
which blows good to nobody, was verified in the case of Sir
Francis Clavering, and another of the occupants of Mr. Strong’s
chambers in Shepherd’s Inn, The man was “ good,” by a
lucky hap, with whom Colonel Altamont made his bet; and on
the setthing day of the Derby—as Captam Clinker, who was
appomted to settle Sir Francis Clavermg’s book for him (for
Lady Clavermng, by the advice of Major Pendennis, would not
allow the Baronet to hquidate his own money transactions),
paid over the notes to the Baronet’s many creditors—Colonel
Altamont had the satisfaction of recerving the odds of thirty to
one 1n fifucs, which he had taken aganst the winning horse of
the day

Mumbers of the Colonel’s friends were present on the ociasion
to congratalate him on his hick—all Altamont’s own sct and
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the gents who met i the private parlour of the convivial Whetler,
my host of the “ Harlequin’s Head,” came to witness ther
comrade’s good fortune, and would have liked, with a generous
sympathy for success, to share 1n 1t “ Now was the time,”
Tom Diver had suggested to the Colonel, “to have up the
specie ship that was sunk in the Gulf of Mexico, with the three
hundred and eighty thousand dollars on board, besides bars
and doubloons.” “ The Tredyddlums were very low—to be
bought for an old song—never was such an opportumty for
buymg shares,” Mr Keghtley insinuated; and Jack Hoit
pressed forward his tobacco-smuggling scheme, the audacity
of which pleased the Colonel more than any other of the
speculations proposed to him. Then of the “Hark qumn’s
Head ” boys. there was fack Rackstraw, who knew of a pan
of horses which the Colonel must buy; Tom Fleet, whose
satirical paper, The Swell wanted but two hundred pounds of
capital to be worth a thousand a year to any man—* with
such a power and mfluence, Colonel, you rogue, and the entrée
of all the green-rooms m London,” Tom urged; whilst httle
Moss Abrams entreated the Colonel not to histen to these absurd
fellows with their humbuggmg speculations, but to mvest his
money I some good bills which Moss could get for him, and
which would return him fifty per cent as safe as the Bank of
England.

Each and all of these worthies came round the Colonel with
therr various blandishments; but he had courage enough to
resist them, and to button up his notes in the pocket of his
coat, and go home to Strong, and “sport” the outer door of
the chambers, Honest Strong had given his fellow-lodger good
advice about all his acquaintances, and though, when pressed,
he did not mind frankly taking twenty pounds himself out of
the Colonel’s winnings, Strong was a great deal too upnght to
let others cheat hum.

He was not a bad fellow when m good fortune, this Altamont.
He ordered a smart hivery for Grady, and made poor old
Costigan shed tears of quickly dried gratitude by giving hum a
five-pound note after a snug dinner at the Back Kitchen, and
he bought a green shawl for Mrs Bolton, and a yellow one for
Panny the most brihant “sacrifices” of a Regent Street
haberdasher’s window. And a short time after this, upon her
buthday, which happened m the month of June, Miss Amory
received from “a friend ” a parcel contaming an enormous
brass-inlaid writing-desk, in which there was a set of amethysts,

11— H 436
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the most hideous eyes ever looked upon,—a musical snuff-box,
and two Keepsakes of the year before last, and accompanied
with a couple of gown-pieces of the most astounding colours,
the receipt of which goods made the Sylphide laugh and wonder
mmoderately, Now 1t 1s a fact that Colonel Altamont had
made a purchase of cigars and French silks from some duffers
m Fleet Street about this period, and he was found by Strong
m the open Auction-Room in Cheapside, having mvested some
money mn two desks, several pairs of richly-plated candlesticks,
a dmner épergne, and a bagatelle-board. The dinner épergne
remamed at chambers, and figured at the banquets there, which
the Colonel gave pretty freely. It seemed beautiful m his eyes,
until Jack Holt said 1t looked as if 1t had been taken “m a
bill ”  And Jack Holt certainly knew.

The dinners were pretty frequent at chambers, and Sir
Franas Clavering condescended to partake of them constantly.
His own house was shut up the successor of Mirobolant, who
had sent in his bills so prematurely, was dismissed by the
mdignant Lady Clavering: the luxurance of the establishment
was gieatly pruned and reduced One of the large footmen
was cashiered, upon which the other gave warning, not hiking to
serve without his mate, or m a family where on’y one footman
was kep’  General and severe economical reforms were practised
by the Begum mn her whole household, m consequence of the
extravagance of which her graceless husband had been guilty.
The Major was her Ladyship’s friend; Strong on the part of
poor Clavermng, her Ladyship’s lawyer, and the honest Begum
herself, executed these reforms with promptitude and severity.
After paymg the Baionet’s debts, the settlement of which
occastoned considerable public scandal, and caused the Baronet
to smk even lower in the world’s estimation than he had been
before, Lady Clavermg quitted London for Tunbridge Wells m
high dudgeon, refusmng to see her reprobate husband, whom
nobody pitied. Clavermg remamed m London patiently, by
no means anxious to meet his wife’s just mdignation, and sneaked
m and out of the House of Commons, whence he and Captam
Raff and Mr Marker would go to have a game at bilhards and
a cigar: or showed m the sporting public-houses; or he might
be seen luking about Lincoln’s Inn and his lawyers’, where the
principals kept him for hours waiting, and the clerks winked
at each other, as he sate m therr office. No wonder that he
relished the dinners at Shepherd’s Inn, and was perfectly resigned
there. tesigned? he was so happy nowhere else; he was
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wretched amongst his equals, who scorned him—but here he
was the chief guest at the table, where they continually addressed
him with “ Ves, Sir Francis,” and * No, Sir Francis, ” where he
told hus wietched jokes, and where he quavered his dreary lLittle
French song, after Strong had sung his jovial chorus, and honest
Costigan had piped his Inish ditties. Such a jolly ménage as
Strong’s, with Grady’s Irish stew and the Chevalier’s brew of
punch after dmner, would have been welcome to many a better
man than Clavering, the sohitude of whose great house at
home frightened him, where he was attended only by the old
woman who kept the house, and his valet who sneered at
him.

“Yes, dammit,” said he to lus friends in Shepherd’s Inn
“ That fellow of mine, I must turn him away, only I owe hm
two years’ wages, curse him, and can’t ask my Lady Hebrings
me my tea cold of a morning,” with a dem’d leaden teaspoon,
and he says my Lady’s sent all the plate to the banker’s because
it amn’t safe —Now ain’t 1t hard that she won’t trust me with
a single teaspoon: am’t it ungentlemanlike, Altamont? You
know my Lady’s of low birth—that 1s—I beg your pardon—
hem—that 1s, 1t’s most cruel of her not to show mere confidence
m me And the very servants begmn to laugh—the dam
scoundrels! Tl break every bone mn their great hulking bod:es,
curse ’em, I will —They don’t answer my bell* and—and my
man was at Vauxhall last might with one of my dress shirts and
my velvet waistcoat on,—I know 1t was mine—the confounded
impudent blackguard—and he went on dancing before my eyes,
confound hum! I’'m sure he’ll ive to be hanged—he deserves
to be hanged—all those nfernal rascals of valets.”

He was very kind to Altamont now: he listened to the
Colonel’s loud stories when Altamont described how—when he
was working his way home once from New Zealand, where he
had been on a whaling expedition——he and his comrades had
been obliged to shirk on board at might, to escape from their
wives, by Jove—and how the poor devils put out 1n their canoes
when they saw the ship under sail, and paddled madly after
her: how he had been lost i the bush once for three months n
New South Wales, when he was there once on a trading specula-
tion how he had seen Boney at Samnt Helena, and been pre-
sented to um with the rest of the officers of the Indiaman of
which he was a mate—to all these tales (and over lus cups
Altamont told many of them, and 1t must be owned, lied and
bragged a great deal) Sir Francis now hstened with great
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attention: making a pomt of drinking wine with Altamont at
dmnner, and of treating him with every distmction.

“ Leave him alone, T know what he’s a-coming to,” Altamont
sa1d, laughing, to Strung, who remonstrated with him; “and
leave me alone I knmow what I'm a-telling, very well. [ was
officer on board an Indiaman, so T was* I traded to New South
Wales, so I did, m a ship of my own, and lost her. I became
officer to the Nawaub, so I did: only me and my royal master
have had a difference, Strong—that’s 1t  Who's the better or
the worse for what I tell>~—or knows anything about me?
The other chap is dead—shot in the bush, and his body
reckogmised at Sydney If I thought anybody would spht, do
you think I wouldn’t wring his neck I've done as good before
now, Strong—I told you how I did for the overseer before 1
took leave—but m farr fight, I mean—in fair fight; or, rayther
he had the best of it. He had his gun and bay’net, and I had
only an axe. Fifty of ’em saw it—ay, and cheeied me when
{ did 1t—and T’d do it agam,——him, wouldn’t I? I am’t
afraid of anybody; and I'd have the life of the man who split
upon me That’s my maxim, and pass me the Liquor—You
wouldn’t turn on a man. L know you. You’re an honest
feller, and will stand by a feller, and have lnoked death 1n the
face like a man. But as for that hly-livered sneak—that poor
lyin’ swindlin’ cringm’ cur of a Clavering—who stands m my
shoes—stands 1n my shoes, hang him! I'll make him pull my
boots off and clean 'em, I will. Ha, ha!” Here he burst out
mnto a wild laugh, at which Strong got up and put away the
brandy-bottle. The other still laughed good-humouredly.
“ You'reright, old boy,” he said; ‘ you always keep your head
cool, you do—and when I begm to talk too much—I say, when
1 begn to patch, 1 authorise you, and order you, and command
you, to put away the brandy-bottle.”

The event for which, with cynical enjoyment, Altamont had
been on the look-out, came very speedily. One day, Strong
being absent upon an errand for lus principal, Sir Francis made
his appearance 1 the chambers, and found the envoy of the
Nawaub alone He abused the world m general for being
heartless and unkind to him: he abused his wife for being un-
generous to him- he abused Strong for bemng ungrateful—
hundreds of pounds had he given Ned Strong-—been his friend
for Iife and kept him out of gaol, by Jove,—and now Ned was
takimg her Ladyship’s side agamst him and abetting her i her
infernal unkind treatment of him. * They’ve entered mto a
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conspiracy to keep me penniless, Altamont,” the Baronet said:
*“they don’t give me as much pocket-money as Frank has at
school ”

“ Why don’t you go down to Richmond and borrow of him,
Clavering? ” Altamont broke out with a savage laugh “ He
wouldn’t see hus poor old beggar of a father without pucket-
money, would he? ”

‘T tell you, I have been obliged to humiliate myself cruelly,”
Clavering said “Look here, sir—look here, at these pawn-
tickets! Fancy a Member of Parliament and an old Englsh
Baronet, by Gad! obliged to put a drawing-room clock and a
Buhl inkstand up the spout; and a gold duck’s head paper-
holder, that I dare say cost my wife five pound, for which they’d
only give me fifteen-and-six. Oh, 1t’s a humihating thung, sir,
poverty to a man of my habits; and 1t’s made me shed tears,
sir,—tears; and that d——d valet of mine—curse hum, I wished
he was hanged l—has had the confounded impudence to threaten
to tell my Lady: as if the things m my own house weren’t my
own, to sell or to keep, or to fing out of window if I choose—
by Gad! the confounded scoundrel ”

“ Cry a little; don’t mind crymn’ before me—at’ll rehieve you,
Clavermg,” the other said, “ Why, I say, old feller, what a
happy feller I once thought you, and what a miserable son of a
gun you really are!”

“It’s a shame that they treat me so, am’t 1t? ” Clavering
went on,—for though ordmarily silent and apathetic, about s
own griefs the Baronet could whine for an hour at a time.
* And—and, by Gad, sir, T haven’t got the money to pay the
very cab that’s waiting for me at the door; and the porteress,
that Mrs. Bolton, lent me three shillin’s, and I don’t like to ask
her for any more: and I asked that d——d old Costigan, the
confounded old penniless Irish miscreant, and he hadn't got a
shillin’, the beggar; and Campion’s out of town, or else he’d
do a little bill for me, I know he would.”

T thought you swore on your honour to your wife that you
wouldn’t put your name to paper? * said Mr Altamont, puffing
at his cigar.

*“ Why does she leave me without pocket-money then?"”
Damme, I must have money,” cried out the Baronet. “O
Am ——, O Altamont, I'm the most miserable beggar
altve ”

“ You'd like a chap to lend you a twenty-pound note, wouldn't
you now? ” the other said.
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“If you would, I'd be grateful to you for ever—for ever, my
dearest friend,” cried Clavering

“ How much would you give? Will you give a fifty-pound
bill, at six months, for half down and half m plate? ” asked
Altamont.

“Ves, I would, so hel]p me ——, and pay 1t on the day,”
screamed Clavermg “T’ll make it payable at my banker’s-
'l do anything you like ”

“ Well, I was only chaffing you T’ll grwe you twenty pound *

“ You said a pony,” mterposed Clavering, “my dear fellow,
you said a pony, and I'll be eternally obliged to you; and I'll
not take it as a gift—only as a loan, and pay you back n six
months, I take my oath I will.”

“ Well—well—there’s the money, Sir Franas Claverng, I
ain’t a bad fellow When I’ve money in my pocket, dammy,
Ispend it ke a man  Here’s five-and-twenty for you. Don’t
be losmg 1t at the hells, now Don’t be making a fool of your-
self Go down to Clavering Park, and it’'ll keep you ever so
long You needn’t ’ave butcher’s meat, there’s pigs, I dare
say, on the premises and you can shoot rabbits for dinner,
you know, every day till the game comes m. Besides, the
neighbours will ask you about to dinner, you know, sometimes*
for you are a Baronet, though you have outrun the constable,
And you've got this comfort, that I'm off your shoulders for
a good bit to come—p’raps this two years—if I don’t play; and
I don’t mntend to touch the confounded black and red and by
that time my Lady, as you call her—Junmy, I used to say—
will have come round again; and you’ll be ready for me, you
know, and come down handsomely to yours truly.”

At this juncture of their conversation Strong returned, nor
did the Baronet care much about prolongmng the talk, having
got the money; and he made tus way from Shepherd’s Inn, and
went home and bullied his servant in a manner so unusually
brisk and msolent, that the man concluded his master must
have pawned some more of the house furniture, or, at any rate,
have come mnto possession of some ready money.

“ And yet I’ve locked over the house, Morgan, and 1 don’t
think he has took any more of the things,” Sir Francis’s valet
said to Major Pendennis’s man, as they met at therr Club soon
after. “My Lady locked up a’most all the bejewtary afore she
went away, and he couldn’t take away the picters and lookng-
glasses mn a cab: and he wouldn’t spout the fenders and fire-
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wons—he am’t so bad as that But he’s got money somehow
He’s so dam’d imperent when he have A few nights ago I sor
him at Vauxhall, where I was a-polkm with Lady Hemly Babe-
wood’s gals—a wery pleasant room that 1s, and an uncommon
good lot m 1t, hall except the ’ousekeeper, and she’s methodisticle
—I was a-polkin—you’re too old a cove to polk, Mr Morgan—
and ’ere’s your ’ealth—and I ’appened to ’ave on some of
Clavering’s ’abberdashery, and he sor 1t too and he didn’t dare
so much as speak a word ”
ll‘glow about the house m St John’s Wood? * Mr. Morgan
aske
“ Execution m 1t —Sold up heverthing ponies, and pianna,
and brougham,andall Mrs Montague Ravers hoff to Boulogne,
—non est inwentus, Mr Morgan It's my belief she put the
execution m herself. and was tired of him.”
“ Play much? ’ asked Morgan
“Not since the smash When your Governor, and the
lawyers, and my Lady and tum had that tremendous scene he
went down on his knees, my Lady told Mrs Bonner, as told
me, and swoar as he nevermote would touch a card or a dice,
or put his name to a bit of paper, and my Lady was a gom’
to give tum the notes down to pay hus liabilities after the race
only your Governor said (which he wrote 1t on a piece of paper,
and passed 1t across the table to the lawyer and my Lady),
that some one else had better book up for hum, for he’d have
kep’ some of the money He's a sly old cove, your Guv'nor ”
The expression of “ old cove,” thus flippantly applied by the
younger gentleman to himself and his master, displeased Mr
Morgan exceedingly  On the first occasion, when Mr Lightfoot
used the obnoxious expression, his comrade’s anger was only
mdicated by a silent frown, but on the second offence, Morgan,
who was smokmg his cigar elegantly, and holding 1t on the tip
of his penknife, withdrew the cigar from his lips, and took lus
young friend to task
% Don’t call Major Pendennis an old cove, if you'll ’ave the
goodness, Lightfoot, and don’t call me an old cove nethe
Such words am’t used m society, and we have hived m the fust
society, both at ’ome and formg We’ve been mtimate with
the fust statesmen of Europe. When we go abroad we dme
with Prince Metternich and Louy Plulup reg’lar. Wego here to
the best houses, the tiptops, I tell you We nde with Lord
John and the noble Whycount at the ’edd of Formg Affars.
We dme with the Hearl of Burgrave, and are consulted by the
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Merquis of Steyne m everythmk. We ought to know a thing or
two, Mr Lightfoot. You're a young man; I'm an old cove, as
you sa,. We've both scen the world, and we both know that
it am’t money, nor bemn’ a Baronet, nor ’avin’ a town and
country ’ouse, nor a paltry five or six thousand a year.”

“Tt's ten, Mr Morgan,” cnied Mr Lightfoot, with gieat
anumation.

“Tt may have been, sit,” Morgan said, with calm seventy,
“ it may have been, Mr Lightfoot, but 1t ain’t six now, nor five,
sr  It’s been doosedly dipped and cut mto, sir, by the con-
founded extravygance of your master, with his helbow-shalkmn’,
and his bill-discountin’, and his cottage in the Regency Park,
and his many wickednesses He’s a bad 'un, Mr Lightfoot,—
« bad lot, sir, and that you know. And 1t am’t money, sir —
not such money as that, at any rate, come from a Calcuttar
attorney, and I dussay wrung out of the pore starving blacks—
that will give a pusson position 1n society, as you know very
well. We've no money, but we go everywhere; there’s not a
housekeeper’s room, sir, n this town of any consiquince, where
James Morgan amn’t welcome  And 1t was me who got you into
this Club, Lightfoot, as you very well know, though I am an
old cove, and they would have black-balled you without me as
sure as your name 1s Fredenc”

“1 know they would, Mr. Morgan,” said the other, with
much humility

“ Well, then, don’t call me an old cove, sir. It am’t gentle-
manlike, Frederic Lightfoot, which I knew you when you was a
cab-boy, and when your father was m trouble, and got you the
place you have now when the Frenchman went away. And if
you think, sir, that because you’re making up to Mrs. Bonner,
who may have saved her two thousand pound—and I dare say
she has m five-and-twenty years, as she have hived confidential
maid to Lady Clavermg—yet, sir, you must remember who put
you mnto that service, and who knows what you were before,
sir, and 1t don’t become you, Frederic Lightfoot, to call me an
old cove.”

“I beg your pardon, Mr. Morgan—I can’t do more than
make an apology—will you have a glass, sir, and let me drink
your ’ealth?

“You know I don’t take sperrits, Lightfoot,” replied Morgan,
appeased. “ And so you and Mrs. Bonner is gomg to put up
together, are you? ”

“ 8he’s old, but two thousand pound’s a good bit, you see,
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Mr. Morgan A d we'll get the ‘ Clavering Arms’ for a very
httle, and that’ll be no bad thing when the rairoad runs
through Clavermg And when we are there, I hope you'l
come and see us, Mr Morgan ”

“ Tt a stoopid place, and no society,” said Mr. Morgan I
know 1t well. In Mrs Pendennis’s time we used to go dowr
reg’lar, and the hair refreshed me after the London racket.”

“ The railroad will improve Mr. Arthur’s property,” remarked
Lightfoot. * What’s about the figure of 1t, should you say, sir?’

“ Under fifteen hundred, sir,” answered Morgan; at which
the other, who knew the extent of poor Arthur’s acres, thrust
tus tongue m his cheek, but remamed wisely silent.

“TIs his man any good, Mr. Morgan? ” Lightfoot resumed

“ Pidgeon amn’t used to society as yet; but he’s young and
has good talents, and bas read a good deal, and I dessay he will
do very well,” rephed Morgan “ He wouldn’t quite do for
this kind of thing, Iightfoot, for he ain’t seen the world yet ”

When the pmt of sherry for which Mr Lightfoot called, upon
Mr Morgan’s announcement that he declined to drmk spirits,
had been discussed by the two gentlemen, who held the wine
up to the light, and smacked their lips, and winked ther eyes
at it, and rallied the landlord as to the vintage, m the most
approved manner of connoisseurs; Morgan’s ruffled equanimity
was quite restored, and he was prepared to treat his young
friend with perfect good-humour

“ What d’you think about Miss Amory, Lightfoot—tell us m
confidence, now—Do you think we should do well—you under-
stand—if we make Miss A, mto Mrs A. P., comprendy vous ?”

“ She and her ma’s always quarrelhn’,”” said Mr. Iightfoot,
“ Bonner 1s more than a match for the old lady, and treats Sir
Prancis hike—like this year spill, which I flng into the grate.
But she daren’t say a word to Miss Amory. No more dare
none of us. When a visitor comes 1n, she smiles and languishes
you’d think that butter wouldn’t melt m her mouth and the
mmute he 1s gone, very likely, she flares up like a little demon,
and says things fit to send you wild. If Mr, Arthur comes, 1t's
‘ Do let’s smng that there delightful song!’ or ‘ Come and write
me them pooty verses m this halbum!” and very lkely she’s
been & rilin’ her mother, or sticking pms mto her maid, a mmnute
before. She do stick pins mto her and pmch her. Mary Hann
showed me one of her arms quite black and blue; and I recklect
Mrs. Bonner, who's as jealous of me as an old cat, boxed her
ears for showing me.  And then you should see Miss at hancheon,
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when there’s nobody but the family. She makes b’leave she
never heats, and my' you should only jest see her. She has
Mary Hann to bring her up plum-cakes and creams mto her
bed-room, and the cook’s the only man i the house she’s civil
to. Bonner says, how, the second season i London, Mr
Soppmgton was a gom’ to propose for her, and actially came
one day, and sor her fling a book mto the fire, and scold her
mother so, that he went down sottly by the back droring-room
door, which he came m by, and the next thing we heard of
him was, he was marred to Miss Rider  Oh, she’s a devi, that
httle Blanche, and that’s my candig apmium, Mr. Moigan ”

“ Apmion, not apmium, Lightfoot, my good fellow,” Mr,
Morgan said, with parental kindness. and then asked of his
own bosom, with a sigh, Why the deuce does my Governor want
Master Arthur to marry such a girl as this?  And the iéte-d-2éte
of the two gentlemen was broken up by the entry of other
gentlemen members of the Club—when fashionable town-talk,
politics, cribbage, and other amusements ensued, and the
conversation became general,

The Gentlemen's Club was held in the parlour of the * Wheel
of Fortune ” public-house, m a soug httle by-lane, leading out
of one of the great streets of Mayfair, and frequented by some of
the most select gentlemen about town Therr masters’ affairs,
debts, mtrigues, adventures; thewr ladies’ good and bad qualities
and quarrels with therr husbands, all the family secrets were
here discussed with perfect freedom and confidence. and here,
when about to enter mto a new situation, a gentleman was
enabled to get every requisite mnformation regarding the family
of which he proposed to become a member Liveries, 1t may
be magmed, were excluded from this select precinct; and the
powdered heads of the largest metropolitan footmen might bow
down 1n vain entreating admission mto the Gentleman’s Club
These outcast gianis n plush took their beer i an outer apart-
ment of the ““ Wheel of Fortune,” and could no more get an
entry into the Club-room than a Pall Mall tradesmen or a
Lincoln’s Inn attorney could get admission mto Bays’s or
Spratt’s And 1t 15 because the conversation which we have
been permitted to overhear here, m some measure explamngs the
characters and bearmgs of our story, that we have ventured teo
mtroduce the reader mto a society so exclusive,
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CHAPTER LXI
THE WAY OF THE WORLD

A smorT time after the piece of good fortune which befell
Colonel Altamont at Epsom, that gentleman put into execution
his projected foreign tour, and the chronucler of the polite world
who goes down to London Budge for the purpose of taking
leave of the people of fashion who quit this country, announced
that among the company on board the “ Soho” to Antwerp
last Saturday, were “ Sir Robert, Lady, and the Misses Hodge;
Mr. Serjeant Kewsey, and Mrs and Miss Kewsey; Colonel
Altamont, Major Coddy,” etc. The Colonel travelled m state,
and as became a gentleman: he appeared in a rich travelling
costume; he drank brand-and-water freely during the passage,
and was not sick, as some of the other passengers were, and he
was attended by his body-servant, the faithful Irish legionary
who had been for some time 1n waiting upon himself and Captain
Strong mn their chambers of Shepherd’s Inn

The Chevaher partook of a copious dmnner at Blackwall with
his departing friend the Colonel, and one or two others who
drank many healths to Altamont at that hberal gentleman’s
expense. “ Strong, old boy,” the Chevaher’s worthy chum said,
“if you want a hittle money, now’s your time I’'m your man.
You’re 2 good feller, and have been a good feller to me, and a
twenty-pound note more or less will make no odds to me ” But
Strong said, “ No, he didn’t want any money, he was flush, quite
flush~—that 1s, not flush enough to pay you back your last loan,
Altamont, but quite able to carry on for some time to come ’—
and so, with a not uncordial greeting between them, the two
parted. Had the possession of money really made Altamont
more honest and amiable than he had hitherto been, or only
caused him to seem more amiable m Strong’s eyes? Perhaps
he really was better; and money mmproved him  Perhaps 1t
was the beauty of wealth Strong saw and respected. But he
argued within imself, “ This poor devil, this unlucky outcast
of a returned convict, 15 ten times as good a fellow as my friend
Sir Francis Clavering, Bart. He has pluck and honesty m his
way. He will stick to a friend and face an enemy. The other
never had courage to do erther. And what 15 1t that has put the
poor devil under a cloud? He was only a hittle wild, and signed
hus father-in-law’s name. Many a man has done worse, and come
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to no wrong, and holds his head up. Clavermg does. No, he
don’t hold tus head up: he never did in his best days * And
Strong, perhaps, repented him of the falsehood which he had
told to the free-handed Colonel, that he was nol in want of
money. but it was a falsehood on the side of honesty, and the
Chevalier could not bring down his stomach to borrow a second
time from his outlawed friend Besides, he coull get on.
Clavering had promised him some; not that Clavering’s promises
were much to be beheved, but the Chevalier was of a hepeful
turn, and trusted m many chances of catching his patron, and
waylaymg some of those stray remittances and supplies, n the
procuring of which for his prmcipal lay Mr. Strong’s chief
busmess.

He had grumbled about Altamont’s companionship m the
Shepherd’s Inn chambers; but he found those lodgmngs more
glum now without hus partner than with him. The solitary life
was not agreeable to his social soul* and he had got into ex-
travagant and luxurious habits too, having & servant at his
command to run hus errands, to arrange his toilettes, and to covk
his meal It was rather a grand and touching sight now to see
the portly and handsome gentleman pamting his own boots,
and broling his own mutton-chop. It has been before stated
that the Chevalier had a wife, a Spanish lady of Vittoria, who
had gone back to her friends, after a few months’ union with
the Captain, whose head she broke with a dish  He began to
think whether he should not go back and see his Juamita, The
Chevaher was growing melancholy after the departure of his
friend the Colonel: or, to use his own picturesque expression,
was “down on his luck.” These moments of depression and
mtervals of ill-fortune occur constantly m the hives of heroes.
Marus at Minturnz, Charles Edward i the Highlands, Napoleon
before Elba'—what great man has not been called upon to {ace
evil fortune?

From Clavermg no supphes wete to be had for some time.
The five-and-twenty pounds, or “ pony,” which the exemplary
Baronet had received from Mr. Altamont, had fled out of
Clavering’s keeping as swiftly as many previous ponies. He had
been down the river with a choice party of sporting gents, who
dodged the police and landed n Essex, where they put up Billy
Bluck to fight Dick the Cabman, whom the Baronet backed, and
who had 1t all his own way for thirteen rounds, when, by an
unlucky 'blow in the windpipe, Billy killed him. * It’s always
my luck, Strong,” Sir Francis said; * the beiting was three to
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one on the Cabman, and I thought myself as sure of thirty
pounds as if T had it 1n my pocket. And dammy, I owe my man
Lightfoot fourteen pound now which he’s lent and paid for me:
and he duns me—the confounded mmpudent blackguard and I
wish to Heaven I knew any way of getting a bill done, or of
screwing a little out of my Lady! T’ll give you half, Ned, npon
my soul and honour, I’ll give you half if you can get anybody
to do us a hittle fifty

But Ned said sternly that he had given his word of honour,
as a gentleman, that be would be no party to any future bill-
transactions m which her husband might engage (who had given
his word of honour too), and the Chevalier said that he, at least,
would keep his word, and would black his own boots all his Iife
rather than break his promise. And what 18 more, he vowed he
would advise Lady Clavering that Sir Francis was about to break
his faith towards her, upon the very first hint which he could get
that such was Clavering’s intentions.

Upon this information Sir Francis Clavering, according to his
custorn, cried and cursed very volubly. He spoke of death as
his only resource. He besought and implored his dear Strong,
his best friend, his dear old Ned, not to throw him over; and
when he quitted his dearest Ned, as he went down the stairs of
Shepherd’s Inn, swore and blasphemed at Ned as the most in-
fernal villam, and trartor, and blackguard, and coward under
the sun, and wished Ned was 1n his grave, and m a worse place,
only he would like the confounded ruffian to live until Frank
Clavermg had had his revenge out of him.

In Strong’s chambers the Baronet met a gentleman whose
visits werenow, as 1t has been shown, very frequent in Shepherd’s
Inn, Mr. Samuel Huxter, of Clavering  That young fellow, who
had poached the walnuts i Claverg Park m his youth, and had
seen the Baronet drive through the street at home with four
horses, and prance up to church with powdered footmen, had
an immense respect for his Member, and a prodigious delight in
making his acquaintance. He mtroduced himaself, with much
blushing and trepidation, as a Clavermg man—son of Mr Huxter
of the market-place—father attended S Francis’s keeper,
Coxwood, when his gun burst and took off three fingers—proud
to make Sir Francis’s acquamtance Al of which mtroduction
Sir Francis received affably.  And honest Huxter talked about
Sir Francis to the chaps at Bartholomew’s; and told Fanny m
the lodge, that, after all, there was nothing like a thorough-bred
un, a regular good old Enghsh gentleman, one of the olden time!
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To which Fanny replied, that she thought Sir Francis was an
ojous creature—she didn’t know why—but she couldn’t abear
him—she was sure he was wicked, and low, and mean—she
knew he was; and when Sam to this replied that Sir Francis was
very affable, and had borrowed half-a-sov, of him quite kindly,
Fanny burst into a laugh, pulled Sam’s long hair (which was
not yet of irreproachable cleanlmess), patted his chin, and called
him a stoopid, stoopid, old foolish stoopid, and said that Sir
Francs was always borrering money of everybody, and that
Mar had actally refused him twice, and had had to wait three
months to get seven shilhings which he had borrered of ’er.

“Don’t say ’er, but her, borrer, but borrow; actially, but
actually, Fanny,” Mr Huxter rephed—not to a fault m her
argument, but to grammatical errors i her statement.

“ Well then, her, and borrow, and hactually—there then, you
atoopid,” said the other; and the scholar made such a pretty
face that the grammar-master was quickly appeased, and would
have willingly given her a hundred more lessons on the spot, at
the price which he took for that one.

Of course Mrs. Bolton was by, and I suppose that Fanny and
Mr Sam were on exceedingly faribar and confidential terms by
this time, and that time had brought to the former certam
consolations, and soothed certam regrets, which are deucedly
bitter when they occur, but which are, no more than tooth-
pulling, or any other pang, eternal.

As you sit, surrounded by respect and affection; happy,
honoured, and flattered m your old age; your foibles gently
indulged, your least words kindly cherished; your garrulous
old stories recerved for the hundredth time with dutiful forbear-
ance, and never-failing hypocritical smiles; the women of your
house constant m their flatteries; the young men hushed and
attentive when you begin to speak, the servants awe-stricken,
the tenants cap mn hand, and ready to act i the place of your
worship’s horses when your honour takes a drive—it has often
struck you, O thoughtful Dives! that this respect, and these
glories, are for the mamn part transferred, with your fee simple,
to your successor—that the servants will bow, and the tenants
shout, for your son as for you; that the butler will fetch him
the wine (improved by a little keeping) that’s now m your cellar,
and that, when your mght 1s come, and the hght of your hife
18 gone down, as sure as the morning rises after you and without
you, the sun of prosperity and flattery shines on your herr.
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Men come and bask mn the halo of Consols and acres that beams
round about hum. the reverence 1s transferred with the estate,
of which, with all 1ts advantages, pleasures, respect, and good-
will, he 1n turn becomes the life-tenant. How long do you wish
or expect that your people will regret you? How much time
does a man devote to grief before he begins to enjoy? A great
man must keep his herr at his feast like a living memenio mor:
If he holds very much by life, the presence of the other must
be a constant sting and warning  ‘“ Make ready to go,” says
the successor to your honour, ““Iam waiting* and I could hold
it as well as you ”

What has this reference to the possible reader to do with any
of the characters of this history? Do we wish to apologise for
Pen because he has got a white hat, and because his mourning
for his mother 1s fainter? All the lapse of years, all the career
of fortune, all the events of life, however strongly they may
move or eagerly excite him, never can remove that sainted
mage from his heart, or bamsh that blessed love from 1ts
sanctuary. Tf he yields to wrong, the dear eyes will look sadly
upon him when he dares to meet them; 1f he does well, endures
pamn, or conquers temptation, the ever-present love will greet
him, he knows, with approval and pity, if he falls, plead for
him; if he suffers, cheer hum ,—be with him and accompany him
always until death 1s past, and sorrow and s are no more 1Is
this mere dreaming, or, on the part of an idle story-teller, use-
less moralising?  May not the man of the world take his moment,
too, to be grave and thoughtful? Ask of your own hearts and
memories, brother and sister, if we do not live mn the dead; and
(to speak reverently) prove God by love?

Of these matters Pen and Warrington often spoke i many
3 solemn and friendly converse mn after days; and Pendenms’s
mother was worshipped m his memory, and canonised there,
as such a samt ought to be  Lucky he in hife who knows a few
such women! A kind provision of Heaven it was that sent us
such; and gave us to admire that touching and wonderful
spectacle of mnocence, and love, and beauty

But as 1t 15 certamn that if, m the course of these sentimental
conversations, any outer stranger, Major Pendennis for imstance,
had walked into Pen’s chambers, Arthur and Warrmgton would
have stopped therr talk, and chosen another subject, and dis-
coursed about the Opera, or the last debate n Parhament, or
Miss Jones’s marriage with Captam Smith, or what not,—so,
let us magime that the public steps m at thus juncture, and stops
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the confidential talk between author and reader, and begs ug
to resume our remarks about this world, with which both are
certainly better acquamnted than with that other one mto which
we have just been peeping

On coming mto his property, Arthur Pendennis at first com-
ported himself with a modesty and equanimity which obtained
his friend Warrmngton’s praises, though Arthur’s uncle was a
httle mclimed to quarrel with his nephew’s meanness of spirit,
for not assuming greater state and pretensions now that he had
entered on the enjoyment of his kingdom He would have
had Arthur installed n handsome quarters, and riding on showy
park hacks, or m well-built cabriolets, every day. “1I am too
absent,” Arthur said with a laugh, “ to drive a cab in London;
the ommibuses would cut me in two, or I should send my horse’s
head mto the ladies’ carriage windows; and you wouldn’t have
me driven about by my servant like an apothecary, uncle?
NoyMajor Pendenms would on no account have s nephew
appear like an apothecary, the august representative of the
house of Pendennis must not so demean himself And when
Arthur, pursuing his banter, said, “ And yet, I dare say, sir,
my father was proud enough when he first set up his gig,” the
old Major hemmed and ha’d, and his wrinkled face reddened
with a blush as he answered, “ You know what Buonaparte
saxd, sir, ¢ II faut laver son linge sale en famille” There 15 no
need, sir, for you to brag that your father was a—a medical man
He came of a most ancient but fallen house, and was obliged to
reconstruct the family fortunes, as many a man of good family
has done before him. You are like the fellow in Sterne, sir—
the Marquis who came to demand his sword agam. Your
father got back yours for you. You are a man of landed estate,
by Gad, sir, and a gentleman—never forget you are a gentleman,”

Then Arthur shly turned on his uncle the argument which
he had heard the old gentleman often use regarding himself,
* In the society which I have the honour of frequenting through
your introduction, who cares to ask about my paltry means or
my humble gentility, uncle? ”” he asked. “ It would be absuid
of me to attempt to compete with the great folks; and all that
they can ask from us is, that we should bave a decent address
and good manners,”

“But for all that, sir, I should belong to a better Club or
two,” the uncle answered: “ I should give an occasional dinner,
and select my soctety well, and I should come out of that horrible
garret n the Temple, sir.” And so Arthur compromised, by
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descending to the second floor in Lamb Court: Warrmngton still
occupying his old quarters, and the two friends being determined
not to part one from the other. Cultivate kindly, reader, those
friendships of your youth: it 1s only 1n that generous time that
they are formed. How different the intimacies of after days are,
and how much weaker the grasp of your own hand after 1t has
been shaken about 1n twenty years’ commerce with the world,
and has squeezed and dropped a thousand equally careless
palms! As you can seldom fashion your tongue to speak &
new language after twenty, the heart refuses to recerve friendship
pretty soon. 1t gets too hard to yield to the impression. |

So Pen bad many acquamtances, and being of a jowial and
easy turn, got more daily. but no friend like Wairington; and
the two men conlinued to hive almost as much m common as the
Knights of the Temple, riding upon one horse (for Pen’s was at
Warringlon’s service), and having therr chambers and ther
servitor m common.

Mr. Warnington had made the acquamntance of Pen’s friends
of Grosvenor Place during their last unlucky season m London,
and had expressed himself no better satisfied with Sir Fiancis
and Lady Clavering and her Ladyship’s daughter than was the
public m general. “ The world 1s right,” George said, *“ about
those people  The young men laugh and talk freely before those
ladies, and about them The girl sees people whom she has no
right to know, and talks to men with whom no girl should have
an mntmacy. Did you see those two reprobates leaning over
Lady Clavermg’s carniage in the Park the other day, and leermg
under Miss Blanche’s bonnet? No good mother would let
her daughter know those men, or admit them withm her
doors ” -

“ The Begum 1s the most mnocent and good-natured soul
alive,” mterposed Pen  *‘ She never heard any harm of Captam
Blackball, or read that trial m which Charley Lovelace figures
Do you suppose that bonest ladies read and remember the
Chronique Scandaleuse as well as you, you old grumbler? ”

“ Would you like Laura B:ll to know those fellows? ”” War-
rmgton asked, hus face turnmg rather red. “ Would you let
any woman you love be contammated by their company? I
have no doubt that the poor Begum 1s ignorant of their histores.
It seems to me she 1s ignorant of a great number of better things.
It seems to me that your honest Begum 1s not a lady, Pen, It
1s not her fault, doubtless, that she has not had the education
or learned the refinements of a lady ”
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“ She 15 as moral as Lady Portsea, who has all the world at her
balls, and as refined as Mrs Bull, who breaks the king’s English,
and has half-a-dozen dukes at her table,” Pen answered, rather
sullaly ‘“Why should you and I be more squeamish than the
rest of the world? Why are we to visit the sins of her fathers
on this harmless kind creature? She never did anything but
kmdness to you or any mortal soul As far as she knows, she
does her best, She does not set up to be more than she1s. She
gives you the best dinners she can buy, and the best company
she can get. She pays the debts of that scamp of a husband of
hers She spoils her boy like the most virtuous mother in
England. Her opmion about literary matters, to be sure, 1s
not worth much; and I dare say she never read a line of Words-
worth, or heard of Tennyson m her life ”

“No more has Mrs Flanagan the laundress,” growled out

Pen’s Mentor, ‘““no more has Betty the housemaid; and I
have no word of blame agamst them But a high-souled
man doesn’t make friends of these. A gentleman doesn’t
choose these for his companions, or bitterly rues it afterwards
ifhe do  Are you, who are setting up to be a man of the world
and a philosopher, to tell me that the aimm of hfe 1s to guttle
three courses and dine off silver? Do you dare to own to your-
self that your ambition m lfe 15 good claret, and that you’ll
dme with any, provided you get a stalled ox to feed on? You
call me a Cynic—why, what a monstrous Cynicism 1t 1s, which
you and the rest of you men of the world admit I'd rather
live upon raw turnips and sleep n a hollow tree, or turn back-
woodsman or savage, than degrade myself to this civihisation,
and own that a French cook was the thing i hfe best worth
living for.” .,
» “ Because you like a raw beef-steak and a pipe afterwards,”
broke out Pen, “you gwe yourself aws of superiority over
people whose tastes are more damty, and are not ashamed of
the world they live . yWho goes about professmg particular
admiration, or esteem, or friendship, or gratitude even, for the
people one meets every day? If A. asks me to his house, and
gives me his best, I take hus good things for what they are
worth, and no more. I do not profess to pay hum back m
friendship, but m the conventional money of society. When we
part, we part without any grief When we meet, we are
tolerably glad to see one another If I were only to live with
my friends, your black muzzle, old George, 15 the only face I
should see.”
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“ You are your uncle’s pupil,” said Warrington, rather sadly;
“and you speak hke a worldlng.”

“ And why not? ” asked Pendennis; ‘ why not acknowledge
the world T stand upon, and submit to the conditions of the
society which we hive m and live by? I am older than you,
George, m spite of your grizzled whiskers, and have seen much
more of the world than you have n your garret here, shut up
with your books and your reveries and your ideas of one-and-
twenty. I say, I take the world as 1t 15, and bemg of 1t, will
not be ashamed of it. If the time 1s out of jomnt, have I any
calling or strength to set it night *:

“Indeed, I don’t think you have much of either,” growled
Pen’s interlocutor

‘ If I doubt whether I am better than my neighbour,” Arthar
contmued,—“1f I concede that I am no better,—I also doubt
whether he 15 better than I. I see men who begin with 1deas of
umversal reform, and who, before their beards are grown, pro-
pound their loud plans for the regeneration of mankmnd, give up
their schemes after a few years of bootless talking and vam-
glorious attempts to lead their fellowsy and after they have
found that men will no longer hear them, as mdeed they never
were n the least worthy to be heard, sink quietly mto the rank
and file,—acknowledging their aims mpracticable, or thankful
that they were never put mto practice. The fiercest reformers
grow calm, and are fan to put up with things as they are: the
loudest Radical orators become dumb, quiescent placemen: the
most fervent Liberals, when out of power, become humdrum
Conservatives, or downright tyrants or despots m office. Look
at Thiers, look at Guizot, in opposition and in place!. Look at
the Whigs appealmg to the country, and the Whigs mn power!
Would you say that the conduct of these men 1s an act of
treason, as the Radicals bawl,—who would give way m therr
turn, were their turn ever to come? - No, only that they submit
to circumstances which are stronger than they,—march as the
world marches towards reform, but at the world’s pace (and the
movements of the vast body of mankind must needs be slow),
—forego this scheme as impracticable, on account of opposition,
—that as immature, because agamst the sense of majority,—
are forced to calculate drawbacks and difficulties as well as
to thmk of reforms and advances,—and compelled finally to
submit, and to wait, and to compromuse '

“ The Right Honourable Arthur Pendennis could not speak
better, or be more satisfied with himself, if he was First Lord of
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the Treasury and Chancellor of the Exchequer,” Warrington
saxd

“ Gelf-satisfied? Why self-satisfied? ” continued Pen #1y
seems to me that my scepticism 1s more respectful and more
modest than the revolutionary ardour of other folks RMany a
patriot of eighteen, many 2 Spouting-Club orator, would turn
the Bishops out of the House of Lords to-morrow, and throw
the Lords out after the Bishops, and throw the throne into the
Thames after the Peers and the Bench. Is that man more
modest than I, who take these mstitutions as I find them, and
wait for time and truth to develop, or fortify, or (1if you like)
destroy them? A college tutor, or a nobleman’s toady, who
appears one fine day as my right reverend lord, m a sikk apion
and a shovel-hat, and assumes benedictory airs over me, 1s still
the same man we remember at Oxbridge, when he was truckling
to the tufts, and bullymng the poor under-graduates mn the
lecture-toom. An hereditary legislator, who passes s time
with jockeys and blacklegs and ballet-girls, and who 15 called
to rule over me and his other betters because his grandfather
made a lucky speculation mn the funds, or found a coal or tm
mine on his property, or because his stupid ancestor happened
to be m command of ten thousand men as brave as himself,
who overcame twelve thousand Frenchmen, or fifly thousand
Indians—such a man, I say, mspires me with no more respect
than the bitterest democrat can feel towards hum  But, such
as he 15, he 15 a part of the old society to which we belong,
end I submit to his loidship with acquiescence; and he
takes his place above the best of us at all dinner parties,
and there bides his trme. I don’t want to chop his head off
with & guillotme, or to fling mud at him m the streets When
they call such a man a disgrace to his order, and such another,
who 15 good and gentle, refined and generous, who employs his
great means m promoting every kindness and charity, and ari
and grace of life, mn the kindest and most gracious manner, an
omnament to his rank—the question as to the use and propuiety
of the order 1s not m the least affected one way or other Thete
1t 15, extant among us, a part of our habits, the creed of many
of us, the growth of centuries, the symbol of a most complicated
tradition—there stand my lord the bishop and my lord the
hereditary legislator—what the French call transactions hoth of
them,—representing in their present shape mail-clad harons
and double-sworded chuefs (from whom thewr lordships the
hereditaries, for the most part, don't descend), and priests, pro-
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fessing to hold an absolute truth and a divinely-inherited power,
the which truth absolute our ancestors burned at the stake,
and derued there, the which divine transmissible power stall
exists . print—to be beheved, or not, pretty much at choice;
and of these, T say, I acqueesce that they exist, and no more
1f you say that these schemes. devised before prmting was
known, or steam was born; when thought was an mfant, scared
and whipped and truth under its guardians was gagged, and
swathed, and blindfolded, and not allowed to hit its voice, or
to ook out, or to walk under the sun, before men were per-
mitted to meet, or to tiade, or to speak with each other—if any
one says (as some faithful souls do) that these schemes are for
ever, and having been changed and modified constantly are to
be subject to no further development or decay, [ laugh, and let
the man speak.: But I would have toleration for these, as I
would ask it for my own opmions, and if they are to die, I
would rather they had a decent and natural than an abrupt
and violent death ” ',

“ You would have sacrificed to Jove,” Warrmgton said, * had
you lived in the time of the Christian persecutions.” -

“ Perhaps 1 would,” said Pen, with some sadness. * Perhaps
T am a coward,—perhaps my faith 1s unsteady; but this is my
own reserve. What I argue here 1s, that I will not peisecute
Make a faith or a dogma absolute, and persecution becomes a
logical consequence, and Domunic burns a Jew, or Calvin an
Arnan, or Nero a Christian, or Ehzabeth or Mary a Papist or
Protestant, or their father both or either, according to s
bumour, and acting without any pangs of remogse,—but on
the contrary, with strict notions of duty fulfilled -#Make dogma
absolute, and to mflict or to suffer death becomes easy and
necessary, and Mahomet's soldiers shouting ¢ Paradise! Para-
dise!’ and dymg on the Christian speais, are not more or less
prasseworthy than the same men slaughterng a townful of
Jews, or cutting off the heads of all prisoners who would not
acknowledge that there was but one prophet of God

‘¢ A little while since, young one,” Warrington said, who had
been listenmg to his friend’s confessions neither without sym-
pathy nor scorn, for his mood led him to mdulge m both, *“ you
asked me why I remamed out of the strife of the world, and
looked on at the great labour of my neighbowr without taking
any part in the struggle Why, what a mere ddeitante you own
yourself to be, m this confession of general scepticism, and
what a histless spectator yourselfl you are six-and-twenty years
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old, and as blasé as a rake of sixty  Vou neither hope much,
nor care much, nor behieve much. You doubt about other men
as much as about yourself Were it made of such pococurans
as you, the world would be mtolerable, and I had rather live
m a wilderness of monkeys and listen to their chatter, thann a
company of men who denied everything

“Were the world composed of Saint Bernards or Sant
Dominics, 1t would be equally odious,” said Pen, “ and at the end
of a few score years would cease to exist altogether. Would
you have every man with his head shaved, and every woman
i a clowster,—carrying out to the full the ascetic principle?
Would you have conventicle hymns twanging from every lane
in every city m the world? Would you have all the birds of
the forest sing one note and fly with one feather? Vou call me
sceptic because I acknowledge what 25, and m acknowledging
that, be 1t linnet or lark, or priest or parson, be it, I mean, any
single one of the infinite varieties of the creatures of God (whose
very name I would be understood to pronounce with reverence,
and never to approach but with distant awe), I say that the study
and acknowledgment of that variety amongst men especially
mcreases our respect and wonder for the Creator, Commander,
and Ordamer of all these minds, so different and yet so united,—
meeting m a common adoration, and offering up, each according
to his degree and means of approaching the Divine centre, his
acknowledgment of praise and worship, each singing (to recur to
the bird sumile) his natural song

+** And so, Arthur, the hymn of a sant, or the ode of a poet, or
the chant of a Newgate thief, are all pretty much the same
your philosophy,” said George
. “ Even that sneer could be answered were 1t to the point,”
Pendennis rephed, “ but 1t s not, and 1t could be rephed to you,
that even to the wretched outcry of the thief on the tree, the
wisest and the best of all teachers we know of, the untiring
Comforter and Consoler, promused a pitiful hearing and a certain
hope Hymns of saints! odes of poets!iwho are we to measure
the chances and opportunities, the means of domng, or even
judging, right and wrong, awarded to men; and to establish
the rule for meting out their pumishments and rewards® We
are as msolent and unthinkmg m judging of men’s morals as of
therr mteilects, We admire this man as bemng a great philo-
sopher, and set down the other as a dullard, not knowng ether,
or the amount of truth m either, or bemng certam of the truth
anywhere.y{ We sing Te Deum for this hero who has won a
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battle, and De Profundis for that other one who has broken out
of prison, and has been caught afterwards by the policeman.
Our measure of rewards and punishments 1s most partial and
mcomplete, absurdly madequate, utterly worldly, and we wish
to continue 1t mnto the next world. Into that next and awful
world we strive to pursue men, and send after them our impotent
party verdicts of condemnation or acquittal We set up our
paltry lttle rods to measure Heaven immeasurable, as if, i
comparison to that, Newton’s mind, or Pascal’s, or Shakspeare’s,
was any loftier than mme, as if the ray which travels from the
sun would reach me sooner than the man who blacks my boots
Measured by that altitude, the tallest and the smallest among
us are So alke dimmutive and pitifully base, that I say we should
take no count of the calculation, and 1t 1s a meanness to reckon
the difference ”

“Your figure falls there, Arthur,” said the other, betler
pleased, ““1if even by common arithmetic we can multiply as we
can reduce almost mfinitely, the Great Reckoner must take
count of all, and the small 1s not small, or the great great, to
his mfimty

“T don’t call those calculations 1 question,” Arthur said,
I only say that yours are incomplete and premature, false n
consequence, and, by every operation, multiplying mto wider
error. 1 do not condemn the men who killed Socrates and
damned Gableo. I say that they damned Galleo and klled
Socrates ”’ -

“ And yet but a moment since you admitted the propriety of
acquiescence mn the present, and, I suppose, all other tyrannies? ”

“ No, but that if an opponent menaces me, of whom and with-
out cost of blood and violence I can get nd, I would rather wait
hmm out, and starve him out, than fight lum out. Fabus
fought Hannibal sceptically Who was his Roman coadjutor
whom we read of m Plutarch when we were boys, who scoffed at
the other’s procrastination and doubted his courage, and
engaged the enemy and was beaten for his pains?

In these speculations and confessions of Arthur, the reader
may perhaps see allusions to questions which, no doubt, have
occupied and discomposed himself, and which he may have
answered by very different solutions to those come to by our
friend. We are not pledging ourselves for the correctness of his
opmions, which readers will please to consider are delivered
dramatically, the writer bemg no more answerable for them
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than for the sentiments uttered by any other character of the
story: our endeavour 1s merely to follow out, n 1ts progress, the
development of the mind of a worldly and selfish, but not un-
generous or unkmd or truth-avoiding man.  And 1t will be seen
that the lamentable stage to which his logic at piesent has
brought him, 1s one of general scepticism and snecring acquies-
cence in the world as it 15, or if you like so to call it, a belief
quabfied with scorn m all things extant. The tastes and habits
of such a man prevent him from bemg a boisterous demagogue,
and his love of truth and dishke of cant keep him from advanc-
mg crude propositions, such as many loud reformers are con-
stantly ready with, much more of uttermg downright falsehoods
in arguing questions or abusing opponents, which he would die
or starve rather than use. It was not in our friend’s nature to
be able to utter certain Lies; nor was he strong enough to protest
agamst others, except with a polite sneer, his maxim being, that
he owed obedience to all Acts of Pathament as long as they
were not repealed

»And to what does this easy and sceptical life lead a man?
Friend Arthur was a Sadducee, and the Baptist might be m the
Wilderness shoutmng to the poor, who wexe listening with all thexr
might and faith to the preacher’s awful accents and denuncia-
tions of wrath or woe or salvation; and our friend the Sadducee
would turn his sleek mule with a shrug and a smile from the
crowd, and go home to the shade of his terrace, and muse over
preacher and audience, and turn to his roll of Plato, or his
pleasant Greek song-book babbling.of honey and Hybla, and
nymphs and fountans and love. "To what, we say, does this
scepticism lead? It leads a man to a shameful loneliness and
selfishness, 50 to speak—the more shameful, because it 1s so good-
humoured and conscienceless and serene  Conscience! What
1s conscience? Why acceptremorse? What 1s public or private
faith? Mythuses alike enveloped m enormous tracdition. #If,
seeing and acknowledging the lies of the world, Arthur, as see
them you can with only too fatal a clearness, you submit to
them without any protest further than a laugh: i, plunged
yourself m easy sensuality, you allow the whole wretched world
to pass groaning by you unmoved if the fight for the truth 1
taking place, and all men of honour are on the ground armed on
the one side or the other, and you alone are to he on your balcony
and smoke your pipe out of the noise and the danger, you had
better have died, or never have been at all, than such a sensual
coward,
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L4

“The truth, friend,” Arthur said mmperturbably, *where 13
the truth? Show 1t me That is the question between us,
i see 1t on both sides. I see 1t on the Conservative side of the
House, and amongst the Radicals, and even on the miistenal
benches. I see 1t 1 this man who worships by Act of Parha-
ment, and 15 rewarded with a silk apron and five thousand &
vear* m that man, who, driven fatally by the remorseless logic
of hus creed, gives up everything, friends, fame, dearest ties,
closest vanities, the respect of an army of churchmen, the
recognised position of a leader, and passes over, truth-impelled,
to the enemy, 1n whose ranks he 1s ready to serve henceforth as a
nameless private soldier —1I see the truth m that man, as I de
mn his biother, whose logic drives him to quite a different con-
tlusion, and who, after having passed a lhife 1 vain endeavours
to reconcile an wreconcilable book, flings 1t at last down m
despair, and declares, with tearful eyes, and hands up to Heaven,
his revolt and recantation. If the truth is with all these, why
should I take side with any one of them? Some are called upon
to preach let them preach. Of these preachers there are
somewhat too many, methinks, who fancy they have the gift.
But we cannot all be parsons in church, that 1s clear. Some
must sit silent and listen, or go to sleep mayhap, Have we not
all our duties? [The head charity-boy blows the bellows; the
master canes the other boys mn the organ-loft, the clerk smngs
out Amen from the desk, and the beadle with the staff opens
the door for his Reverence, who rustles m silk up to the cushion
I won't cane the boys, nay, or say Amen always, or act as the
Church’s champion or warrior, in the shape of the beadle with
the staff; but I will take off my hat m the place, and say my
prayers there too, and shake hands with the clergyman as he
steps on the grass outside. Don’t I know that his being there
1s a comproinise, and that he stands before me an Act of Parlia-
went? That the church he occupies was built for other worship?
That the Methodist chapel 1s next door, and that Bunyan the
tinker 15 bawling out the tidings of damnation on the common
hard by? Ves, I am a Sadducee, and I take things as I find
them, and the world, and the Acts of Parhament of the world,
as they are, and as I mtend to take a wile, if I find one—not
to be madly in Jove and prostrate at her feet like a fool—not to
worship her as an angel, or to expect to find her as such—but to
be good-natured to her, and courteous, expecting good nature
and pleasant society from her i turn ¢ And so, George, if ever
you hear of my marrymng, depend on 1t, 1t won’t be a romantic
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attachment on my side: and if you hear of any good place under
Government, I have no particular scruples that I know of, which
would prevent me from accepting your offer.”

# (O Pen, you scoundrel! 1 know what you mean,” here War-
rmgton broke out This 15 the meaning of your scepticism,
of your quetism, of your atheism, my poor fellow VYou're
gomng to sell yourself, and Heaven help you! You are gomng to
malke a bargain which will degrade you and make you miserable
for hife, and there’s no use talking of it  If you are once bent
on 1t, the devil won’t prevent you.”

“ On the contrary, he’s on my side, 1sn’t he, George? ” said
Pen, with a laugh. “ What good cigars these are? Come down
and have a little dinner at the Club, the chef’s m town and he’ll
cook a good one for me. No, you won’t? Don’t be sulky, old
boy, I’m going down to—to the country to-morrow.”

CHAPTER LXII
WEICH ACCOUNTS PERHAPS FOR CHAPTER LXI

Tue mformation regarding the affars of the Clavering family,
which Major Pendennis had acquired through Strong, and by
hus own personal mterference as the friend of the house, was such
as almost made the old gentleman pause mn any plans which
he might have once entertained for his nephew’s benefit To
bestow upon Arthur a wife with two such fathers-m-law as
the two worthies whom the guileless and unfortunate Lady
Clavermg had drawn in her marrage ventures, was to benefit
no man. And though the one, m a manner, neutralised the
other, and the appearance of Amory or Altamont in publc
would be the signal for hus mstantaneous withdrawal and condign
pumshment,—for the fugitive convict had cut down the officer
in charge of hum, and a rope would be mevitably hus end, if he
came agam under British authorities, yet no guardian would
like to secure for his ward a wife whose parent was to be got nd
of m such a way, and the old gentleman’s notion always had
been that Altamont, with the gallows before lus eyes, would
assuredly avoid recogmition, while, at the same time, by holdmng
the threat of his discovery over Clavering, the latter, who would
lose everything by Amory’s appearance, would be a slave 1n the
nznds of the person who knew so fatal a secret.

But if the Begum paid Clavering’s debts many times more,
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her wealth would be expended altogether upon this irreclamm-
able reprobate, and her heirs, whoever they might be, would
succeed but to an emptied treasury, and Miss Amory, instead
of bringing her husband a good mcome and a seat m Parhament,
would bring to that mdividual her person only, and her pedigree
with that lamentable note of sus per coll at the name of the
last male of her line.

There was, however, to the old schemer revolving these things
in hus mind, another course yet open, the which will appear
to the reader who may take the trouble to peruse a conversation,
which pre.ently ensued, between Major Pendenmis and the
honourable Baionet the membe: for Claverng

When a man, under pecumary difficulties, disappears frons
among his usual friends and equals,—dives out of sight, as it
were, from the flock of birds 1n which he 1s accustomed to sai,
it 1s wonderful at what strange and distant nooks he «cmes uy
agaum for breath I have known a Pall Mall lounger and Retien
Row buck, of no mconsiderable fashion, vanish from amongst
s comrades of the Clubs and the Park, and be discovered,
very happy and affable, at an eighteen-penny ordinary m Eal-
lingsgate another gentleman, of great learning and wit, when
outrunning the constable (were I to say he was a literary man
some critics would vow that I mntended to msult the hterary
profession), once sent me lus address at a little public-house
called the “ Fox under the Hill,’ down a most darksome and
vavernous archway m the Strand Such a man, under such
misfortunes, may have a house, but he 1s never m his house,
and has an address where letters may be left, butonly simpletons
ge with the hopes of seemg hum. Only a few of the faithful
know where he 15 to be found, and have the clue to his hiding-
place  So, aftcr the disputes with his wife, and the musfortunes
consequent thereon, to find Sir Irancis Clavermg at home was
inpossihle  “ Ever since 1 hast him for my book, which 1s
fourteen pound, he don’t come home till three o’clock, and
puriends to be asleep when I bring his water of 2 mornmn’, and
dodges hout when I'm downstairs,” Mr. Lightfoot remarked
to his friend Morgan; and announced that he should go down
to my Lady and be butler there, and marry his old woman, In
like manner, after s altercations with Strong, the Baronet
did not come near hum, and fled to other haunts, out of the
reach of the Chevaher’s reproaches ,—out of the reach of con-
science, if possible, which many of us try to dodge and leave
behind us by changes of scene and other fugitive stratagems.
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Su, though the elder Pendenms, having his own ullerior
object, was bent upon seemg Pen’s country neighbour and re-
presentative n Parhament, 1t took the Major no mnconsiderabie
trouble and time before he could get him mto such a confidential
state and conversation, as were necessary for the ends which
the Major had m view. For since the Major had been called
m as family friend, and had cognisance of Clavering's affaus,
conjugal and pecuniary, the Baronet avoided him  as he always
avoided all his lawyers and agents, when there was an account
to be rendered, or an affair of business to be discussed between
them; and never kept an appomtment but when 1ts object was
the raising of money. Thus, previous to catching this most
shy and timorous bird, the Major made more thon one futile
attempt to hold him,—on one day it was a most mnnocent-
looking mvitation to dinner at Greenwich, to meet a few triends-
the Baronet accepted, suspected somethmg, and did not come;
leaving the Major (who mndeed proposed to 1epresent m himself
the body of friends) to eat his whitebait alone:—on another
occaston the Major wrote and asked for ten minutes’ talk, and
the Baronet mstantly acknowledged the note, and made the
appomtment at four o’clock the next day at Bays’s precisely (he
carefully underlined the “ precisely ”’); but though fouwr o’clock
came, as In the course of tune and destmy 1t could not do other-
wise, no Clavermg made his appearance. Indeed, if he had
boirowed twenty pounds of Pendennis, he could not have been
more timid, or desirous of avoiding the Major; and the latter
found that 1t was one thing to seek a man, and another to find
ham.,

Before the close of that day m which Strong’s patron had
given the Chevalber the benefit of so many blessings before s
face and curses behind Ius back, Sir Francs Clavering, who had
pledged his word and his oath to his wife’s advisers to draw or
accept no more bills of exchange, and to be content with the
allowance which s wictimused wife still awarded him, had
managed to sign his respectable name to a piece of stamped
paper, which the Baronet’s friend, Mr. Moss Abrams, had
carried off, promising to have the bill ““ done ” by a party with
whose mtunacy Mr. Abrams was favoured. And it chanced
that Strong heard of this transaction at the place where the
wrtmngs had been drawn,—m the back patlour, namely, of Mr,
Santiago’s cigar-shop, where the Chevalier was constantly m
the habit of spending an hour m the evening,
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“ He 15 at hus old work agam,” Mr Santiago told his customer.
 He and Moss Abrams were m my pariour. Moss sent out my
boy for a stamp It must have been a bill for fifty pound 1
heard the Baionet tell Moss to date 1t two months back. He
will pretend that 1t 15 an old bill, and that he forgot 1t when he
came to a settlement with his wife the other day. I dare say
they will give him some more money now he is clear.” A man
who has the habit of putting his unlucky name to * promises
to pay ” at six months, has the satisfaction of knowmg, too,
that hus affairs are known and canvassed, and his signature
handed round, among the very worst knaves and rogues of
London.

Mr. Santiago’s shop was close by St James’s Street and
Bury Street, where we have had the honour of wisiting our
friend Major Pendennis m his lodgngs. The Major was walking
daintily towards lus apartment, as Strong, burning with wrath
and redolent of Havanna, strode along the same pavement
opposite to him

“ Confound these young men* how they poison everything
with their smoke,” thought the Major. * Here comes a fellow
with mustachios and a cigar Every fellow who smokes and
wears mustachios 15 a low fellow  Oh! 1t’s Mr Strong —I hope
you are well, Mr. Strong? ” and the old gentleman, making a
dignified bow to the Chevalier, was about to pass nto his house;
ditecting towards the lock of the door, with trembling hand,
the polished door-key

We have said that, at the long and weary disputes and con-
ferences regarding the payment of Sir Francis Clavering’s last
debts, Strong and Pendenmis had both been present as iriends
and advisers of the Baronet’s unlucky family. Strong stopped
and held out s hand to hus brother negotiator, and old Pendennis
put out towards lum a couple of ungracious fingers,

“ What 1s your good news? ” said Major Pendennis, patroms-
mg the other still further, and condescending to address to him
an observation, for old Pendenms hud kept such good company
all Tus life, that he vaguely magmed he honoured common men
by speaking to them “Still n town, Mr. Strong? I hope I
see you well.”

“ My news 1s bad news, sir,” Strong answered, “it concerns
our friends at Tunbridge Wells, and I should like to talk to you
about 1t Clavering 1s at Ius old tricks again, Major Pendenns.”

“Indeed! Pray do me the favour to come mto my lodging,”
cried the Major, with awakened mterest, and the pair entered
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I looked mnto her affairs, and tied to set them straight, and
shall de so agan, you understand, to the best of my humble
power and ability, if I can make myself useful And i I am
called upon—you understand, if I am called upon—eand—by
the way, this Mr. Altamont, M: Strong? How is this Mr.
Altamont? I beheve you are acquamnted with him. Is he
m town?”

“1 don’t know that I am called upon to know where he 1s,
Major Pendenms,” saxd Strong, rismg and taking up his hat m
dudgeon, for the Major’s patromsing manner and impertinence
of caution offended the honest gentleman not a little

Pendennis’s manner altered at once from a tone of hauteur to
one of knowing good-humour. “ Ah, Captan Strong, you are
cautious, too, I see, and quite night, my good sir, quite right
We don’t know what ears walls may have, sir, or to whom we
may be talking, and as a man of the world, and an old solder,
—an old and distmguished soldier, I have been told, Captan
Strong,—you know very well that there 1s no use mn throwing
away your fire, you may have your 1deas, and I may put two
and two together and have mme. But there are things which
don’t concern him that many a man had better not know, eh,
Captamn? and which I, for one, won't know until I have reason
for knowmng them- and that I believe 1s your maxim too  With
regard to our iniend the Baronet, I think with you, 1t would be
most adwvisable that he should be checked 1n his imprudent
courses, and most strongly reprehend any man’s departure
from his word, or any conduct of hus which can give any pain
to his family, or cause them annoyance mn any way. That s
my full and frank opmion, and I am sure 1t 1s yours.”

“ Certamly,” said Mr Strong drily.

“I am delighted to hear 1t, dehighted that an old brother
soldier should agree with me so fully. And I am exceedingly
glad of the lucky meeting which has procured me the good
fortune of your visit Good evenmg. Thank you Morgan,
show the door to Captamn Strong ”

And Strong, preceded by Morgan, took lus leave of Major
Pendennis, the Chevalier not a little puzzled at the old fellow's
prudence, and the valet, to say the truth, to the {ull as much
perplexed at his master’s reticence. For Mr Morgan, in his
capacity of accomplished valet, moved here and there m a
house as silent as a shadow; and, as 1t so happened, during the
latter part of his master's conversation with s visitor, had
been standing very close to the door, and had overheard not a
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Iittle of the talk between the two gentlemen, and a great deal
more than he could understand

“Who 1s that Altamont? know anythmg about him and
Strong? ” Mr Morgan asked of Mr Lightfoot, on the next
convenient occasion when they met at the Club

“Strong’s lus man of busmess, draws the Governor’s balls,
and indosses 'em, and does his odd jobs and that, and T suppose
Altamont’s mn 1t too,” Mr Lightfoot replied “ That kate-
fiymg, you know, Mr. M., always takes two or three on 'em to
get the paper gomg  Altamont put the pot on at the Derby,
and won a good bit of money I wish the Governor could get
some somewhere, and I could get my book paid up ”

“Do you think my Lady would pay lis debts agamn?”
Morgan asked. “Find out that for me, Iightfoot, and I'll
make 1t worth your while, my boy.”

Major Pendennis had often said, with a laugh, that his valet
Morgan was a much 1icher man than himself and, indeed, by
a long course of careful speculation, this wary and sient
attendant had been amassing a considerable sum of money,
during the years which he had passed m the Major’s service,
where he had made the acquamtance of many other valets of
distinction, from whom he had learned the affairs of therr
principals  When Mr Arthur came mto his property, but not
until then, Morgan had surprised the young gentleman by saying
that he had a little sum of money, some fifty or a hundred pound,
which he wanted to lay out to advantage, perhaps the gentle-
man in the Temple, knowmg about affairs and business and that,
could help a poor fellow to a good mvestment? Morgan would
be very much obhged to Mr Arthur, most grateful and oblhiged
indeed, 1if Arthur could tell hun of one  When Arthur laugh-
mgly rephed, that he knew nothing about money matters, and
knew no earthly way of helpmg Morgan, the latter, with the
utmost simplicity, was very grateful, very grateful indeed, to
Mr. Arthur, and if Mr Arthur skould want a little money before
hus rents was paid, perhaps he would kindly remember that tus
uncle's old and faithful servant had some as he would like to
put out: and be most proud if he could be useful anyways to
any of the family

The Prince of Fairoaks, who was tolerably prudent and had
no need of ready money, would as soon have thought of borrow-
mg from his uncle’s servant as of stealing the valet’s pocket-
handkerchief, and was on the point of making some haughty
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reply to Morgan’s offer, but was checked by the humour of the
transaction Morgan a caprtalist! Morgan offering to lend to
him! The joke was excellent. On the other hand, the man
might be quite innocent, and the proposal of money a sumple
offer of good-will So Arthur withheld the sarcasm that was
rising to his lips, and contented himself by declining Mr Morgan’s
kind proposal  He mentioned the matter to his uncle, however,
and congratulated the latter on having such a treasure m hus
service.

It was then that the Major said that he believed Morgan had
been getting devilish rich for a devilish long time. In tact he
had bought the house 1 Bury Street, m which his master was
a lodger; and had actually made a considerable sum of money
from his acquaintance with the Clavermng family, and his know-
ledge obtamed through his master that the Begum would pay
all her husband’s debts, by buymng up as many of the Baronet’s
acceptances as he could raise money to purchase. Of these
transactions the Major, however, knew no more than most
gentlemen do of their servants, who live with us all our days
and are strangers to us: so strong custom 1s, and so pitiless the
distinction between class and class.

“So he offered to lend you money, did he? ” the elder Pen-
denmis remarked to his nephew “ He’s a dev’lish sly fellow,
and « dev’lish rich fellow; and there’s many a nobleman would
hke to have such a valet in his service, and borrow from him
toc And he amm’t a bit changed, Monsieur Morgan He does
his work just as well as ever—he’s always ready to my bell—
steals about the room like a cat—he’s so dev’hshly attached to
me, Morgan!”

On the day of Strong’s wisit, the Major bethought him of
Pen’s story, and that Morgan mught help him, and ralhed the
valet regarding his wealth with that free and msolent way
which so high-placed a gentleman might be disposed to adopt
towards so unfortunate a creature

“T hear that you have got some money to mvest, Morgan,”
said the Major

It’s Mr Arthur has been tellng, hang him | thought the
valet

“Tm glad my place 15 such a good one ”

“ Thank you, sir—I've no reason to complamn of my place
nor of my master,” rephed Morgan demurely.

“You're a good fellow and I believe you are attached to
me; and I'm glad you get on well. And I hope you'll be
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prudent, and not be taking a public-house, or that kind of
thl .”

Xg public-house, thought Morgan—me m a public-house -
the old fool!—Dammy, if T was ten years younger I d set m
Parlyment before I died, that I would —*“No, thank you
kindly, sr. I don’t think of the public line, st And T've got
my little savings pretty well put out, sir ”

“ You do a little in the discounting way, eh, Morgan? ”

“Yes, sir, a very hittle —I—I beg your paidon, sir—might I
be so free as to ask a question? ”

¢ Speak on, my good fellow,” the elder saud graciously

“ About Sir Francis Clavering’s paper, sir? Do you think
he’s any longer any good, sit? Will my Lady pay on ’em
any more, sir? ”

“ What, you’ve done somethmg in that business already?

“Yes, su, a httle,” replied Morgan, dropping down his eyes
“ And 1 don’t mund ownimng, sir, and I hope I may take the
liberty of saying, sir, that a Lttle more would make me very
comfortable if it turned out as well as the last ”

“ Why, how much have you netted by him, in Gad’s name?
asked the Major

“T've done a good hit, sir, at it that I own, sir, Havin
some information, and made acquamntance with the fam'ly
through your kindness, I put on the pot, sir ”

“You did what? »

“T laid my money on, su—I got all I could, and borrowed,
and bought Sir Francis’s bills, many of ’em had his name, and
the gentleman’s as 15 just gone out, Edward Strong, Esquire,
sir. and of course I know of the blow-hup and shindy as 1s
took place i Grosvenor Place, sir, and as I may as well make
my money as another, I'd be very much obleeged to you if you'd
te/l,l me whether my Lady will come down any more ”
#Although Major Pendenmis was as much surprised at this
mtelhgence regarding his servant, as i he had heard that
Morgan was a disguised Marquis, about to throw off his mask
and assume ks seat m the House of Peers )( and although he
was of course mndignant at the audacity of the fellow who had
dared to grow rich under his nose, and without lus cognisance;
yet he had a natural admiration for every man who represented
money and success, and found himself respecting Morgan, and
beng rather afraid of that worthy, as the truth began to dawn
upon him. |

“ Well, Morgan,” said he, “ I mustn’t ask how rich you are,
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and the nicher the better for your sake, I'm sure And if I
could give you any information that could serve you, I would
speedily help you But frankly, if Lady Clavering asks me
whether she shall pay any more of Sir Francs's debts I shall
advise and hope she won’t, though I fear she will—and that is
all T know. And so you are aware that Sir Francis 1s begimning
agam mn his—eh—reckless and imprudent course? ”

‘“ At hus old games, sir—can’t prevent that gentleman He
will do 1t.”

“ Mr Svrong was saying that a Mr. Moss Abrams was the
holder of one of Sir Francis Clavering’s notes Do you know
anything of this Mr. Abrams or the amount of the bill? ”

“ Don’t know the bill, know Abrams quite well, sir,”

“ T wish you would find out about it for me  And I wish you
would find out where I can see Sir Francis Clavering, Morgan,”

And Morgan said, “ Thank you, si—yes, sir—I will, sir,”
and retired from the room, as he had entered it, with his usual
stealthy respect and quiet humility, leaving the Major to muse
and wonder over what he had just heard

The next morning the valet mnformed Major Pendennis that
he had seen Mr Abrams, what was the amount of the bill that
gentleman was desirous to negotiate, and that the Baronet
would be sure to be m the back parlour of the “ Wheel of
Fortune ” Tavern that day at one o’clock.

To this appomtment Sir Francis Clavering was punctual, and
as at one o’clock he sate mn the parlour of the tavern in question,
surrounded by spittoons, Windsor chairs, cheerful prints of
boxers, trotting horses, and pedestrians, and the lingermg of
last night’s tobacco fumes—as the descendant of an ancient
lme sate mn thus delectable place accommodated with an old
copy of Bell’s Life wn London, much blotted with beer, the
polite Major Pendennis walked mto the apartment

“So 1t’s you, old boy?” asked the Baronet, thinkmg that
Mr. Moss Abrams had arrived with the money.

“ How do you do, Sir Francis Clavermg? I wanted to see
you, and followed you here,” said the Major, at sight of whom
the other’s countenance fell.

Now that he had hus opponent before him, the Major was
determmed to make a brisk and sudden attack upon him, and
went mto action at once. “1I know,” he contmued, “ who 15
the exceedingly disreputable person for whom you took me,
Claveung, and the errand which brought you here ”

“ Tt am’t your business, 1s 1t? 7 asked the Baronet, with a
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sulky and deprecatory look. “ Why are you followmng me
about, and takmg the command and meddling m my affaurs,
Major Pendennis? I've never done you any harm, have T
T’ve never had your money And I don’t choose to be dodged
about m this way, and domneered over I don’t choose 1t, and
I won’t have it If Lady Clavering has any proposal to make
to me, let 1t be done m the regular way, and through the lawyers
1’d rather not have you.”

“ | am not come from Lady Clavering,” the Major sad, * but
of my own accord, to try and remonstrate with you, Clavering,
and see if you can be kept from rum It 1s but a month ago
that you swore on your honour, and wanted to get a Bible to
strengthen the oath, that you would accept no more bills, but
content yourself with the allowance which Lady Clavering gives
you Al your debts were paid with that proviso, and you have
broken it, this Mr Abrams has a bill of yours for sixty pounds

“It’s an old il I take my solemn oath 1t’s an old bill,”
shrieked out the Baronet

“ You drew 1t yesterday, and you dated it two months back
purposely. By Gad, Clavermg, you sicken me with hes, I can’t
help telling you so  I've no patience with you, by Gad. You
cheat everybody, yourself mcluded -I’ve seen a deal of the
world, but I never met your equal at humbugging It’s my
belief you had rather Le than not.”,”

“ Have you come here, you old—old beast, to tempt me to
—to pitch mto you, and—knock your old head off,” said the
Baronet, with a poisonous look of hatred at the Major

“ What, sir? ”’ shouted out the old Major, nsing to his feet
and clasping lus cane, and looking so fiercely, that the Baronet’s
tone mstantly changed towards him.

“No, no,” said Clavering piteously; “I beg your pardon. 1
didn’t mean to be angry, or say anythmng unkind, only you're
so damned harsh to me, Major Pendenmis What 15 1t you
want of me? Why have you been huntng me so? Do you
want money out of me too? By Jove, you know I've not got
a shilling,”—and so Clavering, according to s custom, passed
from a curse mto a whimpe:

Major Pendennis saw, from the other’s tone, that Clavering
knew his secret was m the Major’s hands.

“I’'ve no errand from anybody, and no design upon you,”
Pendennis said, “ but an endeavour, if 1t’s not too late, to save
you and your family from utter rum, through the mfernal
recklessness of your courses I knew your secret ¥——r
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“1 didn’t know 1t when I marmed her, upon my oath I
didn’t know 1t till the d——d scoundrel came back and told me
himself, and ’s the misery about that which mukes me so
reckless, Pendennis, mdeed 1t 1s,” the Baronet cried, claspmng
tus hands .

“I knew your secret from the very first day when I saw
Amory come drunk mto your dining-room m Grosvenor Place
I never forget faces I remember that fellow m Sydney a
convict, and he remembers me I know his trial, the date of
his marriage, and of his reported death i the bush. I could
swear to im  And I know you are no more marrned to Lady
Clavermg than I am I've kept your secret well enough, for
I've not told a single soul that I know 1it,—not your wife, not
yourself till now.”

“ Poor Lady C., 1t would cut ber up dreadfully,” whimpered
Sir Francis: “and 1t wasn’t my fault, Major, you know 1t
wasn't "’

“ Rather than allow you to go on rummg her as you do, I
will tell her, Clavering, and tell all the world too, that is what
I swear I will do, unless 1 can come to some terms with you, and
put some curb on your mfernal folly. By play, debt, and
extravagance of all kinds, you’ve got through half your wife's
fortune, and that of her legitimate heirs, mind—her legitimate
hews Here 1t must stop You can’t live together You're
not fit to hive 1n a great house like Clavermng; and before three
years more were over, would not leave a shilhng to carry on.
T've settled what must be done. You shall have six hundred
a year, you shall go abroad and live on that You must
give up Parhament, and get on as well as you can. If you
refuse, I give you my word T'll make the real state of things
known to-morrow; I’ll swear to Amory, who, when 1dentified,
will go back to the country from whence he came, and will 1id
the widow of you and himself together. And so that boy of
yours loses at once all title to old Snell’s property, and 1t goes to
your wife’s daughter Amn’t I making myself pretty clearlv
understood? ”

“You wouldn’t be so cruel to that poor boy, would you,
Pendennis? ” asked the father, pleading piteously; “ hang 1t,
think about him. He’s a nice boy, though he’s dev’hsh wild,
I own—he’s dev’lish wid ”

“ It’s you who are cruel to hum,” said the old morahst, * Why,
sir, you'll rum him yourself mevitably i three years.”

“Yes, but perhaps I won’t have such dev’hsh bad luck, you
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Jnow ,—the luck must turn: and I'll reform, by Gad, I'll reform,
And of you were to sphit on me, 1t would cut up my wife so; you
know 1t would, most mfeinally ”

“To be parted from you,” said the old Major, with a sneer,
“ you know she won’t hive with you agam ”

“ But why can’t Lady C live abroad, or at Bath, or at Tun-
bridge, or at the doose, and I go on here?” Clavering continued,
“ 1 like beng here better than abroad, and I hke bemg in Parlia-
ment It’s dev’lish convenient being m Parhament There's
very few seats like mme left; and if I gave 1t "em, I should not
wonder the Ministry would give me an 1sland to govern, or some
dev’lish good thing, for you know I'm a gentleman of dev’hish
good family, and have a handle to my name, and—and that sort
of thing, Major Pendenmis Eh, dont you see? Don’t you
think they’d give me something dev’lish good if I was to play
my cards well? And then, you know, I'd save money, and be
kept out of the way of the confounded hells and rouge et norr—
and—and so I'd rather not give up Parlament, please.” For
at one mstant to hate and defy a man, at the next to weep
before him, and at the next to be perfectly confidential and
friendly with him, was not an unusual process with our versatile-
minded Baronet

“ As for your seat in Parhament,” the Major said, with some-
thing of a blush on his cheek, and a certamn tremor, which the
other did not see, “you must part with that, Sr Francs
Clavermg, to—to me.”

“ What! are you going into the House, Major Pendennis? ”

“ No—not I; but my nephew, Arthur, 1s a very clever fellow,
and would make a figure there: and when Clavermg had two
Members, his father might very hkely have been one; and—and
I should Iike Arthur to be there,” the Major said

“ Dammy, does ke know 11, too? ” cried out Clavering

“Nobody knows anything out of this room,” Pendennis
answered; “ and if you do this favour for me, I hold my tongue.
If not, I'm a man of my word, and will do what I have said

“1 say, Major,” sard Sir Francis, with a pecularly humble
smule, “ you—you couldn’t get me my first quarter i advance,
could you, like the best of fellows? You can do anything with
Lady Clavening, and, upon my oath, I'll take up that bill of
Abrams. The little dam scoundrel, T know he’ll do me in the
business—he always does; and if you could do this for me, we’d
see, Major,”

“And T think your best plan would be to go down in
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September to Clavering to shoot, and take my nephew with you,
and mtroduce him. Yes, that will be the best time. And we
will try and manage about the advance ” (Arthur may lend him
that, thought old Pendennis  Confound him, a seat m Parha-
ment 1s worth a hundred and fifty pounds ) “‘ And, Clavering,
you understand, of course, my nephew knows nothing about this
business  You have a mind to retire  he 15 a Clavering man and
a good representative for the borough, you mtroduce him, and
your people vote for him—you see ”

“When can you get me the hundred and fifty, Major?
When shall T come and see you? Will you be at home this
evenung or to-morrow morning? Wil you have anything here?
They’ve got some dev'lish good bitters m the bar. T often have
a glass of bitters, 1t sets one up so ”’

The old Major would take no refreshment, but rose and took
hus leave of the Baronet, who walked with him to the door of the
“ Wheel of Fortune,” and then strolled mto the bar, where he
took a glass of gm-and-bitters with the landlady there: and a
gentleman connected with the ring (who boarded at the ¢ Wheel
of F ) coming n, he and Sir Francis Clavering and the landlord
talked about the fights and the news of the sporting world
general, and at length Mr Moss Abrams arrived with the
proceeds of the Baronet’s bill, from which his own handsome
commission was deducted, and out of the remainder Sir Francis
“stood " a dinner at Greenwich to his distinguished friend, and
passed the evening gaily at Vauxhall,

Meanwhile Major Pendennis, calling a cab n Piccadilly, drove
to Lamb Court, Temple, where he speedily was closeted with
his nephew n deep conversation.

After therr talk they parted on very good terms, and 1t was
m consequence of that unreported conversation, whereof the
reader nevertheless can pretty well guess the bearing, that
Arthur expressed himself as we have heard m the colloquy with
Warrmgton which 1s reported 1 the last chapter.

When a man 15 tempted to do a tempting thing, he can find
a hundred mgenious reasons for gratifymg hus Iiking, and Arthur
thought very much that he would like to be m Parhament, and
that he would like to distinguish himself there, and that he need
not care much what side he took, as there was falsehood and
truth on every side And on this and on other matters he
thought he would compiomise with his conscience, and that
Sadduceelsm was a very convenient and good-humoured pro-
fession of faith,
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CHAPTER LXIII
PHILLIS AND CORVDON

On 4 picturesque common mn the neighbourhood of Tunbridge
Weils, Lady Clavermg had found a pretty willa, wivther she
retired after her conjugal disputes at the end of that unlucky
London season Miss Amory, of course, accompanied her
mother, and Master Clavering came home for the holidays, with
whom Blanche’s chief occupation was to fight and quarrel,
But this was only a home pastime, and the young schoolboy
was not fond of home sports He found cricket, and horses,
and plenty of friends at Tunbridge  The good-natured Begum’s
house was filled with a constant society of young gentlemen of
thirteen, who ate and drank much too copiously of tarts and
champagne, and rode 1aces on the lawn, and frightened the
fond mother, who smoked and made themselves sick, and the
dining room unbearable to Miss Blanche. She did not like the
soclety of young gentlemen of thirteen

As for that farr young creature, any change, as long as 1t was
change, was pleasant to her, and for a week or two she would
hiave hiked poverty and a cottage, and bread and cheese, and,
for a mght, perhaps, a dungeon and bread and water, and so
the move to Tunbridge was by no means unwelcome to her
She wandered m the woods, and sketched trees and farmhouses
she read French novels habitually, she drove mto Tunbridge
Wells pretty often, and to any play, or ball, or conjurer, or
musician who might happen to appear i the place, she slept a
great deal, she quarrelled with mamma and Frank during the
morning, she found the hittle village school and attended 1t, and
first fondled the gils and thwarted the muistress, then scolded
the girls and laughed at the teacher, she was constant at church,
of coutse, Tt was a pretty little church, of immense antiquity
—a little Anglo-Norman #zj0u, built the day before yesterday,
and decorated with all sorts of pamnted windows, carved samnts’
heads, gilt Scripture texts, and open pews DBlanche began
forthwith to work a most correct High-Church altar-cover for
the church She passed for a samnt with the clergyman for a
wiule, whom she quite took m, and whom she coaxed and
wheedled, and fondled so artfully, that poor Mrs Smirke, who
at fist was charmed with her, then bore with her, then would
hardly speak to her, was almost mad with jealousy. Mis.
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Smirke was the wife of our old friend Smirke, Pen’s tutor and
poor Helen’s suitor He had consoled himself for her refusal
with a young lady from Clapham whom his mamma provided

When the latter died, our friend’s views became every day more
and more pronounced He cut off his coat collar, and let his
hair grow over his back  He nigorously gave up the curl which
he used to sport on his forehead, and the tie of his neckcloth, of
which he was rather proud He went without any tie at all

He went without dinner on Fridays! He read the Roman
Hours, and mtimated that he was ready to recetve confessions
mn the vestry. The most harmless creature mn the world, he was
denounced as a black and most dangerous Jeswit and Papist,
by Muffin of the Dissenting chapel, and Mr Simeon Kmght at
the old church Mr Smurke had built his chapel of ease with
the money left him by his mother at Clapham. Lord! lord!
what would she have said to hear a table called an altar! to see
candlesticks on 1t! to get letters signed on the Ifeast of Samt
So-and-so, or the Vigl of Samnt What-do-you-call-"em! All
these things did the boy of Clapbam practise, his faithful wife
followng him But when Blanche had a conference of near
two hours m the vestry with Mr Smurke, Belinda paced up and
down on the grass, where there were only two little grave-stones
as yet, she wished that she had a third there, only, only he
would offer very lLkely to that creature, who had nfatuated
him 1n a fortnight. No, she would retire; she would go into a
convent and profess, and leave um  Such bad thoughts had
Smirke’s wife and his neighbours regarding him, these, thinking
him m direct correspondence with the Bishop of Rome, that,
bewailing errors to her even more odiwous and fatal, and yet our
friend meant no earthly harm. The post office never brought
him any letters from the Pope, he thought Blanche, to be sure,
at first, the most pious, gifted, right-thnking, fascinating pelson
he had ever met, and her manner of singing the Chants dehighted
him—but after a while he began to grow rather tired of Miss
Amory, her ways and graces grew stale somehow, then he was
doubtful about Miss Amory, then she made a disturbance m
tus school, lost her temper, and rapped the children’s fingers

Blanche mspired this admiration and satiety, somehow, m many
men  She tried to please them, and flung out all her graces at
once, came down to them with all her jewels on, all her smiles,
and cajoleries, and coaxings, and ogles  Then she grew tired of
them and of trying to please them, and never having cared
about them, dropped them. and the men grew tired of her,and
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dropped her too. It was a happy night for Belinda when
Blanche went away, and her husband, with rather a blush and
a sigh, said, ¢ He had been deceived 1n her, he had thought her
endowed with many precious gifts, he feared they were mere
tinsel, he thought she had been a night-thinking person, he
feared she had merely made religion an amusement—she cer-
tamly had quite lost her temper to the schoolmistress, and beat
Polly Ruckar’s knuckles cruelly.” Belnda flew to his arms,
there was no question about the grave or the veil any more
He tenderly embraced her on the forehead “ There 1s none
like thee, my Belinda,” he said, throwing his fine eyes up to the
celling, *‘ precious among women'!” As for Blanche, from the
wmstant she lost sight of huim and Belinda, she never thought o
cared about either any more

But when Arthur went down to pass a few days at Tunbridge
Wells with the Begum, this stage of indifference had not arrived
on Miss Blanche’s part or on that of the simple clergyman
Smirke believed her to be an angel and wonder of 2 woman
Such a perfection he had never seen, and sate listening to her
music i the summer evenings, open-mouthed, rapt m wonder,
tealess, and bread-and-butterless. Fascmating as he had heard
the music of the opera to be—he had never but once attended
an exhibition of that nature (which he mentioned with a blush
and a sigh—i1t was on that day when he had accompanied Helen
and her son to the play at Chatteris}—he could not conceive any-
thing more delicious, more celestial, he had almost said, than
Miss Amory’s music. She was a most gifted being: she had a
prectous soul- she had the most remarkable talents—to all out-
ward seemmg, the most heavenly disposition, etc. ete. It was
in this way that, bemng then at the height of his own fever and
bewitchment for Blanche, Smirke discoursed to Arthur about
her

The meeting between the two old acquamtances had been
very cordial. Arthur loved anybody who loved his mother,
Smirke could speak on that theme with genuine feeling and
emotion. They had a hundred things to tell each other of what
had occurred m their hives. ““ Arthur would perceive,” Smirke
said, “ that his—his views on Church matters had developed
themselves since therr acquamtance” Mrs. Smirke, a most
exemplary person, seconded them with all her endeavours.
He had built this little church on his mothet’s demise, who had
left hum provided with a sufficiency of worldly means. Though
in the cloister himself, he had heard of Arthur’s reputation.
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He spoke m the kindest and most saddened tone, he held his
eyelids down, and bowed his faiz head on one side Arthwm
was immensely amused with him; with hus ars; with tus follies
and sunplicity; with his blank stock and long harr, with his
real goodness, kindness, friendliness of feelmg  And his prases
of Blanche pleased and surprised our friend not a little, and
made him regard her with eyes of particular favour.

The truth s, Blanche was very glad to see Arthur; as one 1s
glad to see an agreeable man in the country, who brings down the
last news and stories from the great city, who can talk better
than most country folks, at least can talk that darling London
jargon, so dear and mdispensable to London people, so lttle
understood by persons out of the world. The first day Pen
came down, he kept Blanche laughing for hours after dmnner
She sang her songs with redoubled spirit  She did not scold
her mother she fondled and kissed her, to the honest Begum’s
surprise. When it came to bed-time, she sad, “ Déa/~ with
the prettiest air of regret possible; and was really quite sorry to
go to bed, and squeezed Arthur’s hand quite fondly He on
lus side gave her pretty palm a very cordial pressure Our
young gentleman was of that turn, that eyes very moderately
bright dazzled him.

“ She 15 very much mmproved,” thought Pen, looking ouv mte
the mght, “ very much T suppose the Begum won’t mind my
smoking with the window open  She’s a jolly good old woman,
and Blanche 1= immensely improved I liked her manner with
her mother to-night. I hiked her laughmg way with that stupid
young cub of a boy, whom they oughtn’t to allow to get tipsy.
She sang those little verses very prettily, they weie devilish
pretty verses too, though I say 1t who shouldn’t say 1t.” And
he hummed a tune which Blanche had put to some verses of his
own ‘““Ah! what a fine mght! How jolly a cigar s at night!
How pretty that little Saxon church looks in the moonhght!
I wonder what old Warrmngton’s domng! Yes, she’s a dayvhish
nice Little thing, as my uncle says.”

“ Oh, heavenly!” Here broke out a voice from a clematis-
covered casement near—a gurl’s voice 1t was the voice of the
author of “ Mes Larmes.”

Pen burst mnto a laugh. “Don’t tell about my smoking,”
he said, leaning out of his own window

“Oh! go ont I adore 1t,” cried the lady of “ Mes Larmes ”
“ Heavenly might! Ieavenly, heavenly moon! but I must
shut my window and not talk to you, on account of les mmruss /!
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How droll they are, les meeurs ! Adien,” And Pen began to
sing the Good Night to Don Basilio

The next day they were walking m the fields together, laugh-
ing and chattering—the gayest pair of friends They talked
about the days of thewr youth, and Blanche was prettily senti-
mentsl. They talked about Laura, dearest Laura—Blanche
had loved her as a sister: was she happy with that ¢dd Lady
Rockmmster? Wouldn’t she come and stay with them at Tun-
bridge? Oh, what walks they would take together! What
songs they would sing—the old, old songs. Laura’s voice was
splendid. Did Arthur—she must call him Arthur—remember
the songs they sang mn the happy old days, now he was grown
such a great man, and had such a succés 7 etc ete

And the day after, which was enlivened with a happy ramble
through the woods to Penshurst, and a sight of that pleasant
park and hall, came that conversation with the curate which we
have narrated, and which made our young friend think more and
more,

“TIs she all this perfection? ” he asked himself. “ Has she
become serious and religious? Does she tend schools and visit
the poor? Is she kind to her mother and brother? Ves, I am
sure of that* I have seen her ” And walking with his old tutor
over hus little parish, and gomng to visit s school, 1t was with
wexpressible delight that Pen found Blanche seated mstructing
the children, and fancied to himself how patient she must be,
how good-natured, how ingenuous, how really simple m her
tastes, and unspoiled by the world.

“ And do you really like the country? ” he asked her, as they
walked together.

“T should like never to see that odious city agam O
Arthur—that 15, Mr —— well, Arthur, then—one’s good
thoughts grow up m these sweet woods and calm solitudes, ike
those flowers which won’t bloom 1n London, you know. The
gardener comes and changes our balconies once a week. I don’t
think I shall bear to look London m the face again—its odious,
smoky, brazen face! But, heigho!”

“ Why that sigh, Blanche? ”

“ Never mind why.”

“Yes, I do mind why Tell me, tell me everything.”

“I wish you hadn’t come down,” and a second edition of
“ Mes Soupirs ” came out

“You don’t want me, Blanche? ”

“1don't want you to go away. Idon’t think this house will
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be very happy without you, and that’s why I wish that you
never had come.”

“Mes Soupirs ” were here laid aside, and “ Mes Larmes ”
had begun

Ah' What answer 15 given to those in the eyes of a young
woman? What 1s the method cmployed for drying them?
What took place? O ringdoves and roses, O dews and wild-
flowers, O waving greenwoods and balmy airs of summer!
Here weie two battered London rakes, taking themselves in for
a moment, and fancying that they were in love with each other,
like Phillis and Corydon,

When one thiks of country houses and countiy walks, one
wonders that any man 1s left unmarried.

CHAPTER TLXIV
TEMPTATION

Easy and frank-spoken as Pendennis commonly was with
Warrmgton, how came 1t that Arthur did not mfoim the friend
and depositary of all his secrets of the hittle circumstances wiich
had taken place at the villa near Tunbridge Wells? He talked
about the discovery of hus old tutor Smurke, freely enough, and
of tus wife, and of his Anglo-Norman church, and of hus departuie
from Clapham to Rome, but, when asked about Blanche, his
answers were evasive or general; he said she was a good-natured
clever Little thing, that nightly guided she might make no such
bad wife after all, but that he had for the moment no mntention
of marriage, that hus days of romance were over, that he was
contented with his present lot, and so forth,

In the meantime there came occasionally to Lamb Court,
Temple, pretty little satin envelopes, superscribed 1n the neatest
handwriting, and sealed with one of those admurable ciphers,
which, f Warrington had been curious enough to watch hus
friend’s letters, or indeed, if the cipher had been decipherable,
would have shown George that Mr Arthur was m correspon-
dence with a young lady whose mitials were B A. To these
pretty httle compositions, Mr. Pen repled 1n his best and
gallantest manner, with jokes, with news of the town, with
pomts of wit, nay, with pretty httle verses very hikely, m reply
to the versicles of the muse of “Mes Larmes” Blanche we
know rhymes with “ branch,” and “stanch,” and *launch,”
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and no doubt a gentleman of Pen’s ingenuity would not forego
these advantages of position, and would ring the pretty hittle
chenges upon these pleasing notes Indeed, we believe that
those love-verses of Mr Pen’s, which had such a pleasing success
in the “ Rose-leaves,” that charmmg Annual edited by Lady
Violet Lebas, and illustrated by portraits of the female nobility
by the famous artist Pinkney, were composed at this period of
our hero’s hfe, and were first addressed to Blanche, per post,
before they figured m print, cornels as 1t were to Pinkney’s
pictorial garland

“ Verses are all very well,” the elder Pendenms said, who
found Pen scratching down one of these artless effusions at the
Club as he was waiting for his dinner, “and letter-wnting if
mamma allows it, and between such old countiy friends of
course there may be a correspondence, and that sort of thing,
but mind, Pen, and don’t commit yourself, my boy. For who
knows what the doose may happen? The best way 1s to make
your letters safe I never wrote a letter in all my fe that
would commit me, and demmy, sir, I have had some experience
of women.” And the worthy gentleman, growing more garrulous
and confidential with his nephew as he grew older, told many
affecting nstances of the evil results consequent upon this
want of caution to many persons m “ Society, ”’—how from
using too ardent expressions m some poetical notes to the
widow Naylor, young Spooney had subjected humself to a visit
of remonstrance from the widow’s brother, Colonel Flint; and
thus had been forced mnto a marriage with a woman old enough
to be his mother. how when Louisa Salterhadatlengthsucceeded
in securing young Sir John Bird, Hopwood, of the Blues, pro-
duced some letters which Miss S had wntten to him, and caused
a withdrawal on Bird’s part, who afterwards was united to Miss
Stickney of Lyme Regs, etc.  The Major, 1f he had not reading,
had plenty of observation, and could back his wise saws with a
multitude of modern mstances, which he had acquired m a long
and careful perusal of the great book of the world

Pen laughed at the examples, and blushing a httle at jus
uncle’s remonstrances, said that he would bear them m mmd
and be cautious He blushed, perhaps, because he %ad borne
them m mind, because he was cautious. because m tus letters
to Miss Blanche he had from nstmct, or honesty perhaps,
reframmed from any avowals which might compromise him.
“ Don’t you remember the lesson I had, sir, n Lady Mnabel’s
~—Miss Fotheringay’s affawr? I am not to be caught agam,
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uncle,” Arthur said, with mock frankness and humility Old
Pendennis congratulated himself and his nephew heartily on
the latter’s prudence and progress, and was pleased at the
posttion which Arthur was taking as a man of the woild

No doubt, if Warrington had been consulted, tus opmion
would have been different: and he would have told Pen that
the boy’s foolish letters were better than the man’s adroit
compliments and shippery gallantries, that to win the woman
he loves, only a knave or a coward advances under cover, with
subterfuges, and a retreat secured behind him  but Pen spoke
not on this matter to Mr Warrnngton, knowmg pretty well
that he was guilty, and what hus riend’s verdict would be

Colonel Altamont had not been for many weeks absent on his
foreign tour—Sir Francis Clavering having retired meanwhile
mto the country pursuant to his agreement with Major Pen-
denmis—when the ills of fate began to fall rather suddenly and
heavily upon the sole remaming partner of the little firm of
Shepherd’s Inn. When Strong, at parting with Altamont,
refused the loan proffered by the latter m the fulness of hus
purse and the generosity of hus heart, he made such a sacufice
to conscience and delicacy as caused him many an after-twinge
and pang, and he felt—t was not very many hours m his life
he had experienced the feeling—that m this juncture of his
affairs he had been too debcate and too scrupulous. Why
should a fellow m want refuse a kind offer kindly made? Why
should a thirsty man declne a pitcher of water from a friendly
hand, because 1t was a little soilled? Strong’s conscience smote
lum for iefusing what the other had fawrly come by, and
generously proffered: and he thought ruefully, now 1t was too
late, that Altamont’s cash would have been as well in his
pocket as m that of the gambling-house proprietor at Baden
or Ems, with whom his Excellency would mfallibly leave hus
Derby winmngs. It was whispered among the tradesmen.
bill-discounters, and others who had commercial dealngs with
Captam Strong, that he and the Baronet had parted company,
and that the Captam’s “ paper ” was henceforth of no value.
The tradesmen, who had put a wonderful confidence m him
hitherto,—for who could resist Strong’s jolly face and frank
and honest demeanour ?—now began to pour m thewr bills with
a cowardly mustrust and unammity The knocks at the
Shepherd’s Inn chambers’ door were constant, and tatlors, boot-
malkers, pastry-cooks who had furmished dmners, n ther own
persons, or by the boys their representatives, held levees on
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Strong’s stairs, To these were added one or two persons of a
less clamorous but far more sly and dangerous sort,—the young
cleiks of lawyers, namely, who lurked about the Inn, or con-
certed with Mr. Campion’s young man in the chambers hard
by, having m therr dismal pocket-books copies of writs to be
served on Edward Strong, requiring hum to appear on an eatly
day next term before our Sovereign Lady the Queen, and
answer 1o, etc etc.

From this mnvasion of creditors, poor Strong, who had not a
gumea 1 lus pocket, had, of course, no refuge but that of the
Enghshman’s castle, mto which he retired, shuttmg the ouler
and wmner door upon the enemy, and not quitting hus strong-
hold until after mghtfall Agamnst this outer’ barrier the foe
nsed to come and knock and curse m vain, whilst the Chevalier
peeped at them from behind the hittle curtain which he had put
over the orifice of his letter-box, and had the dismal satis-
faction of seemng the faces of furious clerk and fiery dun, as they
dashed up against the door and retreated from 1t But as they
could not be always at his gate or sleep on his staircase, the
enemies of the Chevalier sometimes left him free

Strong, when so pressed by his commercial antagonists, was
not quite alone m us defence agamst them, but had secured
for humself an ally or two His friends were mstructed to
communicate with him by a system of private signals and
they thus kept the garrison from starving by bringing i neces-
sary supplies, and kept up Strong’s heart and prevented him
from surrendermg, by wisiting him and cheermg him m his
retreat, Two of Ned’s most faithful allies were Huxter and Miss
Fanny Bolton- when hostile visitors were prowlng about the
Inn, Fanny’s little sisters were taught a particular cry or jodel,
which they mnocently whooped in the court: when Fanny and
Huxter came up to visit Strong, they archly sang this same note
at his door, when the barrier was straightway opened, the
honest garnison came out smiling, the provisions and the pot of
porter were brought in, and m the society of lus faithful fnends
the beleaguered one passed a comfortable mght, There are
some men who could not hive under thuis excitement, but Strong
was a brave man, as we have said, who had seen service and
never lost heart m penl.

But besides alhes, our general had secured for himself, mnder
difficaltics, that st'l more necessary aid —a retreat 1t has
been mentioned n a foimer part of this history, how 3Mcuors
Costigan and Bows lived m the house next dom to (antam
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Strong, and that the window of one of ther rooms was not
very far off the kitchen-window which was situated in the upper
storey of Strong’s chambers. A leaden water-pipe and gutter
served for the two, and Strong, locking out from his kitchen
one day, saw that he could spring with great ease up to the sill
of his neighbours’ window, and clamber up the pipe which
communicated from one to the other., He had laughingly
shown this refuge to his chum, Altamont; and they had agieed
that 1t would be as well not to mention the cwrcumstance to
Captamn Costigan, whose duns were numerous, and who vrould
be constantly flymg down the pipe mto their apartments if this
way of escape were shown to him

But now that the evil days were come, Strong made use of
the passage, and one afternoon burst m upon Bows and Costigan
with his jolly face, and explamed that the enemy was m waiting
on his starcase, and that he had taken this means of giving
them the shp. So while Mr. Mark’s aides-de-camp were in
waiting in the passage of No. 3, Strong walked down the steps
of No. 4, dined at the Albion, went to the play, and returned
home at midnight, to the astomishment of Mrs. Boltonr and
Fanny, who had not seen hun quit hus chambers, and could not
concerve how he could have passed the line of sentries,

Strong bore this siege for some weeks with admirable spirit
and resolution, and as only such an old and brave soldier would,
for the pams and privations which he had to endure were
enough to depress any man of ordmary courage, and what
vexed and “rled ” him (to use his own expression) was the
mfernal imndifference and cowardly mngratitude of Clavermg, to
whom he wrote letter after letter, which the Baronet never
acknowledged by a single word, or by the smallest remittance,
though a five-pound note, as Strong said, at that time would
have been a fortune to um.

But better days were m store for the Chevaher, and n the
midst of his despondency and perplexities there came to hun a
most welcome aid.  “ Yes, if 1t hadn’t been for this good fellow
here,” said Strong; ‘‘ for a good fellow you are, Altamont, my
boy, and hang me if I don’t stand by you as long as I live; I
think, Pendenmus, it would have been all up with Ned Strong
It was the fifth week of my being kept a prisoner, for I couldn’t
be always risking my neck across that waterpipe, and takmg
my walks abroad through poor old Cos’s window, and my spirit
was quite broken, sir-—dammy, quite beat, and I was thinking
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of putting an end to myself, and should have done 1t in anothes
week, when who should drop down from heaven but Altamont?”

“ Heaven am’t exactly the place, Ned.” said Altamont “ I
came from Baden-Baden,” said he, “ and I'd had a deuced
lucky month there, that’s all

“Well, sir, he took up Mark’s hill, and he paid the othe:
fellows that were upon me, like a man. sir, that he did,” said
Strong enthusiastically.

“ And I shall be very happy to stand a bottle of clarct for
this company, and as many more as the company chooses,”
said Mr Altamont, with a blush. “ Hallo! waiter, brug us a
magnuimn of the right sort, do you hear? And we'll drink our
healths all round, sir—and may every good fellow like Strong
find another good fellow to stand by him at a pinch That’s
my sentiment, Mr. Pendenmis, though I don’t like your
name ”

“No! And why? * asked Arthur,

Strong pressed the Colonel’s foot under the table here, and
Altamont, rather excited, filled up another bumper, nodded to
Pen, drank off his wme, and said, “ He was a gentleman, and
that was sufficient, and they were all gentlemen *

The meeting between these  all gentlemen ” took place at
Richmond, whither Pendenmus Liad gone to dinner, and where he
found the Chevalier and his friend at table in the coffee-room.
Both of the latter were exceedingly hilarious, talkative, and
excited by wine, and Strong, who was an admirable story-teller,
told the story of his own siege, and adventures and escapes,
with great hiveliness and humour, and described the talk of the
sheriff’s officers at his door, the pretty little signals of Fanny, the
grotesque exclamations of Costigan when the Chevaler burst in
at his window, and his final rescue by Altamont, in a most
graphic manner, and so as greatly to mterest his hearers.

‘ As for me, it’s nothing,” Altamont said. “ When 2 ship’s
paid off, a chap spends his money, you know. And 1t’s the
fellers at the black and red at Baden-Baden that did it I won
a good bit of money there, and mtend to win a good bit more,
don’t I, Strong? I'm gomg to take hum with me. I've gota
system. I'Il make his fortune, I tell you. I'll make your
fortune, if you hke—dammy, everybody’s fortune But what
I’ll do, and no mistake, boys, I promse you. Il put m for
that lttle Fanny., Dammy, sir, what do you think she did?
She had two pound, and I’'m blest if she didn’t go and lend 1t
to Ned Strong! Didn’t she, Ned? Let's diink her health
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“With all my heart,” said Arthur, and pledged this toast
with the greatest cordiality

Mi. Altamont then began, with the greatest volubility, and
at great length, to describe his system He said that it was
mfallible, if played with coolness, that he had 1t from a chap
at Baden, who had lost by 1t, it was true, but because he had
not capital enough, 1f he could have stood one more turn of
the wheel, he would have had all his money back, that he and
several more chaps were gomg to make a bank, and try 1t, and
that he would put every shilling he was worth mto 1t, and had
come back to this country for the express purpose of fetclung
away his money, and Captan Strong, that Strong should play
for um: that he could trust Strong and his temper much better
than he could his own, and much better than Bloundell-Bloundell
or the Ialian that “stood m” As he emptied his bottle, the
Colonel described at full length all hus plans and prospects to
Pen, who was mterested m hstening to his story, and the
confessions of his daring and lawless good-humour.

“T met that queer fellow Altamont the other day,” Pen said
to hus uncle, a day or two afterwards

‘“ Altamont? What Altamont? There’s Lord Westport’s
son,” said the Major.

“No, no, the fellow who came tipsy mto Clavering’s dinmg-
room one day when we were there,” said the nephew, laughmg,
“ and he said he did not like the name of Pendennis, though he
did me the honour to think that I was a good fellow.”

“ 1 don’t know any man of the name of Altamont, I give you
my honour,” said the mmpenetrable Major, “and as for your
acquamtance, I think the less you have to do with him the
better, Arthur ”

Arthur laughed agamm ““ He 15 gomng to quit the country,
and make his fortune by a gambling system. He and my
amiable college acquaimntance, Bloundell, are partners, and the
Colonel takes out Strong with hum as aide-de-camp. What 15
1t that binds the Chevaher and Clavering, I wonder? ”

“1 should thmk, mmd you, Pen, I should think—but of
course I have only the idea—that there has been somethng m
Clavering’s previous hfe which gives these fellows and some
others a certain power over him; and if there should be such a
secret, which is no affair of ours, my boy, dammy, I say it
ought to be a lesson to a man to keep himseli straight m lfe,
and not to give any man a chance over hum.”

“ Why, I thmk you have some means of persuasion ove:
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Clavering, uncle, or why should he give me that seat m Parlu-
ment? ”

“ Clavering thimks he am’t fit for Parhament,” the Major
answered. “ No more he 15 What's to prevent him from
putting you or anybody else mnto his place if he likes? Do you
think that the Government or the Opposition would make uny
bones about accepting the seat 1f he offered 1t to them? Why
should you be more squeamish than the first men, and the most
honourable men, and men of the highest birth and position m
the country, begad?” The Major had an answer of this kind
to most of Pen’s objections, and Pen accepted his uncle’s rephes,
not so much because he believed them, but because he wished
to beheve them We do a thing—which of us has notP—not
because “ everybody does 1t,” but because we like 1t; and our
acquiescence, alas! proves not that everybody 1s right, but that
we and the rest of the world are poor creatures alike.

At his next visit to Tunbnidge, Mr. Pen did not forget to
amuse Miss Blanche with the hustory which he had learned at
Richmond of the Chevalier’s imprisonment, and of Altamont’s
gallant rescue. And after he had told his tale m his usual
satirical way, he mentioned with praise and emotion Ittle
Fanny's generous behaviour to the Chevalier, and Altamont’s
enthusiasm m her behalf

Miss Blanche was somewhat jealous, and a good deal piqued
and curious about Fanny. Among the many confidential hittle
commumnications which Arthur made to Miss Amory m the
course of their dehghtful rural drives and their sweet evening
walks, 1t may be supposed that our bero would not forget a
story so interesting to himself, and so likely to be mteresting
to her, as that of the passion and cure of the poor little Ariadne
of Shepherd’s Inn. His own part i that drama he described,
to do him justice, with becoming modesty, the moral which he
wished to draw from the tale being one i accordance with his
usual satirical mood, viz , that women get over then first loves
quite as easily as men do (for the far Blanche, i their snzzmes
conversations, did not cease to twit Mr. Pen about his notorious
farlure m his own virgin attachment to the Fotheringay), and,
number one bemg withdrawn, transfer themselves to number
two without much difficulty. And poor httle Fanny was
offered up m saecrifice as an mnstance to prove this theory.
What griefs she had endured and surmounted, what bitter pangs
of hopeless attachment she had gone through, what tune 1t had

P
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taken to heal those wounds of the tender little bleeding heart
Mr Pen did not know, or perhaps did not choose to know,
for he was at once modest and doubtful about his capabilities
as a conqueror of hearts, and averse to believe that he had
executed any dangerous ravages on that particular one, though
his own mstance and argument told agamst himself i this case,
for 1f, as he said, Miss Fanny was by this time m love with he
surgical adorer, who had neither good looks nor good manners,
nor wit, nor anything but ardour and fidelity to recommend
him, must she not, m her first sickness of the love-complamt,
have had a serious attack, and suffered keenly for a man, who
had certanly a number of the showy qualities which Mr Huster
wanted.

“ You wicked odious creature,” Miss Blanche said, ¢ I believe
that you are enraged with Fanny for being so impudent as to
forget you, and that you are actually jealous of Mr, Huxter.”
Perhaps Miss Amory was right, as the blush which came 1 spite
of himself and tingled upon Pendenmis’s cheek (one of those
blows with which a man’s vamty 1s constantly slappiag his
face), proved to Pen that he was angry to think he had been
superseded by such a rival By such a fellow as that! without
any conceivable good quality .’ Oh, Mr Pendenms! (although
this remark does not apply to such a smart fellow as you) if
Nature had not made that provision for each sex n the credulity
of the other, which sees good qualities where none exist, good
looks 1n donkeys’ ears, wit in therr numskulls, and music m
their bray, there would not have been near so much marrying and
gving 1n marriage as now obtains, and as 15 necessary for the
due propagation and continuance of the noble race to which we
belong !

“ Jealotls or not,” Pen said, and, Blanche, I don’t say no,
1 should have hiked Fanny to come to a better end than that

;'I don’t Iike histories that end in that cynical way; and when
we arrive at the conclusion of the story of a pretty gul’s passion,
to find such a figure as Huxter’s at the last page of the tale Is
all Iife a compromuse, my lady fair, and the end of the battle of
love an 1gnoble surrender? Is the search for the Cupid which
my poor httle Psyche pursued mn the darkness—the god of her
soul’s longing—the god of the blooming cheek and ramnbow
puons—to result n Huxter, smelling of tobacco and gallipots?
I wish, though I don’t see 1t in life, that people could be like
Jenny and Jessamy, or my lord and lady Clementina m the
story-books and fashionable novels, and at once under the
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ceremony, and, as 1t were, at the parson’s bened:ction, become
perfectly handsome and good and happy ever after ”

“ And don’t you mntend to be good and happy, pray, Monsieur
le Misanthrope—and are you very discontented with your lot
—and will your marriage be a compromise ”—(asked the author
of “Mes Larmes,” with a charming moue}—* and 1s your Psyche
an odious vulgar wretch? VYou wicked satical creature, 1
can’t abide you! You take the hearts of young things, play
with them, and fling them away with scorn. You ask for love
and trample on it. You—you make me ery, that you do,
Arthur, and—and don’t—and I won’t be consoled in that way
—and I think Fanny was quite 11ght in leaving such a heartless
cteature ”’

“ Agan, I don’t say no,” said Pen, looking very gloomtly at
Blanche, and not offering by any means to repeat the attempt
at consolation which had elicited that sweet monosyllable
“don’t ” from the young lady “I don't think I have much
of what people call heart, but I don’t profess it. I made my
venture when I was eighteen, and lighted my lamp and went m
scarch of Cupid And what was my discovery of love!—a
vulgar dancing-woman I faled, as everybody does, almost
everybody, only 1t 1s luckier to fail before marmage than
after ”

“ Mercs du choix, Monsieur,
curtsey.

“ Look, my lttle Blanche,” said Pen, taking her hand, and
with his voice of sad good-humour, “at least I stoop to ne
flatteries.”

“ Quuite the contrary,” said Miss Blanche.

“ And tell you no foolish lies, as vulgar men do  Why should
you and I, with our experience, ape romance and dissemble
passion? I do not beleve Miss Blanche Amory to be peerless
among the beautiful, nor the greatest poetess, nor the most
surpassing musiclan, any more than I beheve you to be the
tallest woman i the whole woild—like the giantess whose
picture we saw as we rode through the fair yesterday. But if
I don’t set you up as a herome, neither do I offer you your very
humble servant as a hero. But I think you are—well, there, I
think you are very sufficiently good-looking.”

* Meres,” Miss Blanche said, with another curtsey.

“I think you smg charmmgly I'm sure you’re clever,
I hope and beheve that you are good-natured, and that you wall
be companionable.”

»

said the Sylphide, makimng a
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‘ And so, provided I bring you a certam sum of money and
a seat m Parlament, you condescend to fhng to me your royal
pocket-handkerchief,” said Blanche  Que dhomnewr! We
used to call your Highness the Prince of Fawoaks What an
honour to think that I am to be elevated to the throne, and to
bring the seat in Parliament as backsheesh to the sultan! [am
glad 1 am clever, and that I can play and sing to your liking,
my songs will amuse my lord’s leisure ”

“ And if thieves are about the house,” said Pen, grimly
pursuing the simile, “ forty besetting thieves m the shape of
lurking cares and enemies m ambush and passions n arms,
my Morgiana will dance round me with a tambourmne, and kill
all my rogues and thieves with a smile. Won’t she?” But
Pen looked as if he did not believe that she would “ Ah,
Blanche,” he continued after a pause, “ don’t be angry, don’t
be hurt at my truth-teling Don’t you see that I always take
you at your word? You say you will be a slave and dance—I
say, dance. You say, ‘I take you with what you bring:’ I
say, ‘ I take you with what you bring.” To the necessary deceits
and hypocrisies of our hife, why add any that are useless and un-
necessary? If I offer myself to you because I think we have a
fair chance of bemng happy together, and because by your help
I may get for both of us a good place and a not undistingiished
name, why ask me to feign raptures and counterfeit romance,
which neither of us beheve? Do you want me to come woomng
m a Prince Prettyman’s dress from the masquerade warehouse,
and to pay you compliments like Sir Charles Grandison? Do
you want me to make you verses as in the days when we were
—when we were children? I will if you hike, and sell them to
Bacon and Bungay afterwards, Shall I feed my pretty princess
with boxnbons 27

“ Mais yadore les bonbons, mor,” said the httle Sylphide,
with a queer piteous look.

“T can buy a hatful at Fortnum and Mason’s for a gumea
And 1t shall have 1t’s bonbons, 1ts pootty httle sugarplums, that
1t shall”” Pen said, with a bitter smile. “ Nay, my dear, nay,
my dear little Blanche, don’t cry  Dry the pretty eyes, I can’t
bear that;” and he proceeded to offer that consolation which
the circumstance required and which the tears, the genuine tears
of vexation, which now sprang from the angry eyes of the author
of * Mes Larmes,” demanded,

The scornful and sarcastic tone of Pendennis quite frightened
and overcame the girl. “I—I don’t want your consolation.
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I—1 never was—so—spoken to bef—by any of my-—my—by
anybody "’—she sobbed out, with much simplicity

“ Anybody !> shouted out Pen, with a savage burst of
laughter, and Blanche blushed one of the most genuine blushes
which her cheek had ever exhibited, and she cried out, “Q
Arthur, vous éles un homme ferrible!” She felt bewildered,
frightened, oppiessed, the wouildly little flirt who had been
playing at love for the last dozen years of her life, and yet
not displeased at meeting a master

“ Tell me, Arthur,” she said, after a pause m this strange
love-makng, “ why does Sir Francs Clavermg give up his seat
m Parlament? ”

“ Au fast, why does he give 1t to me? ” asked Arthur, now
blushing in hus turn

“ You always mock me, sir,” she saxd  “If 1t 1s good to be
mn Parliament, why does Sir Francis go out? ”

“ My uncle has talked him over He always said that you
were not sufficiently provided for  In the—the family disputes,
when your mamma paid his debts so hberally, 1t was stipulated,
I suppose, that you—that 1s, that I—that 1s, upon my word, I
don’t know why he goes out of Parhament,” Pen said, with
rather a forced laugh  “ You see, Blanche, that you and I are
two good hittle cluldren, and that this marnage has been arranged
for us by our mammas and uncles, and that we must be obedient,
like a good little boy and gul.”

So, when Pen went to London, he sent Blanche a box of
bonbons, each sugarplum of which was wrapped up 1 ready-
made French verses, of the most tender kind, and, besides,
despatched to her some poems of his own manufacture, quite
as artless and authentic: and it was no wonder that he did
not tell Warrington what his conversations with Miss Amory
had been, of so delicate a sentument were they, and of a nature
50 necessarily private

.# And 1f, hike many a worse and better man, Arthur Pendennis,
the widow’s son, was meditating an apostasy, and gomng to sell
himself to—we all know whom,—at least the renegade did not
pretend. to be a believer 1n the creed to which he was ready to
swear / And if every woman and man m ths kimgdom, who
has sold her or himself for money or position, as Mr. Pendennis
was about to do, would but purchase a copy of his memours,
what tons of volumes Messrs, Smuth, Elder & Co. would sell!
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CHAPTER LXV
PEN BEGINS HIS CANVASS

MerancuOLY as the great house at Clavermg Park had been
m the days before his marriage, when 1ts bankrupt proprietor
was a refugee 1n foreign lands, 1t was not much more cheerful
now when Sir Francis Clavering came to mhabit 1t The
greater part of the mansion was shut up, and the Baronet only
occupted a few of the rooms on the ground floor, where his
housekeeper and her assistant from the lodge-gate waited upon
the luckless gentleman m his forced retreat, and cooked a part
of the game which he spent the dreary mornings in shooting
Lightfoot, hus man, had passed over to my Lady’s service, and,
as Pen was mformed 1n a letter from Mr Smurke, who performed
the ceremony, had executed his prudent intention of maiymg
Mrs. Bonner, my Lady’s woman, who, in her mature years, was
stricken with the charms of the youth, and endowed him with her
savings and her elderly person To be landlord and landlady
of the “ Clavering Arms” was the ambition of both of them,
and 1t was agreed that they were to remain i Lady Claverg’s
service untl quarter-day arrived, when they were to take
possession of theirr hotel Pen graciously promised that he
would give his election dmner there, when the Baronet should
vacate his seat m the young man’s favour, and, as 1t had been
agreed by his uncle, to whom Clavering seemed to be able to
refuse nothing, Arthur came down m September on a wisit to
Clavermg Park, the owner of which was very glad to have a
companion who would relieve his loneliness, and perhaps would
lend him a little ready money.

Pen furnished his host with these desirable supplies a couple
of days after he had made his appearance at Clavering: and no
sooner were these small funds m Sir Francis’s pocket, than the
latter found he had busmess at Chatteris and the neighbouring
watermg-places, of which ——shire boasts many, and went off
to see to hus affairs, which were transacted, as might be supposed,
at the county race-grounds and bilhard-rooms Arthur could
live alone well enough, having many mecntal resources and
amusements which did not require other peisons’ company-
he could walk with the gamekeeper of a morning, and for the
evenings there were plenty of books and occupation for a literary
gemus like Mr, Arthur, who required but a cigar and a sheet of
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paper or two to make the night pass away pleasantly. In truth,
in two or three days he had found the society of Sir Francis
Clavermmg perfectly mtolerable; and 1t was with a mischievous
eagerness and satisfaction that he offered Clavering the little
pecuntary aid which the latter according to his custom solicited,
and suppled him with the means of takmg fhght from his own
house

Besides, our mgenious friend had to ingratiate himself with
the townspeople of Clavering, and with the voters of the borough
which he hoped to represent, and he set humself to this task
with only the more eagerness, remembermg how unpopular he
had before been m Clavering, and determined to vanquish the
odmum which he had mspired amongst the simple people there
His sense of humour made him delght m this task. Naturally
rather teserved and silent m public, he became on a sudden as
{rank, easy, and jovial as Captamn Strong He laughed with
everybody who would exchange a laugh with him, shook hands
right and left, with what may be certamnly called a dexterous
cordiality, made his appearance at the market-day and the
farmers’ ordmary; and, m fine, acted like a2 consummate
bypocnite, and as gentlemen of the highest birth and most
spotless mntegnty act when they wish to make themselves
agreeable to their gonstituents, and have some end to gam of
the country folks / How 1s it that we allow ourselves not to be
decerved, but to be ingratiated so readily by a ghb tongue, a
ready laugh, and a frank manner} We know, for the most
part, that 1t 15 false com, and we take 1t* we know that 1t 1s
flattery, which 1t costs nothing to distribute to everybody, and
we had rather have 1t than be without it. Friend Pen went
about at Clavermg, laboriously simple and adroitly pleased, and
quite a different being from the scornful and rather sulky young
dandy whom the mhabitants remembered ten years ago.

The Rectory was shut up Doctor Portman was gone, with
his gout and tus famuly, to Harrowgate; an event which Pen
deplored very much n a letter to the Doctor, m whuch, mn a few
ind and simple words, he expressed his regret at not seeing tus
old friend, whose advice he wanted and whose aid he might
require some day, But Pen consoled himself for the Doctor’s
absence, by makmg acquaintance with Mr. Simcoe, the opposi-
t1on preacher, and with the two partners of the cloth-factory at
Chattei1s, and with the Independent preacher there, all of whom
he met at the Clavering Athenzum, which ths Liberal party had
et up 1n accordance with the advanced spirit of e age, snd
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perhaps mn opposition to the aristocratic old readmg-roum, mée
which the Edinburgh Remew had once scarcely got an admission
and where no tiadesmen weie allowed an entiance. He pro-
pihated the younger partner of the cloth-factory, by asking
him to dine 11 a friendly way at the Park, he comphmented the
Honourable Mrs Simcoe with hares and partridges from the
same quarter, and a request to read her husband’s last serrnon
and being a little unwell one day, the rascal took advantage of
the circumstances to show hus tongue to Mr. Huxter, who sent
him medicines and called the next morning How dehghted
old Pendennis would have been with his pupl! Pen himself
was amused with the sport m which he was engaged, and his
success mspired him with a wicked good-humour

And yet, as he walked out of Clavering of a mght, after
“ presiding ” at a meeting of the Atheneum, or workng through
an evenmg with Mrs Simcoe, who, with her husband, was awed
by the young Londoner’s reputation, and had heard of his social
successes; as he passed over the old famibar bridge of the rush-
ing Brawl, and heard that well-remembered sound of waters
beneath, and saw his own cottage of Fairoaks among the trees,
therr darkling outhnes clear agamst the starlight sky, difterent
thoughts no doubt came to the young man’s mind, and awakened
pangs of gnef and shame there  There still used to be a light
the windows of the room which he remembered so well, and n
which the Samnt who loved him had passed so many hours of
care and yearning and prayer. He turned away his gaze from
the famnt hght which seemed to pursue lim with its wan reproach-
tul gaze, as though 1t was his mother’s spirit watching and
warning. How clear the mght was! How keen the stars shone,
how ceaseless the rush of the flowmng waters, the old home
trees whispered, and waved gently thewr dark heads and branches
over the cottage roof Yonder, m the famt starhght ghmmer,
was the terrace where, as a boy, he walked of summer evenings,
ardent and trustful, unspotted, untried, ignorant of doubts or
passions; sheltered as yet fiom the world’s contammation
the pure and anxious bosom of love. . .  The clock of the nea:
town tollng midmight, with a clang, disturbs our wanderer's
revere, and sends him onwards towards lus mght’s resting-place,
through the lodge mto Clavering avenue, and under the daik
urcades of the rustling limes

When he sees the cottage the next tume, 1t 15 >miling m
sunset, those bedroom windows are open where the Light was
burning the night before; and Pen’s tenant, Caplan Stokes, o
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the Bombay Artillery (whose mother, old Mrs. Stokes, lives in
Clavering), recewves his landlord’s visit with great cordiality
shows him over the grounds and the new pond he has made m
the back garden from the stables; talks to him confidentially
about the roof and chimneys, and begs Mr Pendennis to name
3 day when he will do himself and Mrs Stokes the pleasure to,
etc  Pen, who has been a fortmight in the country, excuses
himself {or not having called sooner upon the Captain by frankly
owning that he had not the heart to do 1t “ I understand you,
sir,” the Captamn says, and Mrs Stokes, who had shipped away
at the ring of the bell (how odd it seemed to Pen to ring the
bell!), comes down 1n her best gown, surrounded by her children.
The young ones clamber about Stokes the boy jumps nto an
arm-chair It was Pen’s father’s arm-chaiwr, and Arthur re-
members the days when he would as soon have thought of
mounting the king’s throne as of seating himself in that arm-
chair He asks Miss Stokes—she 1s the very immage of her
mamma—if she can play? He should like to hear a tune on
that pano. She plays He hears the notes of the old piano
once moie, enfeebled by age, but he does not hsten to the
player He 1s hstening to Laura singing as m the days of their
youth, and sees his mother bending and beating time over the
shoulder of the girl,

The dinner at Fairoaks given i Pen’s honour by his tenant,
and at which old Mrs Stokes, Captam Glanders, Squire Hobnell,
and the clergyman and his lady, from Tinckleton, were present,
was very stupid and melancholy for Pen, until the waite: from
Clavering (who aided the Captam’s stable-boy and Mrs Stokes’s
butler) whom Pen remembered as a street-boy, and who was
now mndeed barber m that place, dropped a plate over Pen's
shoulder, on which Mr Hobnell (who also employed him) 1e-
marked, “ I suppose, Hodson, your hands are shippery with
bear's-grease  He’s always dropping the crockery about, that
Hodson 1s—haw, haw!” On which Hodson blushed, and
looked so disconcerted, that Pen burst out Jaughing, and good-
humour and hilarnty were the order of the evemng For the
second course, there was a hare and partridges top and bottom,
and when after the withdrawal of the service Pen said to the
Vicar of Tinckleton, “I think, Mr. Stooks, you should have
asked Hodson to cuf the hare,” the joke was taken instantly by
the clergyman, who was followed in the course of a {ew mmutes
by Captam Stokes and Glaunders, and by Mr. Hobnell, who
arrived rather late, but with an immense guffaw.
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While Mr Pen was engaged m the country m the above
schemes, 1t happened that the lady of his choice, if not of his
affections, came up to London from the Tunbridge villa bound
upon shopping expeditions or important business, and m com-
pany of old Mrs. Bonner, her mother’s maid, who had lived and
yuarrelled with Blanche many times since she was an mfant,
and who now, bemg about to quit Lady Clavering’s service for
the hyrmeneal state, was anxious like a good soul to bestow
some token of respectful kindness upon her old and young
mistress before she quitted them altogether, to take her post
as the wife of Lightfoot, and landlady of the “{laveimg
Arms”

The honest woman took the benefit of Miss Amory’s taste to
make the puichase which she intended to offer her Ladyship,
and requested the fair Blanche to choose something for herself
that should be to her liking, and remind her of her old nurse
who had attended her through many a wakeful night, and
eventful teething, and childish fever, and who loved her lhike a
child of her own a’'most These purchases were made, and as
the nurse msisted on buying an immense Bible for Blanche, the
young lady suggested that Bonner should purchase a large
“ Johnson’s Dictionary ” for her mamma. Each of the two
women mght certainly profit by the present made to her

Then Mrs Bonner mvested money m some bargains m Imen-
drapery, which might be useful at the “ Clavering Arms,” and
bought a red and yellow neck-handkerchief, which Blanche
could see at once was intended for Mr, Lightfoot Younger
than herself by at least five-and-twenty years, Mrs Bonner
regarded that youth with a fondness at once parental and con-
jugal, and loved to lavish ornaments on his person, which
already glttered with pims, rings, shirt-studs, and chamns and
seals, purchased at the good creature’s expense.

It was in the Strand that Mrs. Bonner made her purchases,
aided by Miss Blanche, who hked the fun very well, and when
the old lady had bought everything that she desired, and was
leaving the shop, Blanche, with a smiling face, and a sweet
bow to one of the shopmen, said, *“ Pray, sir, will you have the
kindness to show us the way to Shepherd’s Inn.”

Shepherd’s Inn was but a few score of yards off, Oldcastle
Street was close by, the elegant young shopman pomted out
the turning which the young lady was to lake, and she and her
companion walked off together.

“ Shepherd’s Inn! what can you want m Shepherd’s Inn,

-
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Miss Blanche? ” Bonner inquired “Mr Strong lives there,
De you want to go and see the Captam? ”

“Y should hke to see the Captam very well I hke the
Captam; but 1t 18 not him I want I want to see a dear hittle
good girl, who was very kind to—to Mr. Arthur when he was
po i1l last year, and saved his hfe almost; and I want to thank
her, and ask her if she would like anything. I locoked out
several of my dresses on purpose this morning, Bonner!” and
she looked at Bonner as if she had a right to admiration, and
bad performed an act of remarkable virtue. Blanche, mdeed,
-yas very fond of sugar-plums, she would have fed the poor
upon them, when she had had enough, and given a country gul
a ball dress when she had worn 1t and was tired of 1t.

“ Pretty girl—pretty young woran!”’ mumbled Mrs. Bonnes,
‘1 kmow J want no pretty young women to come about Light-
foot,” and m 1magmation she peopled the “ Clavering Arms’
with a harem of the most hideous chambermaids and barmaids.

Blanche, with pink and blue, and featheis, and flowers, and
trinkets, and a shot silk dress, and a wonderful mantle, and a
charming parasol, presented a vision of elegance and beauty
such as bewnldered the eyes of Mrs. Bolton, who was scrubbing
the lodge-floor of Shepherd’s Inn, and caused Betsy-Jane and
Armeliar-Ann to look with dehght.

. Blanche looked on them with a smile of meffable sweetness
ind protection; like Rowena going to see Rebecca, ke Marte
Antomette visiting the poor in the famine; like the Marchioness
of Carabas alighting from her carriage and four at a pauper-
tenant’s door, and taking from John No. II. the packet of
Epsom salts for the mvalid’s benefit, carrying 1t with her own
imperial hand mto the sick-room—DBlanche felt a queen steppimng
down from her throne to visit a subject, and enjoyed all the
bland consciousness of dong a good action. -

“My good woman! I want to see Fanny—Fanny Bolton, 15
ghe here?

Mrs. Bolton bad a sudden suspicion, from the splendour of
Blanche’s appearance, that it must be a play-actor, or some-
thing worse,

“ What do you want with Fanny, pray? ” she asked,

“I am Lady Clavering’s daughter—you have heard of Sir
Francis Clavermg? And I wish very much mdeed to see
Fanny Bolton.”

* Pray step i, Miss—DBetsy-Jane, where’s Fanny? ”’

Betsy-Jane said Fanny had gone into No. 3 staiucase, on
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which Mrs Bolton said she was probably i Strong’s 100ms,
and bade the cluld go and see if she was there.

“In Captam Strong’s rooms! Oh, let us go to Captann
Strong’s rooms,” cried out Miss Blanche. “I know him very
well  You dearest little gul, show us the way to Captan
Strong!” cried out Miss Blanche, for the floor reeked with the
recent scrubbing, and the goddess did not like the smell of
brown soap

And as they passed up the stairs, a gentleman by the name
of Costigan, who happened to be swaggering about the court,
and gave a very knowmng look with his “o1” under Blanche’s
bonnet, remarked to himself, “ That’s a devilish fomne gyurll,
bedad, goan up to Sthrong and Altamont; they’re alwayc
having fome gyurlls up their stars ”

“ Hallo—hwhat’s that?” he presently said, looking up at
the windows, from which some piercing shrieks 1ssued

At the sound of the voice of a distressed female the mtrepid
Cos rushed up the stairs as fast as his old legs would carry him,
being nearly overthrown by Strong’s servant, who was descend-
mg the stair. Cos found the outer door of Strong’s chambers
open, and began to thunder at the knocker After many and
fierce knocks, the mner door was partially unclosed, and Stiong’s
head appeared.

“I’s o1, me boy. Hwhat’s that nowse, Sthrong? ” asked
Costigan.

“Go to the d——" was the only answer, and the door was
shut on Cos’s venerable red nose: and he went downstairs
muttenng threats at the indigmty. offered to him, and vowing
that he would have satisfaction. # In the meanwhile the reader,
more lucky than Captamn Costigan, will have the privilege of
being made acquamnted with the secret which was withheld
from that officer.

It has been said of how generous a disposition Mr Altamont
was, and when he was well supphed with funds, how lberally
he spent them  Of a hospitable turn, he had no greater pleasure
than drinking in company with other people, so that there was
no man more welcome at Greenwich and Richmond than the
Emussary of the Nawaub of Lucknow.

Now 1t chanced that on the day when Blanche and Mrs.
Bonner ascended the staircase to Strong’s room mn Shepherd’s
Inn, the Colonel had mvited Miss Delaval of the —— Theatie
Royal, and her mother, Mrs. Hodge, to a little party down the
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rwver, and 1t had been agreed that they were to meet at chambers,
and thence walk down to a port m the ncighbouring Strand to
take water  So that when Mrs Bonner and ““ Mes Larmes” came
to the door, where Grady, Altamont’s servant, was standing,
the domestic said “ Walk m, ladies,” with the utmost affability,
and led them mto the room, which was arranged as if they had
been expected there Indeed, two bouquets of flowers, bought
at Covent Garden that mornmng, and mstances of the tender
gallantry of Altamont, were awaiting his guests upon the table
Blanche smelt at the bouquet, and put her pietty httle damnty
nose mto 1t, and tripped about the room, and looked behind
the curtams, and at the books and prints, and at the plan of
Clavelng estate hanging up on the wall, and had asked the
servant for Captain Strong, and had almost forgotten his exist-
ence and the errand about which she had come, namely, to visit
Fanny Bolton, so pleased was she with the new adventure, and
the odd, strange, delightful, droll Iittle 1dea of bemg m a
bachelor’s chambers n a queer old place m the City.

Grady meanwhile, with a pair of ample varnished boots, had
disappeared mto his master’s room. Blanche had hardly the
leisure to remark how big the boots were, and how unlke Mr
Strong’s

““ The women’s come,” said Grady, helping his master to the
boots.

“ Did you ask ’em 1if they would take a glass of anythmg?
asked Altamont.

Grady came out—“ He says, will you take anythmng to
dimk? ” the domestic asked of them. at which Blanche, amused
with the artless question, broke out mto a pretty httle laugh,
and asked of Mrs. Bonner, “ Shall we take anythmg to
drimk? ”

“ Well, you may take 1t or lave it,” said Mr. Grady, who
thought his offer shghted, and did not like the contemptuous
manners of the new-comers, and so left them.

“Will we take anything to drink? ” Blanche asked agam
anvd agam began to laugh

“ Grady,” bawled out a voice from the chamber withm—a
woice that made Mrs Bonner start

Grady did not answer. his song was heard from afar off, from
the ktchen, his upper room, where Giady was smging at his
work.

“ Grady, my coat!” agam roared the voice from within.

 Why, that 1s not Mr. Strong’s voice,” said the Sylphide, still
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half-laughing  “ Grady, my coat!—Bonner, who 15 Grady m»
woat?  We ought to go away.”

Bonner still looked quite puzzled at the sound of the voice
which she had heard.

The bedroom door here opened, and the mdividual who had
called out “ Grady, my coat,” appeared without the garment n
question.

He nodded to the women, and walked across the room I
beg your pardon, ladies Grady, bring my coat down, sir}
Well, my dears, 1t’s a fine day, and we’ll have a jolly lark at ”

He said no more, for here Mrs Bonner, who had been looking
at him with scared eyes, suddenly shricked out, “ Amory,
Amory!” and fell back screaming and fainting 1n her chair

The man so apostrophised looked at the woman an mstant,
and, rushing up to Blanche, seized her and kissed her “ Ves,
Betsy,” he said, “by G— 1t 1s me Mary Bonner knew me
What a fine gal we've grown! But 1t’s a secret, mind T’m
dead, though I’'m your father. Your poor mother don’t know
1it. What a pretty gal we’ve grown! Kiss me—lkiss me close
my Betsy! D-——1t,Ilove you DI'm your old father ”

Betsy or Blanche looked quite bewildered, and began t
scream too—once, twice, thrice, and 1t was her piercing shrieks
which Captamn Costigan heard as he walked the court below

At the sound of these shrieks the perplexed parent clasped his
hands (his wristbands were open, and on one brawny arm you
could see letters tatooed m blue), and, rushing to his apartment,
came back with an eau-de-Cologne bottle from his grand silver
dressing-case, with the fragrant contents of which he began
hiberally to sprinkle Bonner and Blanche.

The screams of these women brought the other occupants
of the chambers mto the room Grady from his latchen, and
Strong from his apartment i the upper storey. The latter
at once saw from the aspect of the two women what had occurred.

“ Grady, go and wait 1n the court,” he said, “ and if any body
comes—you understand me.”

“Ts 1t the play-actress and her mother? * said Grady

“ Yes—confound you—say that there’s nobody in chambers,
and the party’s off for to-day.”

“Shall T say that, sir? and after I bought them bokays? ”
asked Grady of hus master,

“Yes,” saxd Amory, with a stamp of his foot; and Strong
gomg to the door too, reached 1t just mn time to prevent the
entrance of Captain Costigan, who had mounted the starr,

TI—¥K 426




202 THE HISTORY OF PENDENNIS

The ladies from the theatre did not have their treat to Green-
wich, nor did Blanche pay her visit to Fanny Bolton on that day
And Cos, who took occasion majestically to imquire of Grady
what the mischief was, and who was crymg?—had for answer
that ’twas a woman, another of them, and that they were, m
Grady’s opinion, the cause of ‘most all the mischief in the world,

CHAPTER LXVI
PEN BEGINS TC DOUBT HIS ELECTION

WaiLsT Pen, m his own county, was thus carrymng on his
selfish plans and parhamentary schemes, news came to him
that Lady Rockmnster had arrived at Baymouth, and had
brought with her our friend Laura. At the announcement
that Laura his sister was near him, Pen felt rather guilty.
His wish was to stand higher in her esteem, perhaps, than m
that of any other person in the world. She was his rother’s
legacy to him. He was to be her patron and protector 1 some
sort How would she brave the news which he had to tell her;
and how should he explamn the plans which he was meditating?
fle felt as if nerther he nor Blanche could bear Laura’s dazzling
glance of calm scrutiny, and as if be would not dare to disclose
his worldly hopes and ambitions to that spotless judge At
her arrival at Baymouth, he wrote a letter thither which con-
tained a great number of fine phrases and protests of affection,
and a great deal of easy satire and raillery; m the midst of al
which Mr. Pen could not help feelng that he was m a pani,
and that he was acting like a rogue and hypocrite

How was 1t that a simple country gl should be the object
of fear and tremblmg to such an accomplished gentleman as
Mr Pen? s worldly tactics and diplomacy, his satire and
knowledge of the world, could not bear the test of her purity,
he felt somehow  And he had to own to himself that his affairs
were m such a position, that he could not tell the truth to that
honest soul  As he rode from Clavermg io Baymouth, he felt
as guilty as a schoolboy who doesn’t know his lesson, and 1s
about to face the awful master. For is not Truth the master
always, and does she not have the power and hold the book?
# Under the charge of her kind, though somewhat wayward
anc absolute patroness, Lady Rockmmster Laura had seen
somewhat of the world m the last year, had gathered some
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accomplishments, and profited by the lessons of society, Many
a girl who had been accustomed to that too great tenderness in
which Laura’s early hife had been passed, would have been
unfitted for the changed existence which she now had to lead
Helen worshipped her two children, and thought, as home-bred
women will, that all the world was made for them, or to be con-
sidered after them. She tended Laura with a watchfulness of
affection which never left her  If she had a headache, the widow
was as alarmed as 1f there had never been an aching head before
m the world. She slept and woke, read and moved under her
mother’s fond supermntendence, which was now withdrawn
from her, along with the tender creature whose anxious heart
would beat no more  And painful moments of grief and depres-
sion no doubt Laura had, when she stood m the great careless
world alone. Nobody heeded her griefs or her solitude She
was not quite the equal, m social rank, of the lady whose com-
panion she was, or of the friends and relatives of the mpertous
but kind old dowager. Some very likely bore her no good-will—
some, perhaps, shghted her: it might have been that servants
were occasionally rude; their mustress certainly was often.
Laura not seldom found herself in family meetings, the confidence
and famibanty of which she felt were mnterrupted by her m-
trusion, and her sensitiveness of course was wounded at the 1dea
that she should give or feel this annoyance How many gover-
nesses are there in the world, thought cheerful Laura,—how
many ladies, whose necessities make thern slaves and companions
by profession! What bad tempers and coarse unkindness have
not these to encounter! How mfinitely better my lot 1s with
these really kind and affectionate people than that of thousands
of unprotected girls! It was with this cordial spirit that our
young lady adapted herself to her new position: and went m
advance of her fortune with a trustful smile.

Did you ever know a person who met Fortune in that way,
whom the goddess did not iegard kindly? Are not even bad
people won by a constant cheerfulness and a pure and affec-
tionate heart? When the babes 1n the wood, wn the ballad,
looked up fondly and trustfully at those notorious rogues whom
therr uncle had set to make away with the little folks, we all
know how one of the rascals relented, and made away with the
other—not having the heart to be cruel to so much mnocence
and beauty. Ob, happy they who have that virgin loving trust
and sweet smiling confidence in the world, and fear no evil
because they think none! Miss Laura Bell was one of these
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expected when he came to Baymouth to find Lauia stalled
in her house m the quality of humble companion, and treated
0o better than himself When she heard of hus arrival she came
runmung downstairs, and I am not sure that she did not embrace
him 1 the presence of Calverley and Coldstream not that
those gentlemen ever told if the fracius orbis had come to a
smash, if Laura, mstead of kissing Pen, had taken her scissors
and snipped off his head—Calverley and Coldstream could have
looked on impavidly, without allowing a gram of powder to he
disturbed by the calamity

Laura had so much mmproved m health and looks that Pen
could not but admire her ~ The frank eyes which met hus beamed
with good health; the cheek which he kissed blushed with
beauty As he looked at her, artless and graceful, pure and
candid, he thought he had never seen her so beautiful. Why
should he remark her beauty now so much, and remark too to
himself that he had not remarked it sooner? He took her fair
trustful hand and kissed 1t fondly he looked 1n her bright clear
eyes, and read m them that kindling welcome which he was
always sure to find there. He was affected and touched by the
tender tone and the pure sparkling glance, therr mnocence
smote him somehow and moved him

“How good you are to me, Laura—sister!” said Pen, “1I
don’t deserve that you should—that you should be so knd to
me 7

* Mamma left you to me,” she said, stoopmng down and
brushing his forehead with her Iips hastily * You know you
were to come to me when you were in trouble, or to tell me
when you were very happy that was our compact, Arthur,
last year, before we parted. Are you very happy now, or are
you n trouble, which is 1t? ” and she looked at him with an
arch glance. “ Do you like gomng mnto Parliament? Do you
mtend to distinguish yourself there? How I shall tremble for
your first speech!”

“Do you know about the Parliament plan, then?” Pen
asked

“XKnow?—all the world knows! I have heard 1t talled
about many times Lady Rockminster’s doctor talked about
it to-day I dare say 1t will be in the Chatteris paper to-morrow.
Tt 1s all over the county that Sir Francis Clavering, of Clavermg,
1s going to retue, i behalf of Mr Arthui Pendennis, of Fanoaks;
and that the young and beautiful Miss Blanche Amory 18 ”—-

“ What! that too? ” asked Pendennis.
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“ That, too, dear Arthur  Tout se saut, as somebody would
tay, whom I mtend to be very fond of, and who T am sure 1s
very clever and pretty I have had a letter from Blanche
The kindest of letters. She speaks so warmly of you Arthur!
I hope—I know she feels what she writes —When 15 1t to be,
Arthur? Why did you not tell me? I may come and hive with
you then, mayn’t I?”

“My home 15 yours, dear Laura, and everything I have,”
Pen sad ¢ If I did not tell you, 1t was because—because—I do
not know: nothing 1s decided yet No words have passed
between us  But you think Blanche could be happy with me—
don’t you? Not a romantic fondness, you know I have no
heart, I think, T've told her so* only a sober-sided attach-
ment —and want my wife on one side of the fire and my sister
on the other,—Parliament m the session and Fawroaks mn the
holidays, and my Laura never to leave me until somebody whe
has a right comes to take her away ”

Somebody who has a right——somebody with a right! Why
did Pen, as he looked at the girl and slowly uttered the words,
hegin to feel angry and jealous of the mvisible somebody with
the right to take her away! Anxious, but a minute ago, how
she would take the news regarding his probable arrangements
with Blanche, Pen was hurt somehow that she ieceived the
mtelligence so easily, and took his happiness for granted.

“ Until somebody comes,” Laura said, with a laugh, “ I will
stay at home and be Aunt Laura, and take care of the children
when Blanche is in the world, I have arranged 1t all. I am
an excellent housekeeper. Do you know I have been to market
at Paris with Mrs Beck, and have taken some lessons from M
Grandjean? And I have had some lessons in Paris m singing
too, with the money which you sent me, you kind boy and I
can sing much better now: and I have learned to dance, though
aot so well as Blanche, and when you become a Minister of
State, Blanche shall present me.” and with this, and with a
provoking good-humour, she performed for him the last Parisian
curtsey

Lady Rockminster came m whilst this curtsey was bemng
performed, and gave to Arthur one finger to shake; which he
ook, and over which he bowed as well as he could, which, m
tiuth, was very clumsily.

*“ So you are going to be marred, sir,” said the old lady.

 Seold hum, Lady Rockmunster, for not telling us,” Laura
said, gomng away. which, m truth, the old lady began instantly
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to de. ““ So you are gomng to marry, and to go mnto Parhament
in place of that good-for-nothmg Sir Francis Clavering. I
wanted him to give my grandson his seat—why did he not give
my grandson lus seat? I hope you are to have a gieat deal of
money with Miss Amory I wouldn’t take her without a great
deal ”

“Sir Fianas Clavering 1s tired of Parlament,” Pen said,
wincing, *‘and—and I rather wish to attempt that career
The rest of the story 1s at least prematwe ”

“1 wonder, when you had Laura at home, you could take
up with such an affected little creature as that,” the old lady
continued

“1 am very sorry Miss Amory does not please your Lady-
ship,” said Pen, smiling.

“ You mean—that 1t 1s no affair of mine, and that 1 am not
gomng to marry her Well, I'm not, and I'm very glad I am
not—a lhittle odious thing. When I think that a man could
prefer her to my Laura, I've no patience with lum, and so I tell
you, Mr Arthur Pendennis.”

“T am very glad you see Laura with such favourable eyes,”
Pen said

“ You are very glad, and you are very sorry What does 1t
matter, sir, whether you are very glad or very sorry? A young
man who prefers Miss Amory to Miss Bell has no business to be
sorry or glad A young man who takes up with such a crooked
lump of affection as that little Amory,—for she 1s crooked, I
tell you she 1s,—after seemg my Laura, has no right to hold up
his head agamn. Where 1s your friend Bluebeard? The tall
young man, I mean,—Warrmgton, 1sn’t his name? Why does
he not come down, and marry Laura? What do the young
men mean by not marrying such a girl as that? They all marry
for money now. You are all selfish and cowards We ran
away with each other, and made foolish matches m my time
I have no patience with the young men! When I was at Pans
m the winter, I asked all the three attachés at the Embassy why
they did not fall m love with Miss Bell? They laughed—they
saild they wanted money Vou are all selfish—you are all
cowards.”

“I hope before you offered Miss Bell to the aztachés,” sad
Pen, with some heat, “ you did her the favour to consult he1? ”

“ Miss Bell has only a little money. Miss Bell must marry
soon. Somebody must make a match for her, sir; and a giri
can’t offer herself,” said the old dowager, with great state,
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* Laura, my dear, I've been telling your cousm that all the
young men are selfish, and that there 1s not a pennyworth of
romance left among them  He 1s as bad as the rest ”

“ Have you been asking Arthur why he won’t marry me? ”
said Laura, with a smule, coming back and taking her cousm’s
hand (She had been away, perhaps, to hide some traces of
emotion, which she did not wish others to see) “ He 1s gomg
to mariy somebody else, and I mtend to be very fond of her,
and to go and live with them, provided he then does not ask
every bachelor who comes to his house why he does not
marry me "’

The terrors of Pen’s conscience being thus appeased, and his
examination before Laura over without any reproaches on the
part of the latter, Pen began to find that his duty and mclma-
tion led him constantly to Baymouth, where Lady Rockminster
mformed him that a place was always reserved for him at her
table ““And I recommend you to come often,” the old lady
said, “ for Grandjean 1s an excellent cook, and to be with Laura
and me will do your manners good It 1s easy to see that you
are always thinking about yourself Don’t blush and stammer
—almost all young men are always thinking about themgelves
My sons and grandsons always were until I cured them Come
here, and let us teach you to behave properly. you will not
have to carve, that 15 done at the side-table. Hecker will give
you as much wine as 1s good for you, and on days when you
are very good and amusing you shall have some champagne
Hecker, mind what I say Mr. Pendenms 1s Miss Laura’s
brother, and you will make him comfortable, and see that he
does not have too much wine, or disturb me whilst I am taking
my nap after dinner, Vou are selfish I mtend to cure you of
bemng selfish  You will dme here when you have no other
engagements, and if 1t rams you had better put up at the
hotel ”  As long as the good lady could order everybody round
about her, she was not hard to please, and all the slaves and
subjects of her little dowager court trembled before her, bur
loved her

She did not receive a very numerous or brilhant society.
The doctor, of course, was admitted, as a constant and faithful
visitor, the vicar and his curate, and on public days the
vicar’s wife and daughters, and some of the season visitors at
Baymouth were received at the old lady’s entertaimnments: but
wenerally the company was a small one, and Mr Arthur drank
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bis wine by himself when Lady Rockminster retired to take her
doze, and to be played and sung to sleep by Laura after dinner

“If my music can give her a nap,” said the good-natured
girl, “ ought I not to be very glad that I can do so much good?
Lady Rockminster sleeps very little of might and I used to
read to her until I fell il at Pams, since when she will not hear
of my sitting up ”

“Why did you not write to me when you were 1117 ”’ asked
Pen, with a blush.

“ What good could you do me? I had Martha to nurse me
and the doctor every day  VYou are too busy 1o write to women
or to think about them Vou have your books and your
newspapers, and your politics and your railroads to occupy you
I wrote when I was well ”

And Pen looked at her, and blushed again, as he remembered
that, during all the time of her illness, he had never written to
her, and had scarcely thought about her.

In consequence of hus relationship, Pen was free to walk and
nfide with his cousin constantly, and in the course of those walks
and ndes could appreciate the sweet frankness of her disposi-
tion, and the truth, stmpleity, and kindliness of her fair and
spotless heart, In thewr mother’s lifetime she had never spoken
so openly or so cordially as now. The desire of poor Helen to
make a union between her two children had caused a reserve on
Laura’s part towards Pen, for which, under the altered circum-
stances of Arthur’s life, there was now no necessity He was
engaged to another woman, and Laura became his sister at
once,—hidmg, or bamishing from herself, any doubts which she
mught have as to his choice, striving to look cheerfully forward,
and hope for his prosperity, promising herself to do all that
affection might do to make her mother’s darling happy.

Therr talk was often about the departed mother And 1t
was from a thousand stories which Laura told him that Arthur
was made aware how constant and absorbmng that silent
maternal devotion had been, which had accompanied him
present and absent through life, and had only ended with the
fond widow’s last breath ~ One day the people m Clavering saw
o lad 1 charge of a couple of horses at the churchyard gate
and 1t was told over the place that Pen and Laura had visited
Helen’s grave together. Smce Arthur had come down mto the
country, he had been there once or twice: but the sight of the
sacred stone had brought no consolation to im A guilty man
domg a guilty deed: a mere speculator, content to lay down
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lus faith and honour for a fortune and a worldly career; and
ownmng that his ife was but a contemptible surrender—what
nght had he m the holy place?—what booted it to him that
others m the world he lived 1n were no better than himself?
Arthur and Laura rode by the gates of Fawroaks, and he shook
hands with his tenant’s children, playing on the lawn and the
terrace—Laura looked steadily at the cottage wall, at the
creeper on the porch, and the magnolia growmg up to her
window “Mr Pendenmus rode by to-day,” one of the boys
told huis mother, “ with a lady, and he stopped and talked to us,
and he asked for a bit of honeysuckle off the porch, and gave 1t
the lady. I couldn’t see if she was pretty; she had her veil
down Shewas nding one of Cramp’s horses, out of Baymouth ”

As they rode over the downs between home and Baymouth,
Pen did not speak much, though they rode very close together,
He was thinking what a mockery life was, and how men refuse
happiness when they may have it, or, having 1t, kick it down;
or barter it, with their eyes open, for a little worthless money
or beggarly honour. And then the thought came, what does 1t
matter for the little space? The lives of the best and purest of
us are consumed in a vain desire, and end mn a disappomtment
as the dear soul’s who sleeps m her grave yonder. She had her
selfish ambition, as much as Cesar had, and died, balked of
her Lfe’s longing. The stone covers over our hopes and our
memories., Our place knows us not., “ Other people’s children
are playing on the grass,” he broke out, in a hard voice, * where
you and I used to play, Lauta  And you see how the magnoha
we planted has grown up since our time, I have been round to
one or two of the cottages where my mother used to visit, It
18 scarcely more than a year that she is gone, and the people
whom she used to benefit care no more for her death than for
Queen Anne’s. We are all selfish: the world 1s selfish: there
are but a few exceptions, like you, my dear, to shine Iike good
deeds m.a naughty world, and make the blackness more
disimal 7/’

“1 wish you would not speak in that way, Arthur,” sad
Laura, lookng down and bending her head to the honeysuckle
on her breast. “ When you told the httle boy to give me thus,
you were not selfish.”

“ A pretty sacnifice I made to get it for youl” sad the
sneerer,

“ But your heart was kind and full of love when yoa did so.
Cne cannot ask for more than love and kindness and if you



HIS FORTUNES AND MISFORTUNES 301

think humbly of yourself, Arthur, the love and kindness are not
dimimished—are they? 1 often thought our dearest mother
spoilt you at home, by worshipping you; and that if you aro—
i hate the word—what you say, her too great fondness helped
to make you so. And as for the world, when men go out mto
it, I suppose they cannot be otherwise than selfish. Vou havt
to fight for yourself, and to get on for yourself, and to make a
name for yourself. Mamma and your uncle both encouraged
you i this ambition. If 1t 15 a vam thing, why pursue 1t? I
suppose such a clever man as you mtends to do a great deal of
good to the country, by gomg mto Parhament, or you would
not wish to be there. What are you gomg to do when you are
m the House of Commons? ”

“Women don’t understand about politics, my dear,” Pen
sald, sneering at himself as he spoke

“But why don’t you make us understand? I could never
tell about Mr Pymsent why he should like to be theie so much.
He 1s not a clever man ”’—

“ He certanly 1s not a genius, Pynsent,” said Pen

“ Lady Diana says that he attends Commuittees all day; that
then agam he 1s at the House all night, that he always votes as
he 15 told, that he never speaks, that he will never get on
beyond a subordinate place, and, as his grandmother tells him,
he 1s choked with red-tape  Are you gomng to follow the same
rareer, Arthur? 'What 1s there m 1t so brilhant that you should
be so eager for 1t? I would rather that you should stop at home,
and wrile books—good books, kimd books, with gentle kind
thoughts, such as you have, dear Arthur, and such as might do
people good to read  And if you do not win fame, what then?
You own it is vanity, and you can live very happily without 1t.
I must not pretend to advise: but I take you at your own word
about the woild; and as you own it 1s wicked, and that it tires
you, ask you why you don’t leave it? ”

“ And what would you have me to do? ” asked Arthuz.

“T would have you bring your wife to Faroaks to live there,
and study, and do good round about you. I would like to see
your own children playing on the lawn, Arthur, and that we
might pray m our mother’s church again once more, dear brother.
If the world 1s a temptation, are we not told to pray that we may
not be led mto 1t?

“ Do you think Blanche would make a good wife for a petty
country gentleman? Do you thmk I should become the char-
acter very well Taura? ” Pen asked. “ Remember temptation
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walks about the hedgerows as well as the city streets and adJe-
ness 1s the greatest tempter of all ”

“ What does—does Mr. Warrmgton say? " said Laura, as a
blush mounted up to her cheek, and of which Pen saw the
fervour, though Laura’s veil fell over her face to hide 1t

Pen rode on by Laura’s side silently for a while George’s
name so mentioned brought back the past to him, and the
thoughts which he had once had regarding George and Laura
Why should the recurrence of the thought agitate hum now
that he knew the union was impossible? Why should he be
curious to know 1if, during the months of their intimacy, Laura
had felt a regard for Warrington? From that day until the
present time George had never alluded to his story, and Arthur
remembered now that since then George had scarcely ever
mentioned Laura’s name,

At last he came close to her  “ Tell me something, Laura,”
he said

She put back her vel and looked at him “ What 15 1t,
Arthur? ” she asked—though from the tremor of her voice she
guessed very well,

“ Tell me—but for George’s misfortune—I never knew him
speak of it before or since that day—would you—would you
have given him—what you refused me? ”

“Yes, Pen,” she said, bursting mto tears.

“He deserved you better than I did,” poor Arthur groaned
forth, with an mdescribable pang at his heart “I am but a
selfish wretch, and Geoige 18 better, nobler, truer, than 1 am.
God bless im!”

“Yes, Pen,” said Laura, reachmg out her hand to her cousn,
and he put lus arm round her, and for a moment she sobbed on
hus shoulder.

The gentle girl had had her secret, and told 1t In the
widow’s last journey from Fairoaks, when hastening with her
mother to Arthur’s sick bed, Laura had made a different con-
fesston, and 1t was only when Warrington told of his own story,
and described the hopeless condition of his hfe, that she dis-
covered how much her feelngs had changed, and with what
tender sympathy, with what great respect, dehght, and ad-
muration she had grown to regard her cousm’s friend, Until
she knew that some plans she might have dreamed of were
impossible, and that Wairmgton, reading her heart perhaps, had
told hus melancholy story to wain her, she had not asked herself
whether 1t was possible that her affections could change; and
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had been shocked and scared by the discovery of the truth
How should she have told 1t to Helen, and confessed her shame!
Poor Laura felt guilty before her friend, with the secret which
she dared not confide to her, felt as if she had been ungrateful
for Helen’s love and regard, felt as if she had been wickedly
farthless to Pen m withdrawing that love from him which he
did not even care to accept, humbled even and repentant
before Warrington, lest she should have encouraged him by
unduel sympathy, or shown the preference which she began
to fee

The catastrophe which broke up Laura’s home, and the grief
and angwsh which she felt for her mother’s death, gave her
little leisure for thoughts more selfish, and by the time she
rallied from that grief the mmor one was also almost cured. It
was but for a moment that she had mdulged m hope about
Warrmgton Her adnuration and respect for him remaned as
strong as ever. But the tender feeling with which she knew she
had regarded him was schooled mto such calmness, that 1t may
be said to have been dead and passed away. The pang which
it left behind was one of humibity and remorse. “ Oh, how
wicked and proud I was about Arthur,” she thought: “ how
self-confident and unforgiving! T never forgave from my heart
this poor girl, who was fond of him, or hum for encouraging her
love, and I have been more guilty than she, poor little artless
creature! I, professing to love one man, could hsten to another
only too eagerly, and would not pardon the change of feelings m
Arthur, whilst I myself was changing and unfarthful” And
so humihating herself and acknowledging her weakness, the poor
gurl sought for strength and refuge m the manner m which she
had been accustomed to look for them.

She had done no wrong but there are some folks who suffer
for a fault ever so trifing as much as others whose stout con-
sciences can walk under crimes of almost any weight, and poor
Laura chose to fancy that she had acted n this delicate juncture
of her hfe as a great crunmal She determmed that she had
done Pen a great mmjury by withdrawmg that love which,
privately 1n her mother’s hearing, she had bestowed upon him,
that she had been ungrateful to her dead benefactress by ever
allowing herself to think of another or of violating her promuse,
and that, considering her own enormous crimes, she ought to
be very gentle m judging those of others, whose temptations
were much greater, very likely. and whose motives she could
not understand,
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A year back, Laura would have been mdignant at the tdea
that Arthur should marry Blanche. and her high spirit would
have risen as she thought that from worldly motives he should
stoop to one so unworthy. Now when the news was brought
to her of such a chance (the mtelligence was given to her by old
Lady Rockminster, whose speeches were as direct and rapid as
a slap on the face), the humbled girl winced a little at the blow,
but bore 1t meekly, and with a desperate acquiescence “ He
has a right to marry; he knows a great deal more of the world
than [ do,” she argued with herself. “‘ Blanche may not be so
hght-minded as she seemed, and who am I to be her judger I
dare say 1t 1s very good that Arthur should go mto Paihament
and distimguish himself, and my duty 1s to do everything that
lies m my power to aid him and Blanche, and to make his home
happy. ‘I dare say 1 shall hve with them. If I am god-
mother to one of thewr children, I will leave her my three thou-
sand pounds!” And forthwith she began to thmk what she
would give Blanche out of her small treasures, and how best to
conciliate her affection  She wrote her forthwith a kind letter,
m which, of course, no mention was made of the plans n con-
templation, but m which Laura recalled old times, and spoke
her good-will, and m reply to this she recerved an eager answer
from Blanche* in which not a word about marriage was said, to
be sure, but Mr Pendennis was mentioned two or three times
m the letter, and they were to be henceforth dearest Laura, and
dearest Blanche, and loving sisters, and so forth

When Pen and Laura reached home, after Laura’s confession
(Pen’s noble acknowledgment of his own inferlority and generous
expression of love for Warrington causmg the girl’s heart to
throb, and 1endering doubly keen those tears which she sobbed
on his shoulder), a httle shm letter was awaiting Miss Bell m
the hall, at which she trembled rather guiltily as she unsealed it,
and at which Pen blushed as he recognised 1t: for he saw m-
stantly that it was from Blanche

Taura opened 1t hastily, and cast her eyes quickly over it, as
Pen kept his fixed on her, blushing

“ She dates from London,” Laura said. “ She has been with
old Bonner, Lady Clavering’s maid. Bonner 1s gomg to mairy
Lightfoot the butler, Where do you think Blanche has been?
she cried out eagerly.

“To Paris, to Scotland, to the Casmo? ”

*“To Shepherd’s Inn, to see Fanny, but Fanny wasn’t there,
and Blanche 1s gomg to leave a present for her. Isn't 1t kind
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of her, and thoughtful? ” And she handed the letter tn Pen,
who read—

“‘Y saw Madame Mére, who was sciubbimg the room, and
looked at me with very scrubby looks; but la belle Fanny was
not au logts ; and as | heard that she was mn Captam Strong’s
apartments, Bonner and I mounted au frozsiéme to see this
famous beauty Another disappomtment—only the Chevalier
Strong and a friend of his 1n the room so we came away aftet
all without sering the enchanting Fanny.

“¢ Je tenvore mille et malle barsers. When will that horrid
canvassing be over? Sleeves are worn,’ etc. etc. etc.”

After dmner the doctor was reading the Times. “ A young
gentleman I attended when he was here some eight or mine years
ago, has come into a fine fortune,” the Doctor saud,  ““ I see here
announced the death of John Henry Foker, Esq, of Logwood
Hall, at Pau, m the Pyrenees, on the r5th ult ”

CHAPTER LXVII
IN WHICH THE MAJOR IS BIDDEN TO STAND AND DELIVEP

Any gentleman who has frequented the “ Wheel of Fortune’
public-house, where it may be remembered that Mr. Jamcs
Morgan’s Club was held, and where Sir Francis Clavering had
an mterview with Major Pendennis, 1s aware that there are three
rooms for guests upon the ground floor, besides the bar where
the landlady sits. One 1s a parlour frequented by the public
at large; to another room gentlemen in livery resort, and tbe
third apartment, on the door of which “ Private * 1s pamted,
1s that hired by the Club of “ The Confidentials,” of which
Messrs, Morgan and Lightfoot were members.

The noiseless Morgan had hsten to the conversation between
Strong and Major Pendennis at the latter’s own lodgings,
and had carried away from it matter for much private specula-
tion, and a desire of knowledge had led him to follow his master
when the Major came to the “ Wheel of Fortune,” and to take
his place quietly mn the Confidential 100m, whilst Pendennis and
Claverng had then discourse i the parlour There was s
particular corner m the Confidential room from which you
could hear almost all that passed mn the next apartment, and
as the conversation between the two gentlemen there was
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rather angry, and carrnied on m a high key, Morgan had the
benefit of overhearing almost the whole of 1t, and what he heard
strengthened the conclusions which his mind had previously
formed

“ He knew Altamont at once, did he, when he saw him m
Sydney? Clavering amn’t no more married to my Lady than
I'am! Altamont’s the man Altamont’s a convict. young
Harthur comes mto Parlyment, and the Gov’nor promises not
to spit By Jove, what a sly old rogue 1t 15, that old Gov’nor!
No wonder he’s anxious to make the match between Blanche
and Harthur. why, she’ll have a hundred thousand if she’s a
penny, and biing her man a seat in Parlyment mto the bargam ”
Nobody saw, but a phystognomist would have hked to behold,
the expression of Mr Morgan’s countenance, when this astound-
mg wnteligence was made clear to hun  “ But for my hage,
and the confounded prejudices of society,” he said, surveying
himself 1 the glass, “ dammy, James Morgan, you might marry
her yourself ”  But 1f he could not marry Miss Blanche and her
fortune, Morgan thought he could mend his own by the posses-
sion of this mformation, and that 1t mught be productive of
benefit to him from very many sources Of all the persons
whom the secret affected, the greater number would not like
to have 1t known. For instance, Sir Francis Clavering, whose
fortune it mvolved, would wish to keep it quiet, Colonel
Altamont, whose neck 1t implicated, would naturally be desirous
to hush it: and that young upstart beast, Mr Harthur, who was
for gettin’ into Parlyment on the strength of 11, and was as proud
as 1f he was a duke with half-a-milhum a year (such, we grieve
to say, was Morgan’s opmion of his employer’s nephew), would
pay anythink sooner than let the world know that he was married
to a convick’s daughter, and had got his seat in Parlyment by
trafficking with this secret,;s As for Lady C., Morgan thought,
if she’s tired of Claveing, and wants to get nid of him, she’ll
pay" if she’s frightened about her son, and fond of the little
beggar, she’ll pay all the same and Miss Blanche will certamly
come down handsome to the man who will put her into her
rights, which she was unjustly defrauded of them, and no
mistake. “ Dammy,” concluded the valet, reflecting upon thus
wonderful hand which luck had given him to play, “ with such
cards as these, James Morgan, you are a made man. It may be
a reg’lar enewity to me. Every one of ’em must susscribe.
And w.th what I've made alieadv, T may cut Lusiness, give my
old Gov nor warning, futr gentleman, and La.e a servanc of
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my own, begad.” Entertaming himself with calculations such
as these, that were not a httle Iikely to perturb a man’s spint,
Mr florgan showed a very great degree of self-command by
appearing and bemng calm, and by not allowing his future
prospects 1n any way to interfere with his present duties

One of the persons whom the story chiefly concerned, Colonel
Altamont, was absent from London when Morgan was thus
made acquamnted with lis history. The valet knew of Sir
Franas Clavering’s Shepherd’s Inn haunt, and walked thither
an hour or two after the Baronet and Pendennis had had thewr
conversation together But that bird was flown, Colonel
Altamont had received his Derby winnings, and was gone to the
Contment The fact of his absence was exceedingly vexatious
to Mr. Morgan “ He’ll drop all that money at the gambling-
shops on the Rhind,” thought Morgan, “ and I might have had
a good bit of it. It’s confounded annoying to think he’s gonc
and couldn’t have waited a few days longer ” Hope, tiiumphant
or deferred, ambition or disappomntment, victory or patient
ambush, Morgan bore all alike, with similar equable countenance
Until the proper day came, the Major’s boots were varmshed,
and his hair was curled, his early cup of tea was brought to his
bedside, his oaths, rebukes, and senile satire borne, with silent
obsequious fidelity  Who would think, to see him waiting upon
his master, packing and shouldermng his trunks, and occasionally
assisting at table at the country houses where he mightbe staying,
that Morgan was richer than lis employer, and knew his secrets
and other peoples? In the profession Mr. Morgan was greatly
respected and admired, and his reputation for wealth and wisdom
got him much renown at most supper-tables. the younger gentle-
men voted him stoopid, a feller of no ideas, and a fogey, m a
word but not one of them would not say amen to the heartfelt
prayer which some of the most serious-minded among the
gentlemen uttered, “ When I die may I cut up as well as
Morgan Pendennis! ”

As became a man of fashion, Major Pendennis spent the
autumn passmng from house to house of such country friends
as were at home to receive him, and if the Duke happened to
be abroad, or the Marquis in Scotland, condescending to sojourn
with Sir John or the plam Squwre To say the truth, the old
genileman’s reputation was somewhat on the wane, many of
the men of his time had died out, and the occupants of their halls
and the present wearers of their titles knew not Major Pendennis,
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and little cared for his traditions of the wild Prince and Pons,
and of the heroes of fashion passed away. It must have struck
the good man with melancholy as he walked by many a London
door, io thmk how seldom it was now opened for him, and how
often he used to knock at it—to what banquets and welcome he
used to pass through 1t—a score of years back. He began to
own that he was no longer of the present age, and dimly to
apprehend that the young men laughed at him  Such melan-
choly musings must come across many a Pall Mall philosopher,
The men, thinks he, are not such as they used to be 1n his time

the old grand manner and courtly grace of life are gone *“ what
15 Castlewood House and the present Castlewood compared to
the magnificence of the old mansion and owner? The late lord
came to London with four post-chaises and sixteen horses all
the West Road hurried out to look at his cavalcade the people
in London streets even stopped as his procession passed them.
The present lord travels with five bagmen n a railway carniage,
and sneaks away from the station, smoking a cigar ma brougham
The late lord 1n autumn filled Castlewood with company, who
drank claret till midnight: the present man buries himself
a hut on a Scotch mountain, and passes November mn two or
three closets 1n an enfresol at Paris, where his amusements are
a dmnner at a café and a box at a little theatre What a contrast
there 1s between /s Lady Lorraine, the Regent’s Lady Lorrame,
and her Iittle Ladyship of the present era! He figures to himsell
the first, beautiful, gorgeous, magnificent in diamonds and
velvets, daring m rouge, the wits of the world (the old wits, the
old polished gentlemen—not the canaslle of to-day with thewr
language of the cabstand, and their coats smelling of smoke)
bowmng at her feet; and then thinks of to-day’s Lady Lorrame—
a hittle woman in a black silk gown, hike a governess, who talks
astronomy, and labouring classes, and emigration, and the deuce
knows what, and lurks to church at eight o’clock in the morming.
Abbots-Lorraine, that used to be the noblest house 1 the county,
15 turned mto a monastery—a regular La Trappe. They don’t
drink two glasses of wine after dinner, and every other man at
table is a country curate, with a white neckcloth, whose talk 1s
about Polly Higson’s progress at school, or Widow Watkins’
lumbago. “ And the other young men, those lounging guards-
men and great lazy dandies—sprawling over sofas and billiard-
tables, and stealing off to smoke pipes m each other’s bediooms,
caring for nothing, reverencing nothing, notevenan old gentleman
who bas known their fathers and their betters, not even a pretty
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woman—what a difference there 15 between these men, who
poson the very turnips and stubble fields with then tobacco,
and the gentlemen of our timel” thinks the Major, “ the
breed 1s gone—there’s no use for ’em, they’re replaced by a
patcel of dammed cotton-spinners and ut.itarians, and young
sprigs of parsons with therr hair combed down therr backs
Tm ge.ting old, they’re getting past me. they laugh at us old
boys,” thought old Pendenmis And he was not far wrong,
the times and manners which he admired were pretty nearly
gone—the gay young men “larked ” him irreverently, whilst
the serious youth had a grave pity and wonder at hun, which
would have been even more pamnful to bear, had the old gentle-
mnan been aware of 1ts extent But he was rather simplc his
exammation of moral questions had never been very deep,
it had never struck him, perhaps, until very lately, that he w-.s
otherwise than a most respectable and rather fortunate man
Is there no old age but his without reverence? Dhd youthiul
folly never jeer at other bald pates? For the past two or three
years, he had begun to perceive that his day was well-nigh ove:
and that the men of the new time had begun to reign.

After a rather unsuccessful autumn season then, durmg which
he was faithfully followed by Mr. Morgan, his nephew Arthur
bemng engaged, as we have scen, at Clavermng, 1t happened that
Major Pendennis came back for a while to London, at the dismal
end of October, when the fogs and the lawyers come to town
Who has not looked with interest at those loaded cabs, piled
boxes, and crowded children, rattling through the streets on the
dun October evenings; stopping at the dark houses, where they
discharge nurse and mfant, girls, matron and father, whose
holidays are over? VYesterday 1t was France and sunshine,
or Broadstawrs and lberty; to-day comes work and a yellow
fog, and, ye gods! what a heap of bills there lies in Master’s
study. And the clerk has brought the lawyer’s papers from
Chambers; and in half-an-hour the literary man knows that the
printer’s boy will be i the passage: and Mr., Smith with that
little account {that particular little account) has o  pre-
sentient of your arrwal, and has left word that L. will call
to-morrow mornmg at ten. Who amongst us has not said geod-
bye to hus holiday, returned to dun London, and hus fate, sur-
veyed his labours and labilities laid out before him, and been
aware of that mevitable httle account to settle? Smuth and his
little account in the morning, symbolise duty, difficulty, struggle,
which you will meet, let us hope, friend, with a manly and
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honest heart —And you think of him, as the children are slum-
bering once more in their own beds, and the watchiul housewnfe
tenderly pretends to sleep

Old Pendenmis had no special labours or bills to encounter
on the morrow, as he had no affection at home to soothe him
He had always money mn his desk sufficient for his wants; and
bemng by nature and habit tolerably indifferent to the wants of
other people, these latter were not likely to disturb him  But
a gentleman may be out of temper though he does not owe a
shilling. and though he may be ever so selfish, he must occasion-
ally feel dispirited and lonely. He had had two or three twinges
of gout m the country house where he had been staying; the
birds were wild and shy, and the walking over the ploughed
fields had fatigued him deucedly: the young men had laughed
at him, and he had been peevish at table once or twice* he had
not been able to get his whist of an evening and, 1 fine, was
glad to come away In all s dealings with Morgan, his valet,
he had been exceedingly sulky and discontented  He had swornp
at him and abused him for many days past He had scalded
his mouth with bad soup at Swindon. He had left his umbrella
m the railroad carriage: at which piece of forgetfulness he wus in
such a rage, that he cursed Morgan more freely than ever. Both
the chimuneys smoked futiously m his lodgings, and when he
caused the windows to be flung open, he swore so acrimomously,
that Morgan was inclined to fing him out of window, too,
through that opened casement The valet swore after his
master, as Pendenmus went down the street on his way to the
Club.

Bays’s was not at all pleasant. The house had been new
pamted, and smelt of varmish and turpentine, and a large streak
of white pamnt mflicted itself on the back of the old boy’s fur-
collared surtout The dinner was not good. and the three most
odicus men 1n all London—old Hawkshaw, whose cough and
accompaniments are fit to make any man uncomfortable; old
Colonel Gripley, who seizes on all the newspapers; and that
ureclaimable old bore Jawkmns, who would come and dine at
the next table to Pendennis, and describe to him every mun-bill
which be had paixd mn his foreign tour; each and all of these
disagreeable personages and mcidents had contributed to make
Major Pendennis miserable, and the Club waiter trod on his
toe as he brought him s coffee. Never alone appear the
Immertals  The Furies alnays hunt m company they pu-
sued Pendenius from home to the Club and from the Clul home
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Whilst the Major was absent from his lodgings, Murgan bad
been seated mn the landlady’s parlour, drinking freely ot hot
brandy-and-water, and pouring out on Mrs Brixham some of
the abuse which he had received from his master upstairs
Mrs Brixham was Morgan’s slave He was his landlady’s
landlord. He had bought the lease of the house which she
rented, he had got her name and her son’s to acceptances, and
a bill of sale which made him master of the luckless widow’s
furmiture  The young Brixham was a clerk in an msurance-
office, and Morgan could put him mto what he called quod
any day Mrs Brixham was a clergyman’s widow, and Mr
Morgan, after performmg his duties on the first floor, had a
pleasure mn making the old lady fetch him his bootjack and his
shippers  She was his slave The little black profiles of her
son and daughter, the very picture of Tiddlecot Church, where
she was married, and her poor dear Brixham lived and died,
was now Morgan’s property, as 1t hung there over the mantle-
prece of his back-parlour. Morgan sate m the widow’s back-
room, in the ex-curate’s old horse-hair study-chair, making Mrs
Brixham bring supper for hum, and fill hus glass again and agan

The hiquor was bought with the poor woman's own com,
and hence Morgan indulged m 1t only the more freely, and he
had eaten his supper and was drinking a third tumbler when old
Pendennis returned from the Club, and went upstawrs to his
rooms Mi Morgan swore very savagely at him and his bell,
when he heard the latter, and finished his tumbler of brandy
before he went up to answer the summons

He recerved the abuse consequent on this delay m silence, noz
«id the Major condescend to read m the flushed face and glaring
eyes of the man, the anger under which he was labouring. The
old gentleman’s foot-bath was at the fire, his gown and shppers
awaiting hum there Morgan knelt down to take his boots off
with due subordmation and as the Major abused um irom
above, kept up a growl of maledictions below at his feet  Thus,
when Pendenms was crymg * Confound, you, sir, mmnd that
strap—curse you, don’t wrench my foot off,”” Morgan soite vace
below was expressing a wish to strangle him, drown him, and
punch his head off

The boots removed, 1t became necessary to divest Mr Pen-
denmis of hus coat. and for this purpose the valet had necessarily
to approach very near to his employer, so near that Pendennis
could not but percerve what Mr, Morgan’s late occupation had
been; to which he adverted i that simple and forcible phrase-
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ology which men are sometines 1n the habit of using to then
domestics, informing Morgan that he was a drunken beast, and
that he smelt of brandy

At this the man broke out, losing patience, and flimging ap
all subordination, ¢ I'm drunk, am I? I'm a beast,am I? I'm
d——d, am I? you mfernal old miscreant  Shall T wring your
old head off, and drownd yer in that pail of water? Do you
thimk I’m a-gomn’ to bear your confounded old harrogance, you
old Wigsby! Chatter your old hivories at me, do you, vou
grinnmg old baboon! Come on, if you are a man, and can stand
toaman Ha! you coward, knives, knives'”

“TIf you advance a step I'll send 1t into you,” said the Major,
seizing up a kmfe that was on the table near im. “ Go down-
staus, you drunken brute, and leave the house, send tor your
book and your wages n the morning, and never let me see your
msolent face agam This d——d impertinence of yours has
been growing for some months past. You have been growmg
too rich  You are not fit for service Get out of it, and out of
the house ”

“ And where would you wish me to go, pray, out of the
'ouse? ” asked the man, “and won’t 1t be equal convenient
to-morrow mornin’ P—iootyfay mame shose, ssovaplay, munseer 7’

“ Silence, you beast, and go!”’ cried out the Major

Morgan began to laugh, with rather a simister laugh. “ Look
yere, Pendennis,” he said, seating himsclf, ““ since I’ve been m
this room you’ve called me beast, brute, dog* and d——d e,
haven’t you? How do you suppose one man likes ihat sort of
talk from anothet? How many years have I waited on you,
and how many damns and cusses have you given me, along with
my wages? Do you think a man’s a dog, that you can talk to
hum in this way? If I choose to drink a httle, why shouldn’t
I? T've seen many a gentleman drunk form’ly, and per’aps
have the ’abit from them I am’t a-goin’ to leave this house,
old feller, and shall I tell you why? The house 15 my house,
every stick of furmitur’ in 1t 15 mine, excep’ your old traps, and
your shower-bath, and your wig-box. I've bought the place,
I tell you, with my own mdustry and perseverance. I can
show a hundred pound where you can show fifty or your damned
supersellious nephew either. I've served you honourable, done
everythink for you these dozen years, and I'm a dog, am I?
T’m a beast, am I? That's the language for gentlemen, not for
vur rank  at I'll bear 1t no moie 1 throw up your service,
{(n tied on 1t Dve comabed yow oid wig and buckded yow
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old girths and waistbands long enough, T tell you. Don’t look
savage at me, I'm sitting in my own chair, 1n my own room,
a-telling the truth to you I'll be your beast, and your brute,
and your dog no more, Major Pendennis 'Alf Pay.”

The fury of the old gentleman, met by the servant’s abrupt
revolt, had been shocked and cooled by the concussion, as much
ag if a sudden shower-bath or a pail of cold water had been flung
gponhim  Thateffect produced, and his anger calmed, Morgan’s
speech had mterested him, and he rather respected his adversary,
and his courage in facmg him—as of old days, mn the fencing-
room, he would have admired the opponent who hit him.

“ You are no longer my servant,” the Major saxd: “and the
house may be yours; but the lodgings are mine, and you will
have the goodness to leave them To-morrow morning, wheu
we have settled our accounts, I shall remove mto other quarters
In the meantime, I desre to go to bed, and have not the shightest
wish for your further company ”

“We'll have a settlement, don’t you be afraid,” Morgan said.
getting up from his chawr. “TI am’t done with you yet; nor
with your family, nor with the Clavering family, Major Pen-
dennis; and that you shall know.”

“Have the goodness to leave the room, sir;—I'm tired,”
sald the Major.

“Hah! you’ll be more tired of me afore you've done,”
answered the man, with a sneer, and walked out of the room,
leaving the Major to compose himself as best he might, after
the agitation of this extraordinary scene.

He sate and mused by his fireside over the past events and
the confounded impudence and ingratitude of servants; and
thought how he should get a new man: how devilish unpleasant
it was for a man of lus age, and with his habits, to part with
a fellow to whom he had been accustomed: how Morgan had a
receipt for boot-varnish, which was mcomparably better and
more comfortable to the feet than any he had ever tried, how
very well he made mutton-broth, and tended him when he was
unwell “ Gad, it’s a hard thing to lose a fellow of that sort
but he must go,” thought the Major. ‘“ He has grown rich, and
mpudent since he has grown rich. He was horribly tipsy and
abusive to-might. We must part, and I must go out of the
lodgwgs. Dammy, I bike the lodgings; I'm used to 'em. It’s
very unpleasant, at my time of life, to change my quarters.”
And so on, mused the old gentleman. The shower-bath had
done hum good: the testiness was gone: the loss of the umbrelly,
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the smell of pamt at the Club, were forgotten under the superior
excitement  ““ Confound the msolent willam!” thought the
old gentleman “ He understood my wants to a nicety, he
was the best servant m England ”  He thought about his servant
as a man thinks of a horse that has cartied him long and well,
and that has come down with hun, and 1s safe no longer. How
the deuce to replace hun? Whele can he get such another
amimal?

In these melancholy cogitations the Major, who had donned
his own dressing-gown and replaced his head of har (a Lttle
grey had been mtroduced nto the corffure of late by Mr. Truefitt,
which had given the Major’s head the most artless and respect-
able appearance), mn these cogitations, we say, the Major, who
had taken off his wig and put on his might-handkerchief, sate
absorbed by the fireside, when a feeble knock came at his door,
which was presently opened by the landlady of the lodgngs

“God bless my soul, Mrs Brixham!” cried out the Major,
startled that a lady should behold him 1n the sumple apparesl of
his mght-totlette  “ It—it’s very late, Mrs Brixhamn ”

“T wish I might speak to you, si,” said the landlady, very
piteously.

““ About Morgan, I suppose? He has cooled himself at the
pump. Can’t take him back, Mrs. Brixham. Impossible, 1'd
determined to part with him before, when I heard of his dealings
in the discount busmess—I suppose you've heard of them, Mrs
Brixham? My servant’s a capitalist, begad ”’

“Oh, sir,” said Mrs Brixham, “I know 1t to my cost I
borrowed from him a little money five vears ago, and though
I have paxd hum many times over, I am entirely in his power.
I am ruined by him, sir. Everything T had 1s luis He’s a
dreadful man ”

“Eh, Mrs Brixham? fant prs—dev’hsh sorry for you, and
that I must quit your house after lodging here so long: there’s
no help for it. I mustgo”

“ He says we must all go, sir,” sobbed out the luckless widow.
* He came downstawrs from you just now—he had been drinking,
and 1t always makes him very wicked—and he said that you had
msulted him, sir, and treated him Iike a dog, and spoken to him
unkmndly, and he swore he would be revenged ; and—and, I owe
him a hundred and twenty pounds, sir,—and he has a bill of sale
of all my furniture—and says he will turn me out of my house,
and send my poor George to puson, He has been the ruin of
my family, that man,”



HIS FORTUNES AND MISFORTUNES 315

" D?V’hsh sorry, Mrs. Brixham; pray take achawr What can
1dopP”

“ Could you not intercede with him for us? George will give
half hus allowance: my daughter can send something 1f you
will but stay on, sir, and pay a quarter’s rent i advance "——

“My good madam, I would as soon give you a quarter m
advance as not, if I were going to stay m the lodgings But I
can’t, and I can’t afford to fling away twenty pounds, my good
madam. I'm a poor half-pay officer, and want every shilling
1 have, begad As far as a few pounds gocs—sav five pounds
—1I don’t say—and shall be most happy, and that sort of thing:
and I'll give 1t to you m the morning with pleasure; but—but
it’s getting late, and I have made a railroad journey ”

“ God’s will be done, sir,” said the poor woman, drymg her
tears. ‘I must bear my fate ”

“ And a dev’lish hard one 1t 15, and most sincerely I pity you,
Mrs. Brixham I—Tll say ten pounds, f you will permit me
Good-night.”

“Mr Morgan, sir, when he came downstairs, and when—when
I besought him to have pity on me, and told him he had been the
ruin of my family, sa1d something which I did not well understand
—that he would ruin every family mn the house—that he knew
something would bring you down too—and that you should pay
lum for your—your msclence to him  I—I must own to you,
that I went down on my knees to him, sir, and he said, with a
dreadful oath agamst you, that he would have you on your
knees ”

“Me?—by Gad, that 15 toe pleasant! Where 1s the con
founded fellow?

“He went away, sir  He said he should see you m the morn-
mg. Oh, pray try and pacify hin, and save me and my poor
boy ” And the widow went away with this prayer, to pass her
night as she might, and look for the dreadful morrow

The last words about himself excited Major Pendennis so
much, that his compassion for Mrs Brixham’s misfortunes was
qurte forgotten in the consideration of his own case.

“ Me on my knees? ”’ thought he, as he got into bed “(on-
found his impudence Who ever saw me on my knees? What
the devil does the fellow know? Gad, I've not had an aftawr
these twenty vears. I defy hum” And the old campaigner
turned round and slept pretly sound, being rather excited and
amused by the events of the day—the last day in Bury Street
he was determmed 1t should be, * For it’s inpossible to stay

I1—L 426
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on with & valet over me and a bankrupt landlady What good
can 1 do this poor devil of a woman? Tl give her twenty
pound—there’s Warrington’s twenty pound, which he has just
paid—but what’s the use? She’ll want more, and more, and
more, and that cormorant Morgan will swallow all  No,
dammy, I can’t afford to know poor people, and to-morrow
I’ll say good-bye—to Mrs, Brixham and Mr Morgun,”

CHAPTER LXVIII
IN WHICH THE MAJOR VIELDS NOTHING

EarLy next morming Pendennis’s shutters were opened by
Morgan, who appeared as usual, with a face perfectly grave and
respectful, bearmg with him the old gentleman’s clothes, cans
of water, and elaborate toilette requisites

“It’s you, 1s 1t? 7 said the old fellow fromhisbed ‘I shan’t
take you back agam, you understand "

1 ’ave not the least wish to be took back agin, Major Pen-
dennis,” Mr Morgan said, with grave dignity, nor to serve you
nor hany man But as I wish you to be comf’table as long as
you stay m my house, I came up to do what’s ne’ssary.” And
once more, and for the last time, Mr James Morgan laid out the
silver dressmg-case, and strapped the shmmng razor

These offices concluded, he addressed himself to the Major
with an indescribable solemnity, and said. “ Thinkin’ that you
would most likely be in want of a respectable pusson, until you
suited yourself, I spoke to a young man last night, who 1s ’ere ”’

“ Indeed,” said the warrior in the tent-bed

“ He ’ave lived n the fust fam’hes, and 1 can wouch for his
respectability,”

“You are monstrous polite,” grinned the old Major. And
the truth 1s, that after the occurrences of the previous evening,
Morgan had gone out to lus own Club at the *“ Wheel of Fortune,”
and there finding Frosch, a courier and valet just returned from
a forcign tour with young Lord Cubley, and for the present
disposable, had represented to Mr. Frosch, that he, Morgan,
had had “a devil of a blow-hup with his own Gov’nor, and was
gowng to retire from the business haltogether, and that if Frosch
wanted a tempo’ry job, he might prob’bly have it by applymg
mn Bury Street,”
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“¥You are very polite,” said the Major, “ and your recom-
mendation, I am sure, will have every weight ”

Morgan blushed, he felt his master was “ a-chaflin’ of
him ”

“ The man have awaited on you before, sir,”” he said with
great dignity. ¢ Lord De la Pole, sir, gave him to his nephew
young Lord Cubley, and he have been with him on his formg
tour, and not wishing to go to Fitzurse Castle, which Frosch’s
chest 15 delicate, and he cannot bear the cold m Scotland, he
1s free to serve you or not, as you choose ”

“T repeat, sir, that you are exceedingly polite,” said the
Major, ‘‘ Come n, Frosch—you will do very well-Mzr. Morgan,
will you have the great kindness to ’——

T shall show him what 1s ne’ssary, sir, and what 1s custom’ry
tor you to wish to ’ave done. Will you please to take breakfast
"ere or at the Club, Major Pendenms? ”

“ With your kind permission, I will breakfast here, and after-
wards we will make our hitle arrangements

“1f you please, sir ”

*“ Will you now oblige me by leaving the room? »

Morgan withdrew the excessive politeness of his ex-employer
made him almost as angry as the Major’s bitterest words. And
whilst the old gentleman is making his mysterious todette, we
will also modestly retire

After breakfast Major Pendennis and his new aide-de-camp
occupied themselves i preparing for thewrr departure The
estabbishment of the old bachelor was not very complicated
He encumbered himself with no useless wardrobe. A Bible
(his mother’s), a road-book, Pen’s novel (calf elegant), and the
Duke of Wellington’s Despatches, with a few prints, maps, and
portraits of that illustrious general, and of various sovereigns
and consorts of this country, and of the General under whom
Major Pendennis had served m India, formed his hiterary and
artistical collection: he was always ready to march at a few
hours’ notice, and the cases i which he had brought his property
mto his lodgings some fifteen years before were still in the lofts,
amply sufficient to recerve all his goods. These, the young
woman who did the work of the house, and who was known by
the name of Betty to her mistress and of Slavey to Mi Morgan,
brought down from their resting-place, and obediently dusted
and cleaned under the eyes of the terrible Morgan. His
demeanocur was guarded and solemn, he had spoken no word
as yet to Mrs. Brixham respecting hus threats of the past mgbt,
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but he looked as if he would execute them, and the poor widow
tremblingly awaited her fate

Old Pendennis, armed with his cane, superintended the
package of his goods and chattels, under the hands of Mr
Frosch, and the Slavey burned such of his papers as he did not
care to keep flung open doors and closets until they were all
empty; and now all boxes and chests were closed, except his
Jesk, which was ready to receive the final accounts of Mr
Morgan,

That individual now made his appearance, and brought his
books ““ As I wish to speak to you i privick, per’aps you will
‘ave the kindness to request Frosch to step downstairs,” he
said, on entering,

“Bring a couple of cabs, Frosch, if you please—and wait
downstairs until I ring for you,” said the Major. Morgan saw
Frosch downstairs, watched him go along the street upon his
errand, and produced his books and accounts, which were simple
and very easily settled.

“ And now, sir,” said he, having pocketed the cheque which
his ex-employer gave him, and signed his name to his book
with a flourish, “ and now that accounts s closed between us,
sir,” he said, “ I propose to speak to you as one man to another »
{Morgan liked the sound of his own voice; and, as an mdividual,
mdulged m public speaking whenever he could get an oppor-
tunity, at the Club, or the housekeeper’s room), * and I must
tell you, that I’'m in possussion of certing tnfamation”

‘ And may I nquire of what nature, pray? ” asked the Major

“It’s valuble information, Major Pendenris, as you know
very well I know of a marriage as 1s no marriage—of a
honourable Baronet as is no more married than [ am; and
which his wife 15 married to somebody else, as you know too,
Bir.”

Pendenms at once understood all. “ Ha' this accounts tor
your behaviour., You have been hstenmng at the door, sir, I
suppose,” said the Major, looking very haughty “I forgot to
look at the keyhole when I went to that public-house, or 1
mught have suspected what sort of a person was behind 1t.”

. “ I may have my schemes as you may have yours, I suppose,”
answered Morgan. “I may get my mformation, and I may
act on that nformation, and I may find that intormation valuble
as anybody else may. A poor servant may have a bit of luck
as well as & gentleman, maynt he? Ton’t you be pulting on
your ’aughty looks, sir and comu,’ the arisiouiat over me,
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That's all gammon with me. T'm an Englishman, I am, and as
good as you.”

“ To what the devil does this tend, sir? and how does the
secret which you have surprised concern me, I should like to
know? * asked Major Pendennis, with great majesty

“ How does 1t concern me, indeed? how grand we are! How
does 1t concern my nephew, I wonder? How does it concern
my nephew’s seat in Parlyment and to subornation of bigamy ?
How does 1t concern that? What, are you to be the only man
tu have a secret, and to trade on1t? Why shouldn’t I go halves,
Major Pendenms? I've found 1t out too. Look here! I amn’t
gom’ to be unreasonable with you Make it worth my while,
and I’ll keep the thing close. Let Mr. Arthur take his seat, and
n1s rich wife, 1f you like, I don’t want to marry her. But I
will have my share, as sure as my name’s James Morgan. And
if I don’t V’—

“ And 1if you don’t, sir—what? ” Pendenms asked,

“If I don’t, Ispht, and tell all I smash Clavermg, and have
him and his wife up for bigamy—so help me, 1 willt I smash
young Hopeful’s marriage, and I show up you and him as makin’
use of this secret, in order to squeeze a seat m Parlyment out
of Sir Francis, and a fortune out of his wife.”

“Mr Pendenms knows no more of this business than the babe
unborn, sir,” cried the Major, aghast. “ No more than Lady
Clavering, than Miss Amory does.”

“Tell that to the marmes, Major,” rephed the valet, “that
cock won't fight with me.”

“ Do you doubt my word, you villan? »

“No bad language. I don’t care one twopence-’a’p’ny
whether your word’s true or not I tell you, I mtend this to
be a nice little annuity to me, Major: for I have every one of
you; and I ain’t such a fool as to let you go. I should say that
you might make it five hundred a year to me among you, easy.
Pay me down the first quarter now, and I’'m as mum as a mouse;
Just give me a note for one twenty-five. There’s your cheque-
book on your desk.”

“ And there’s this too, you villam,” cried the old gentleman,
In the desk to which the valet pomted was a httle double-
barrelled pastol, which had belonged to Pendenmis’s old patron,
the Indian commander-m-chief, and which had accompanied
him i many a campaign “ One more word, you scoundrel,
and Tll shoot you, like a mad dog  Stop—by Jove, I’ll do 1t
now, You'll assault me, will you? You'll strike at an old man,

{
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will you, you lying coward? Kneel down and say your prayers,
sir, for by the Lord you shall die ”

The Major’s face glared with rage at hus adversary, who looked
terrthed before hum for a moment, and at the next, with a
shriek of “ Murder!” sprang towards the open window, unde:
which a policeman happened to be on his beat  “ Murder!
Police! ” bellowed Mr Morgan

To his surprise, Major Pendenmis wheeled away the table and
walked to the other window, which was also open. He beckoned
the policeman, “ Come up here, policeman,” he said, and then
went and placed himself against the door

“You muserable sneak,” he said to Morgan, “the pistol
hasn’t been loaded these fifteen years, as you would have known
very well if you had not been such a coward  That policeman 1s
coming, and I will have him up, and have your trunks searched;
T have reason to believe that you are a thief, sir I know you
are, I’ll swear to the things.”

“You gave ’em to me—you gave ’em to me!” cried Morgan,

The Major laughed. “ We'll see,” he said, and the guilty
valet remembered some fine lawn-fronted shirts—a certam gold-
beaded cane—an opera-glass, which he had forgutten to bring
down, and of which he had assumed the use along with certamn
articles of his master’s clothes, which the old dandy neither
wore nor asked for

Policeman X entered, followed by the scared Mrs, Brixhan
and her maid-of-all-work, who had been at the door and found
some difficulty m closing 1t agamnst the street amateurs, who
wished to see the row  The Major began instantly to speak.

“ T have had occasion to discharge thus drunken scoundrel,”
he saxd  “ Both last night and this morning he msulted and
assaulted me. Iam an old man and took up a pistol ~ You see
1t 15 not loaded, and thus coward cried out before he was hurt
I am glad you are come. I was charging him with taking my
property, and desired to examine his trunks and his room.”

“The velvet cloak you am’t worn these three years, nor the
weskits, and I thought I might take the shirts, and I—1I take
my hoath I mtended to put back the hopera-glass,” roared
Morgan, writhing with rage and terror.

“’The man acknowledges that he 1s a thief,” the Major said
calmly, “He has been m my service for years, and I have
treated hum with every kindness and confidence. We will go
upsldils and examine hus trunks ’

in those tiunks Mr. Morgan had thmgs which he would fam
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keep from public eyes Mr Morgan, the bill-discounter, gave
goods as well as money to tus customers He provided young
spendthrifts with snuff-boxes and pins and jewels and pictures
and cigars, and of a very doubtful quality those cigars and
jewels and pictures were Their display at a police-office, the
discovery of this occult profession, and the exposure of the
Major’s property, which he had appropnated, indeed, rather
than stolen,—would not have added to the reputation of Mr.
Morgan He looked a piteous immage of terror and discomfiture

“ He'll smash me, will he? ”’ thought the Major  “ I’ll crush
him now, and finish with him ”

But he paused. He looked at poor Mrs Brixham’s scared
face, and he thought for a moment to himself that the man
brought to bay and m prison might make disclosures which had
best be kept secret, and that 1t was best not to deal too fiercely
with a desperate man.

“Stop,” he said, “ policeman. Tl speak with this man by
himself ”

“ Do you give Mr, Morgan m charge? ” said the policeman

“1 have brought no charge as yet,” the Major said, with a
significant look at his man

“ Thank you, sir,” whispered Morgan, very low.

“ Go outside the door, and wait there, policeman, if you please
—Now, Morgan, you have played one game with me, and you
have not had the best of 1t, my good man No, begad, you’ve
not had the best of it, though you had the best hand, and
you’ve got to pay too, now, you scoundrel ”’

“Yes, sir,” said the man,

“T've only found out, withn the last week, the game which
you have been driving, you villam, VYoung De Boots, of the
Blues, recognised you as the man who came to barracks, and did
busimess one-third m money, one-third m eau-de-Cologne, and
one-third m French prints, you confounded demure old smner!
I didn’t miss anything, or care a straw what you’d taken, you
booby, but I took the shot, and 1t hut—hit the bull’s-eye, begad
Dammy, sir, I'm an old campaigner.”

“ What do you want with me, sir? ™

“T’l tell you Your bills, I suppose, you keep about you m
thati dem’d great leather pocket-book, don’t your VYou'll burn
Mrs Brixham'’s bill ? 7

“8ir, I ain’t a-gomn’ to part with my property,” growled the
man,

“You lent her sixty pounds five years ago. She and that
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poor devil of an mnsurance clerk, her son, have paid you fifty
pounds a year ever since, and you have got a bill of sale on he.
furniture, and her note of hand for a hundred and fifty pounds,
She told me so last might. By Jove, sir, you’ve bled that poor
woman enough.”

“ T won’t give 1t up,” said Morgan  “If I do ’'m v

“ Policeman'” cried the Major

“ You shall have the bill,” said Morgan ““ You’re not going
to take money of me, and you a gentleman? ”

T shall want you directly,” said the Major to X, who here
entered, and who again withdrew

“No, my good sir,” the old gentleman continued, “I have
not any desire to have further pecuniary transactions with you,
but we will draw out a little paper, which you will have the
kindness to sign. No, stopl—you shall write 1t! you have
mmproved mmmensely i writing of late, and have now a very
good hand. You shall sit down and write, if you please—there,
at that table—so—let me see—we may as well have the date
Write ¢ Bury Street, St James's, October 21, 18—’ "

And Morgan wrote as he was instructed, and as the pitiless old
Major continued ~—

“1, James Morgan, having come In extreme poverty mto
the service of Arthur Pendenms, Esquire, of Bury Street, St
James’s, a Major m Her Majesty’s service, acknowledge that I
recerved hberal wages and board wages from my employer,
during fifteen years—You can’t object to that, I'm sure,” said
the Major.

“ Durng fifteen years,” wrote Morgan

“In which time, by my own care and prudence,” the dictator
resumed, “ I have managed to amass sufticient money to pur-
chase the house mm which my master resides, and besides to
eftect other savings  Amongst other persons from whom I have
had money, I may mention my present tenant, Mrs, Brixham,
who, n consideration of sixty pounds advanced by me five years
simce, has paid back to me the sum of two hundred and fifty
pounds sterling, besides giving me a note of hand for one hun-
dred and twenty pounds, which I restore to her at the desire
of my late master, Major Arthur Pendenmis, and therewith
free her furniture, of wiich I bad a bill of sale —Have you
written!”

1 think of this pistol was loaded, I'd blow your brams out,”
said Morgan.

“ No, you wouldn’t. You have too great a respect for your
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valuable lite, my good man,” the Major answered * Let us go
on and begmn a new sentence.”

‘ And having, m return for my master’s kindness, stolen his
property from him, which T acknowledge to be now upstairs, 1n
my trunks: and having uttered falsehoods regarding s and
other honourable famihies, I do hereby, in consideration of his
clemency to me, express my regret for uttering these falsehoods,
and for stealmg his property; and declare that I am not worthy
of behef, and that I hope—yes, begad—that I hope to amend
for the future. Signed, James Morgan ”

“T'm d——d if I sign 1t,” sard Morgan.

“ My good man, 1t will happen to you, whether you sign or
no, begad,” said the old fellow, chuckling at his own wit
** There, I shall not use this, you understand, unless—unless 1
am compelled to do so. Mrs Brixham, and our fnend the police-
man, will witness 1t, I dare say, without reading 1t. and I will
give the old lady back her note of hand, and say, which you will
confirm, that she and you are quits. I see there 1s Frosch come
back with the cab for my trunks, I shall go to an hotel —You
may come n now, policeman, Mr Morgan and I have arranged
our httle dispute If Mrs. Brixham will sign this paper, and
you, pohiceman, will do so, I shall be very much obliged to you
both. Mrs Brixham, you and your worthy landlord, Mr,
Morgan, are quits I wish you joy of um Let Frosch come
and pack the rest of the things ” RS

Frosch, aided by the Slavey, under the calm superintendence
of Mr Morgan, carried Major Pendennis’s boxes 1o the cab m
waitmg and Mrs Bnxham, when her persecutor was not by,
came and asked a Heaven’s blessing upon the Major, her
preserver, and the best and quietest and kindest of lodgers. And
having given her a finger to shake, which the humble lady
recerved with a curtsey, and over which she was ready to make
a speech full of tears, the Major cut short that valedictory
oration, and walked out of the house to the hotel m Jermyn
Street, which was not many steps from Morgan’s door

That mdividual, lookmng forth from the pariour-window,
discharged anything but blessings at hus partmg guest, but the
stout old boy could afford not to be frightened at Mr Morgan,
and flung him a look of great contempt and humour as he strutted
away with his cane,

Major Pendennis had not quitted hus house of Bury Street
many hours, and Mr. Morgan was enjoymg his oltum m a digni~
II—¥g, 426
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fied manner, surveymg the evening fog, and smoking a cigar, on
the doorsteps, when Arthur Pendennis, Esquire, the hero of
1hss history, made his appearance at the well-hknown door,

‘My uncle out, I suppose, Morgan?” he said to the
sanctionary, knowmg full well that to smoke was treason m the
presence of the Major

* Major Pendenns is hout, sir,” said Morgan, with grawity,
bowing, but not touching the elegant cap which he wore,
 Major Pendennis have left this "ouse to-day, sir, and I have no
longer the honour of being m his service, sir.”

“Indeed, and where 1s he? ”

“T believe he ’ave taken tempor’y lodgings at Cox’s ’otel, in
Jummn Street,” said Mr Morgan, and added, after a pause,
“ Are you m town for some time, pray, siwr? Are you m
Chambers? I should like to have the honour of waiting on you
there and would be thankful if you would favour me with a
quarter of an hour ”

“ Do you want my uncle to take you back?” asked Arthur,
msolent and good-natured.

“1 want no such thing; I'd see him ’——the man glared at
hum for a minute, but he stopped *“ No, sir, thank you,” he
sa1d in a softer voice; “1t’s only with you that T wish to speak,
on some business which concerns you, and perbaps you would
tavour me by walking into my house!”

*1f 1t 15 but for a minute or two, I will histen to you, Morgan,”
saxd Arthur, and thought to himself, I suppose the fellow
wants me to patromse him,” and he entered the house. A
card was already m the front windows, proclaining that apart-
ments were to be let, and baving introduced Mr Pendennis mto
the dining-room, and offered him a chair, Mr Morgan took one
himseli, and proceeded to convey some mnformation to hm, of
which the reader has already had cogmisance
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CHAPTER LXIX
IN WHICH PENDENNIS COUNTS HIS EGGS

Ougr friend had arnved in London on that day ouly, though but
for a brief visit, and having left some fellow-travellers at an
Liotel to which he had convoyed them from the West, he hastened
to the Chambers in Lamb Court, which were basking m as much
sun as chose to visit that dreary but not altogether comfortless
building. Freedom stands m heu of sunshine i Chambers,
and Templars grumble, but take their ease m therr Inn  Pen’s
domestic announced to him that Warrmgton was m Chambers
too, and, of course, Arthur ran up to s iriend’s room straight-
way, and found 1t, as of old, perfumed with the pipe, and
George once more at work at his newspapers and reviews  The
pair greeted each other with the rough cordiahty which young
Englishmen use one to another. and which carries a great deal
of warmth and kindness under 1ts rude exterior Wariington
smiled and took his pipe out of his mouth, and said, “ Wcll,
young onel” Pen advanced, and held out his hand, and said,
“ How are you, old boy? ¥ And so this greeting passed between
two friends who had not seen each other for months  Alphonse
and Frédénc would have rushed imnto each other’s arms and
shrnieked “ Ce bon caur | ce cher Alphonse ! over each other’s
shoulders. Max and Wilhelm would have bestowed hali-
a-dozen kisses, scented with Havannah, upon each other’s
mustachios. * Well, young one!” “ How are you, old boy?”
1s what two Britons say: after saving each other’s hves, pos-
sibly, the day before To-morrow they will leave off shaking
hands, and only wag their heads at one another as they come
to breakfast FEach has for the other the very warmest con-
fidence and regard; each would share his purse with the other:
and hearing him attacked, would break out in the loudest and
most enthusiastic praise of his friend, but they part with a
mete Good-bye, they meet with a mere How-d'you-do? and
they don’t write {o each other in the interval  Curious modesty,
strange stoical decorum of Englsh friendship! “ Yes, we are
not demonstrative like those confounded foreigners,” says
Hardman, who not only shows no friendship, but never felt
any all his life long

“ Been in Switzerland ? * says Pen.— Yes,” says Warrington,
“ Couldn’t find a bit of tobacco fit to smoke till we came to
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Strasburg, where I got some caporal ” The man’s mind is full,
very likely, of the great sights which he has seen, of the great
emotions with which the vast works of Nature have mspired it
But his enthusiasm 15 too coy to show 1tself, even to his closest
fuend, and he veils 1t with a cloud of tobacco He will speak
more tully of confidential evenings, however, and write ardently
and frankly about that which he 1s shy of saymng  The thought<
and experience of his travel will come forth in his writings, as
the learning, which he never displays mn talk, enriches hus style
with pregnant allusion and brilhant ilustration. colours his
generous eloquence, and pomts his wit

The elder gives a rapid account of the places which he has
visited m his tour. He bas seen Switzerland, North Italy, and
the Tyrol—he has come home by Vienna, and Dresden, and the
Rhime He speaks about these places i a shy, sulky voice, as
if he had rather not mention them at all, and as 1f the sight of
them had rendered hium very unhappy. The outline of the
elder man’s tour thus gloomily sketched out, the young one
begins to speak. He has been m the country—very much
bored—canvassing—uncommonly slow—he 1s here for a day or
two, and gomg on to—to the neighbourhood of Tunbrulge
Wells, to some friends—that will be uncommonly slow, too
How hard 1t 15 to make an Englshman acknowledge that he
1s happy!

‘“ And the seat i Parliament, Pen? Have you made 1t all
right? * asks Warrington

“ All right,—as soon as Parhament meets and a new writ can
be 1ssued, Clavermg retires, and I step into his shoes,” says Pen

“ And under which king does Bezonian speak or die? ” asked
Warrington. “ Do we come out as Liberal Conservative, or as
Government man, or on our own hook? ”

“Hem! There are no politics now; every man’s pohtics, at
least, are pretty much the same. I have not got acres enough
to make me a Protectionist; nor could I be one, I think, if I
had all the land in the county. I shall go pretty much with
Government, and m advance of them upon some social ques-
tions which I have been getting up during the vacation;—don’t
grm, you old cynic, I kave been gettmng up the Blue Books, and
mtend to come out rather strong on the Samitary and Coloni-
sation questions.”

“We reserve to ourselves the liberty of voting agamst
Government, though we are generally friendly. We are, how-
ever, friends of the people avant tout. We give lectures at the
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Clavering Institute, and shake hands with the mtelhgent
mechanics  We think the franchise ought to be very con-
siderably enlarged, at the same time we are free to accept office
some day, when the House has histened to a few crack speeches
from us, and the Adminstration perceives our meiit”

“I am not Moses,” saxd Pen, with, as usual, somewhat of
melancholy m his voice “1I have no laws from heaven to
bring down to the people from the mountam. I don’t belong
to the mountam at all, or set up to be a leader and reformer
of mankind. My faith is not strong enough for that, nor my
vanity, nor my hypocrisy, great enough I will tell no les,
George, that I promuse you, and do no more than comcide in
those which are necessary and pass current, and can’t be got m
without recalling the whole circulation Give a man at least
the advantuge of his sceptical turn If I find a good thing to
say m the House, I will say 1t, a good measure, I will support
1t; a far place, I will take 1t, and be glad of my luck Butl
would no more flatter a great man than a mob; and now you
know as much about my politics as T do  What call have I to
be a Whig? Whiggism 1s not a divine mstitution Why not
vote with the Liberal Conservatives? They have done tor the
nation what the Whigs would never have done without them
Who converted both?—the Radicals and the country outside
I think the Morning Post s often right, and Punck 15 often
wrong I don’t profess a call, but take advantage of a chance
Parlons d’autre chose”

“ The next thing at your heart, after ambition, 15 love, I
suppose? ” Warrington said  “ How have our young loves
prospered? Are we gomng to change our condition, and give
up our Chambers? Are you going to divorce me, Arthur, and
take unto yourself a wife? ”

“1 suppose so. She 15 very good-natured and hvely. She
sings, and she don’t mind smokmg  She’ll have a fair fortune
—1 don’t know how much—but my uncle augurs everythmng
from the Begum’s generosity, and says that she will come down
very handsomely  And I think Blanche 15 dev’lish fond of me,”
said Arthur, with a sigh

“ That means that we accept her caresses and her money

“ Haven’t we said before, that life was a transacuon?”
Pendenms saxd  “I don’t pretend to break my heart about
her. Ihave told her pretty farly what my feelngs arc—and—
and have engaged myself to her. And since I saw her last, and
for the last two months especially, whilst I have been m the
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country, I thmk she has been growing fonder and fonder of me

and her letters to me, and especially to Laura, seem to show 1t
Mme have been simple enough—no raptuies nor vows, you
understand—but looking upon the thing as an affave faue,
and not desirous to hasten or defer the completion ”

“ And Laura? how 1s she? ” Warrmgton asked frankly

 Laura, George,” said Pen, lookng his filend hard m the
face—" by Heaven, Laura 1s the best, and noblest, and dearest
girl the sun ever shone upon ”  His own voice fell as he spoke
it seemed as if he could hardly utter the words he stretched
out his hand to his comrade, who took 1t and nodded his head.

“ Have you only found out that now, young *un? ”” Warring-
ton said, after a pause.

“ Who has not learned things too late, George?” cried
Arthur, mn his impetuous way, gathering words and emotion as
he went on ‘“ Whose life 1s not a disappomntment? Who
carries his heart entire to the grave without a mutilation? I
never knew anybody who was happy quite. or who has not
had to ransom himself out of the hands of Fate with the pay-
ment of some dearest treasure or other. Lucky if we are left
alone afterwards, when we have paid our fine, and 1if the tyrant
visits us no more Suppose I have found out that I have lost
the greatest prize m the world, now that 1t can’t be mine—that
for years I had an angel under my tent, and let her go?—am I
the only one—ah, dear old boy, am I the only one? And do
you think my lot 1s easier to bear because I own that I deserve
1it? She’s gone from us. God’s blessing be with her! She
might have stayed, and I lost her; 1t’s like Undme: 1sn’t 1it,
George? ”

‘“ She was in this room once,” said George.

He saw her there—he heard the sweet low voice—he saw the
sweet smile and eyes shining so kindly—the face remembered
so fondly—thought of mn what night-watches—blest and loved
always—gone now! A glass that had held a nosegay—a Bible
with Helen’s handwriting—were all that were left him of that
brief flower of his life. Say 1t 1s a dream: say 1t passes: better
the recollection of a dream than an aimless waking from a
blank stupor.

The two fiiends sate in silence awhule, each occupied with hus
own thoughts and aware of the other’s. Pen broke 1t presently
by saying that he must go and seek for his uncle, and report
progiess 1o Lhe old gentleman  The Major had writlen m a
very had humour, the Major was getting old, * I should like
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to see you 1n Parliament, and snugly settled with a comfortable
house and an heir to the name before I make my bow Show
me these,” the Major wrote, *“ and then, let old Arthur Pen-
dennis make room for the younger fellows, he has walked the
Pall Mall pavé long enough.”

‘“There 15 a kindness about the old heathen,” said Warrmng-
ton “ He cares for somebody besides himself, at least for
some other part of himself besides that which 1s buttoned mto
his own coat'—for you and your race. He would like to see
the progeny of the Pendenmises multiplying and mcreasing, and
hopes that they may mherit the land The old patriarch
blesses you from the Club window of Bays’s, and 1s carned off
and buried under the flags of St James’s Chuich, in sight of
Piccadilly, and the cabstand, and the carmages gomng to the
levee. It s an edifying ending ”

““ The new blood I bring mto the family,” mused Pen, “1s
rather tamnted. If I had chosen, I think my father-m-law
Amory would not have been the progenitor I should have
desired for my race, nor my grandfather-in-law Snell, nor our
oriental ancestors By the way, who was Amory? Amory
was lieutenant of an Indiaman Blanche wrote some verses
about him,—about the storm, the mountain wave, the seaman’s
grave, the gallant father, and that sort of thing. Amory was
drowned commanding a country ship between Calcutta and
Sydney, Amory and the Begum weren’t happy together She
has been unlucky in her selection of husbands, the good old
lady, for, between ourselves, a more despicable creature than
Sir Francis Clavering, of Clavering Park, Baronet, never "——
“ Never legislated for his country,” broke m Warrington; at
which Pen blushed rather.

“ By the way, at Baden,” saixd Warrington, “ I found our
friend the Chevalier Strong in great state, and wearmng his
orders. He told me that he had quarrelled with Clavering, of
whom he seemed to have almost as bad an opinion as you have,
and m fact, I thmk, though I will not be certamn, confided to
me his opmion, that Clavering was an utter scoundrel That
fellow Bloundell, who taught you card-playmg at Oxbrndge, was
with Strong, and time, I think, has brought out tus valuable
qualities, and rendered him a more accomplished rascal than he
was during your undergraduateship. But the king of the place
was the famous Colonel Altamont, who was carrymg all before
him, giving féles to the whole society, and breaking the bank,
it was said.”
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“My uncle knows something about that fellow—Clavering
knows sometlung about him  There’s something louche regard-
mg him But come! I must go to Bury Stieet, like a dutiful
nephew ”  And taking his hat, Pen prepared to go

“1 will walk, too,” said Warrington And they descended
the staws, stopping, however, at Pen’s chambers, which, as the
reader has been informed, were now on the lower storey

Here Pen began sprinkling himself with eau-de-Cologne, and
carefully scentmg his hair and whiskers with that odoriferous
water

“ What 15 the matter? You’ve not been smoking  Is 1t my
pipe that has poisoned you? ” growled Warrington

“T am gomg to call upon some women,” said Pen “ I'm—
I'm gomg to dme with 'em. They are passing through town,
and are at an hotel in Jermyn Street ”

Warrmgton looked with good-natured mterest at the young
fellow dandifying himself up to a pitch of completeness, and
appearing at length m a gorgeous shirt-front and neckcloth,
{resh gloves, and ghstening boots  George had a pair of thick
inghlows, and his old shirt was torn about the breast, and
ragged at the collar, where his blue beard had worn 1t.

“ Well, young "un,” said he sumply, “ I like you to be a buck,
somehow. When I walk about with you, 1t 1s as if I had a
rose m my butfon-hole And you are still affable I don’t
think there 15 any young fellow m the Temple turns out like
yoa, and I don’t believe you were ever ashamed of walking
with me yet ”

“ Don’t laugh at me, George,” said Pen

“1 say, Pen,” continued the other sadly, “if you write—if
you write to Laura, I wish you would say ‘ God bless her’
from me ”

Pen blushed, and then looked at Warnngton, and then—
and then buist into an uncontrollable fit of laughing.

“I'm gomng io dine with her,” he smd I brought her and
Lodv Rockmmster up from the country to-day—made two days
of it—slept last might at Bath—1I say, George, come and dine
too. Lmay ask any one I please, and the old lady 1s constantly
talking about you ”
¢ George refused. George had an article to write. George
hesitated; and oh, stiange to say' at last he agreed to go It
was ugreed that they should go and call upon the ladies, and
they marched away i high spirits to the hotel i Jermyn
Streel. Omce more the dear face shone upon him; once more
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the sweet voice spoke to him, and the tender hand pressed a
welcome

There still wanted half-an-hour to dmner. “ You will go and
see your uncle now, Mr Pendennis,” old Lady Rockminster
saild  “ You will not bring him to dinner—no—his old stories are
intolerable, and I want to talk to Mr Warrington, I dare say
he will amuse us T think we have heard all your stories We
have been together for two whole days, and I thmk we are
getting tired of each other ”

So, obeymng her Ladyship’s orders, Arthur went downstairs
and walked to his uncle’s lodgings.

CHAPTER LXX
FIAT JUSTITIA

Tue dinner was served when Arthur returned, and Lady Rock-
minster began to scold him for armving late But Laura.
looking at her cousmn, saw that his face was so pale and scared
that she mterrupted her imperious patroness, and asked, with
tender alarm, What had happened? was Arthur ill?

Arthur drank a large bumper of sherry I have heard the
most extraordinary news, I will tell you afterwards,” he said,
looking at the servants, He was very nervous and agitated
during the dinner “ Don’t tramp and beat so with your feet
under the table,” Lady Rockmmster said  “ You have trodden
on Fido and upset his saucer You see Mr Warrington keeps
his boots quiet ”

At the dessert—it seemed as if the unlucky dmner would
never be over—Lady Rockminster said, “ This dinner has been
exceedingly stupid I suppose something has happened, and
that you want to speak to Laura I will go and have my nap
I am not sure that I shall have any tea—no  Good-night, Mr,
Wariington. You must come agam, and when there 15 no
busmess to talk about” And the old lady, tossing up her
head, walked away from the room with great dignmity

George and the others had risen with het, and Warrmgton
was about to go away, and was saymg ““ Good-rught ’ to Laura,
who, of course, was looking much alarmed about her cousn,
when Arthur said, ““ Pray stay, George You should hear my
news too, and give me your counsel m this case. I hardly know
how to act in1t”
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“It 1s our friend Colonel Altamont, of course,” said War-
rington* “T see all now ”

“1f the rascal comes back,” continued Arthur, *‘ Morgan,
who knows his secret, will use 1t over hun—and having it m his
possession, proposes to extort money from us all. The d——d
rascal supposed I was cognisant of 1t,” said Pen, white with
anger, “asked me if I would give him an annuity to keep 1t
quet, threatened me, me, as 1if I was trafficking with this
wretched old Begum’s misfortune; and would extort a seat m
Parhament out of that miserable Clavering. Good heavens!
was my uncle mad, to tamper i such a conspiracy? Fancy our
mother’s son, Laura, trading on such a treason!”

“1 can’t fancy 1t, dear Arthur,” said Laura; seizing Arthur’s
hand, and kissing it.

*“No!” broke out Warrington’s deep voice, with a tremor;
he surveyed the two generous and loving young people with a
pang of indescribable love and pam ‘“ No. Our boy can't
meddle with such a wretched ntrigue as that. Arthur Pen-
dennis can’t marry a convict’s daughter, and sit m Parlament
as Member for the hulks You must wash your hands of the
whole affawr, Pen. You must break off. VYou must give no
explanations of why and wherefore, but state that family reasons
render a match impossible ‘It 18 better that those poor women
should fancy you false to your word than that they should know
the truth  Besides, you can get from that dog Claverng—I can
fetch that for you easily enough—an acknowledgment that the
reasons which you have given to him as the head of the family
are amply sufficient for breaking off the umion. Don’t you
think with me, Laura? ” He scarcely dared to look her m the
face as he spoke  Any lingering hope that he might have—any
feeble hold that he might feel upon the last spar of hus wrecked
fortune, he knew he was casting away; and he let the wave of
his calamity close over him  Pen had started up whilst he was
speaking, looking eagerly at hum. He turned his head away
He saw Laura rise up also and go to Pen, and once more take
his hand and kiss 1t “ She thinks so too—God bless her!”
said George.

“ Her father’s shame 1s not Blanche’s fault, dear Arthur,
15 16?7’ Laura said, very pale, and speaking very quickly.
“ Suppose you had been married, would you desert her because
she had done no wrong? Are you not pledged to her? Would
you leave her because she 15 m musfortune? And if she 1
unhappy, wouldn’t you console her? Our mother would, had
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she been here.” And, as she spoke, the kind gurl folded her arms
round him, and buried her face upon his heart

“ Our mother 1s an angel with God,” Pen sobbed out  “ And
you are the dearest and best of women—the dearest, the dearest,
and the best Teach me my duty. Pray for me that I may do
tt—pure heart God bless you—God bless you, my sister ”

“ Amen,” groaned out Wartington, with his head in his hands,
“She 1s right,” he murmured to himself ““ She can’t do any
wrong, I think—that girl ” Indeed, she looked and smiled like
an angel Many a day after, he saw that smile—saw her radiant
face as she looked up at Pen——saw her putting back her curls,
blushing and smiling, and still looking fondly towards him.

She leaned for a moment her httle fair hand on the table,
playmg on1t  “ And now, and now “—she said, looking at the
two gentlemen

*¢ And what now? >’ asked George

“ And now we will have some tea,” said Miss Laura, with
her smile

But before this unromantic conclusion to a rather sentimental
scene could be suffered to take place, a servant brought word
that Major Pendennis had returned to the hotel, and was waiting
to see hus nephew. Upon this announcement, Laura, not with-
out some alarm, and an appealing look at Pen, which said,
* Behave yourself well—hold to the nght, and do your duty~—
be gentle, but firm with your uncle "—Laura, we say, with
these warnings written in her face, took leave of the two gentle-
men, and retreated to her dormitory. Warrington, who was not
generally fond of tea, yet grudged that expected cup very much
Why could not old Pendennis have come in an hour later?
Well, an hour sooner or later, what matter? The hour strikes
at last The inevitable moment comes to say farewell. The
hand 1s shaken, the door closed, and the friend gone; and, the
brief joy over, you are alone ‘‘In which of those many
wimndows of the hotel does Aer light beam? ” perhaps he asks
himself as he passes down the street. He strides away to the
smoking-room of a nelghbourm%,Club, and there apphes himself
to his usual solace of a cigar./ Men are brawhng and talking
loud about politics, opera-girls, horse-racing, the atrocious
tyranny of the commiltee;—bearing this sacred secret about
him, he enters into this brawl Talk away, each louder than
the other, Rattle and crack jokes. Laugh and tell your wild
stories. It 1s strange 1o take one’s place and pait m the midsc
of the smoke and din, and think every man here has lis secret
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ego most likely, which 1s sitting lonely and apart, away in the
puivate chamber, from the loud game mn which the rest of us 1
jomng!

Arthur, as he traversed the passages of the hotel, felt his
anger rousing up within him  He was mdignant to think that
yonder old gentleman, whom he was about to meet, should have
made him such a tool and puppet, and so compromised hus
honour and good name The old fellow’s hand was very cold
and shaky when Arthur took 1t He was coughing, he was
grumbling over the fire, Frosch could not bring his dressing-
gown or arrange his papers as that d——d confounded impudent
scoundrel of a Morgan The old gentleman bemoaned himself
and cursed Morgan's mgratitude with peevish pathos.

“The confounded impudent scoundrel! He was drunk last
mght, and challenged me to fight hum, Pen* and begad, at one
time I was so excited that I thought I should have driven a
knife into him, and the infernal rascal has made ten thousand
pound, I believe—and deserves to be hanged, and will be; but,
curse him! I wish he could have lasted out my time. He knew
all my ways, and, dammy, when I rang the bell, the confounded
thief brought the thing I wanted—not like that stupid German
lout. And what sort of time have you had in the country?
Been a good deal with Lady Rockminster? You can’t do
better She 1s one of the old school—uwieille école, bonne école,
hey? Dammy, they don’t make gentlemen and ladies now;
and 1 fifty years you’ll hardly know one man from another,
But they’ll last my time I ain’t long for this busmess I'm
getting very old, Pen, my boy, and, Gad, I was thinking to-day,
as I was packing up my little hbrary, there’s a Bible amongst the
books that belonged to my poor mother; I would hike you to
keep that, Pen. I was thinking, sir, that you would most hkely
open the box when it was your property, and the old fellow was
laid under the sod, sir ” And the Major coughed and wagged
his old head over the fire.

His age—his kindness, disarmed Pen’s anger somewhat, and
made Arthur feel no little compunction for the deed which he
was about to do. He knew that the announcement which he
was about to make would destroy the darling hope of the old
gentleman’s hfe, and create m his breast a woful anger and
commotion,

“ Hey—hey—1I'm off, sir,” nodded the Elder, “ but I'd like
to read a speech of yours mn the Ttmes before I go—* Mr. Pen-
denms said  Unaccustomed as I am to public speaking *—hey,
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sir? hey, Arthur® Begad, you look dev’lish well and healthy,
sir I always said my brother Jack would bring the family
1ight You must go down mto the West, and buy the old
estate, sit. Nec tenws pennd, hey? We'll nise agamn, sir—
rise agam on the wing—and, begad, I shouldn’t be surprised that
you will be a Baronet before you die

His words smote Pen  “ And 1t 1s 1,” he thought, “ that am
gomng to flng down the poor old fellow’s ar-castle. Well, it
must be. Here goes —I—1 went into your lodgings at Bury
Street, though T did not find you,” Pen slowly began—* and 1
talked with Morgan, uncle ”

“Indeed'” The old gentleman’s cheek began to flush
involuntarily, and he muttered, “ The cat’s out of the bag now,
begad!”

“ He told me a story, sir, which gave me the deepest surprise
and pain,” said Pen

The Major tried to look unconcerned ‘“ What—that story
about—about What-d’you-call-’em, hey? ”

¢« About Miss Amory’s father—about Lady Clavering’s first
husband, and who he 15, and what ”’

“Hem—a devilish awkward affair!” said the old man,
rubbmg his nose “I—I've been aware of that—eh-—con-
founded circumstance for some time ”

1 wish T had known 1t sooner, or not at all,” said Arthur
gloomily,

‘ He 1s all safe,” thought the Senior, greatly rclieved ¢ Gad!
I should have liked to keep 1t from you altogether—and from
those two poor women, who are as mnocent as unborn babes m
the transaction ”

“ You are right. There 15 no reason why the two women
should hear 1t; and I shall never tell them—though that villain,
Morgan, perhaps may,” Arthur said gloomily. “He seems
disposed to trade upon his secret, and has already proposed
terms of ransom to me. I wish I had known of the matter
earlier, sir It 1s not a very pleasant thought to me that I am
engaged to a convict’s danghter ”

“The very reason why I kept 1t from you—my dear boy
But Miss Amory is not a convict’s daughter, don’t you see?
Miss Amory 15 the daughter of Lady Clavering, with fifty or
sixty thousand pounds for a fortune, and her father-in-law, a
Baronet and country gentleman, of high reputation, approves
of the match, and gives up his seat m Parliament to s son-in-
law. What can be more simple?
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“Ts 1t true, sir? ”

“ Begad, yes, 1t 15 true, of course it’s true Amory’s dead.
1 tell you he s dead  The first sign of life he shows, he 1s dead.
He can’t appear We have hum at a deadlock, hke the fellow
in the play—the Critic,’ hey?—devilish amusing play, that
‘Critic’  Monstrous witty man Sheridan, and so was lus son,
By Gad, sir, when T was at the Cape, I remember

The old gentleman’s garrulity, and wish to conduct Arthur to
the Cape, perhaps arose from a desire to avoid the subject which
was nearest his nephew’s heart; but Arthur broke out, nter-
rupting him—*“If you had told me this tale sooner, I beheve
you would have spared me and yourself a great deal of pam and
disappomntment, and I should not have found myself tied to an
engagement from which I can’t, n honour, recede.”

“ No, begad, we’ve fixed you—and a man who’s fixed to a seat
m Parhament, and a pretty girl, with a couple of thousand a
year, 1s fixed to no bad thing, let me tell you,” said the old
man,

¢ Great Heaven, sirl” said Arthur; “are you blind? Can’t
you see? ”’

“ See what, young gentleman? » asked the other

“See, that rather than trade upon this secret of Amory’s,”
Arthur cried out, “ T would go and join my father-in-law at the
hulks! See, that rather than take a seat m Parhament as a
bribe from Clavering for silence, I would take the spoons off
the table! See, that you have given me a felon’s daughter for a
wife, doomed me to poverty and shame, cursed my career
when 1t might have been—when 1t might have been so different
but for you! Don’t you see that we have been playing a guilty
game, and have been over-reached ,—that in offering to marry
this poor girl, for the sake of her money, and the advancement
she would bring, I was degrading myself, and prostituting my
honour? ”

“ What i Heaven’s name do you mean, sir? ”* cried the old
man,

“1 mean to say that there 15 a measure of baseness which I
can’t pass,” Arthur said “I have no other words for 1it, and
am sorry 1if they hurt you I have felt, for months past, that
my conduct m this affair has been wicked, sordid, and worldly
T am rightly punished by the event, and having sold myself for
money and a seat i Parhament, by 1osmg both?’’

“ How do you mean that you lose either? ” shrieked the old
gentleman. “ Who the devil’s to take your fortune or your
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seat away from you? By G—, Claverng skall give ’em to you,
You shall have every shilling of eighty thousand pounds *

“ Tl keep my promise to Miss Amory, sir,” said Arthur,

¢« And, begad, her parents shall keep theirs to you.”

“ Not so, please God,” Arthur answered. “I have sinned,
but, Heaven help me, I will sin no more I will let Clavering off
from that bargamn which was made without my knowledge. I
will take no money with Blanche but that which was origmally
settled upon her, and T will try to make her happy VYou have
done it You have brought this on me, sir  But you knew no
better and I forgive ”——-

¢ Arthur—in God’s name—mn your father’s, who, by heavens,
was the proudest man alive, and had the honour of the family
always at heart—in mine—for the sake of a poor broken-down
old fellow, who has always been dev’lish fond of you — don’t
thng this chance away—I pray you, I beg you, I mplore you,
my dear, dear boy, don’t fling this chance away It’s the
making of you You're sure to get on. You'll be a Baronet,
it’s three thousand a year: dammy, on my knees, there, I beg of
you, don’t do this ”

And the old man actually sank down on his knees, and seizing
vne of Arthur’s hands, looked up piteously at him It was
cruel to remark the shaking hands, the wrinkled and quivering
face, the old eyes weeping and winking, the broken voice. ¢ Ah,
sir,” sa1d Arthur, with a groan, “ you have brought pam enough
on me, spare me this. You have wished me to marry Blanche.
I mariy her For God’s sake, sir, rise! I can’t bear 1t,”

“ You—you mean to say that you will take her as a beggar,
and be one yourself?  said the old gentleman, nsing up and
coughing violently

“ Ilook at her as a person whom a great calamity has befallen,
and to whom I am promised She cannot help the misfortune,
and as she had my word when she was prosperous, I shall not
withdraw 1t now she 1s poor. I will not take Claverimg’s seat,
unless afterwards it should be given of hus free will I will not
have a shilling more than her original fortune.”

“ Have the kindness to ring the bell,” said the old gentleman
“T have done my best, and said my say, and I’m a dev’lish old
fellow And—and—it don’t matter And—and Shakespeare
was nght—and Cardmal Wolsey—begad—°and had [ but
served my God as T've served you *—yes, on my knees, by Jove,
to my own nephew—I mightn’t have been——Good wght, s,
you needn’t trouble yourself to call agam.”
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Arthur took his hand, which the old man left to hum, 1t was
quite passive and clammy  He looked very much oldened, and
1t seemed as 1f the contest and defeat bad quite broken him

On the next day, he kept his bed, and refused to see his
nephew,

CHAPTER LXXI
IN WHICH THE DECKS BEGIN TO CLEAR

WHEN, arrayed n his dressing-gown, Pen walked up, according
to custom, to Warrington's chambers next mornmg to mform
tus friend of the 1ssue of the last night’s nterview with his uncle,
and to ask, as usual, for George’s advice and opmnion, Mrs
Flanagan, the laundress, was the only person whom Arthur
tound m the dear old chambers. George had taken a carpet-
bag, and was gone His address was to his brother’s house m
Suffolk  Packages, addressed to the newspaper and review
{or which he wrote, lay on the table, awaiting delivery

I found hum at the table when I came, the dear gentleman! ”
Mrs Flanagan said, “ wniting at his papers, and one of the
candles was burned out, and hard as his bed 15, he wasn’t m 1t
all mght, sir ”

Indeed, having sat at the Club until the brawl there became
intolerable to him, George had walked home, and had passed the
mght finishing some work on which he was employed, and to tae
completion of which he bent himself with all his mught. The
labour was done, and the night was worn away somehow, and
the tardy November dawn came and looked m on the young
man as he sate over his desk In the next day’s paper, or
quarter’s review, many of us very likely admured the work of his

gens, the variety of his illustration, the fierce vigour of hus
satire, the depth of his reason. There was no hint in his writing
of the other thoughts which occupied him, and always accom-
panied him mm his work® a tone more melancholy than was
customary, a satire more bitter and impatient than that which
he afterwards showed, may have marked the writings of this
period of his Iife to the very few persons who knew his style or
his name We have said before, could we know the man’s
feelings as well as the author’s thoughts-—how mteresting most
books would be'—more interesting than merry. I suppose
harlequin’s face behind his mask 15 always grave, if not melan-



340 THE HISTORY OF PENDENNIS

choly—certainly each man who hives by the pen, and happens
to read this, must remember, if he will, his own experiences, and
recall many solemn hours of solitude and labour. What a con-
stant care sate at the side of the desk and accompanied him?
Fever nr sickness were lying possibly mn the next room- a sick
child might be there, with a wife watching over 1t terrified and
m prayer; or grief might be bearng him down, and the cruel
must betore the eyes rendering the paper scarce visible as he
wrote on 1t, and the mexorable necessity drove on the pen
What man among us has not had wghts and hours like these?
But fo the manly heart—severe as these pangs are, they are
endurable long as the night seems, the dawn comes at last,
and the wounds heal, and the fever abates, and rest comes, and
you can afford to look back on the past misery with feelings that
are anything but bitter

< Two or three books for reference, fragments of torn-up
manuscript, drawers open, pens and mkstand, lines half visible
on the blotting-paper, a bit of sealing-wax twisted and bitten
and broken mto sundry pieces—such relics as these were about
the table, and Pen flung himself down m George’s empty chair
—noting things according to his wont, or mn spite of himselt
There was a gap mn the bookcase (next to the old College Plato,
with the Boniface arms), where Helen’s Bible used to be; He
has taken that with hum, thought Pen  He knew why his friend
was gone  Dear dear old George!

Pen rubbed his hand over his eyes Oh, how much wiser,
how much better, how much nobler he is than I, he thought
Where was such a friend, or such a brave heart? Where shall I
ever hear such a frank voice and kind laughter? Where shall I
gver see such a true gentleman? No wonder she loved him.
God bless him! What was I compared to him? What could
she do else but love him? To the end of our days we will be her
brothers, as fate wills that we can be no more. We'll be her
knights and wait on her; and when we’re old, we’ll say how we
loved her Dear dear old George!

When Pen descended to hus own chambers, his eye fell on the
letter-box of his outer door, which he had previously over-
looked, and there was a little note to A. P, Esq, m George's
well-known handwriting, George had put into Pen’s box prob-
ably as he was gomg away.

“ Dr Pen,—T shall be half way home when you breakfast, and
mtend to stay over Christmas mn Suffk, or elsewhere.
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“T have my own opmion of the 1ssue of matters about which
we talked m J—— St yesterday, and thmk my presence de
trop

“Vale “GW

“ Give my very best 1egards and adieux to your cousm ”

And so George was gone, and Mrs. Flanagan, the laundiess,
ruled over his empty chambers

Pen of course had to go and see his uncle on the day after their
colloquy, and not being admitted, he naturally went to Lady
Rockminster’s apartments, where the old lady wmstantly asked
for Bluebeard, and msisted that he should come to dinner

“ Bluebeard 1s gone,” Pen said, and he tock out poor George’s
scrap of paper, and handed 1t to Laura, who looked at 1t—did
not look at Pen in return, but passed the paper back to him, and
walked away. Pen rushed into an eloquent eulogium upon his
dear old George to Lady Rockmmster, who was astonished at
his enthusiasm. She had never heard him so warm m praise
of anybody; and told him, with her usual frankness, that she
didn’t think 1t had been m his nature to care so much about any
other person

As Mr, Pendennis was passing through Waterloo Place in one
of his many walks to the hotel where Laura hved, and whither
duty to lus uncle carried Arthur every day, he saw 1ssuing from
Messrs  Gumcrack’s celebrated shop an old friend, who was
followed to his brougham by an obsequious shopman bearing
parcels /The gentleman was in the deepest mourning, the
brougham the driver, and the horse, were mn mourning. Grief
m easy circumstances, and supported by the comfortablest
springs and cushions, was typified mn the equipage and the little
gentleman, 1ts proprietor.

“ What, Foker! Hail, Foker!” cried out Pen—the reader,
no doubt, has hkewise recogmnised Arthur’s old schoolfellow—
and he held out his hand to the herr of the late lamented John
Henry Foker, Esquire, the master of Logwood and other houses,
the principal partner m the great brewery of Foker & Co.: the
greater portion of Foker’s Entire.

A Iittle hand, covered with a glove of the deepest ebony, and
set off by three mches of a snowy wustband, was put forth to
meet Arthur’s salutation. The other httle hand held a little
morocco case, contammng, no doubt, something precious, of
which Mr Foker had just become proprletor m Messrs Gim
crack’s shop. Pen’s keen eyes and satiric turn showed him at
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once upon what errand Mr. Foker had been employed; and he
thought of the hew 1 Horace pouring forth the gathered wine
of lus father’s vats, and that human nature 1s pretty much the
same 1 Regent Street as m the Via Sacra.,

“TLe Ro1 est mort. Vive le Ro1!” said Arthur.

“Ah!"” sad the other ““Ves. Thank you—very much
obhiged How do you do, Pen?—very busy—good-bye!” and
he jumped mto the black brougham, and sate like a little black
Lare behind the black coachman He had blushed on seemng
Pen, and shown other signs of guilt and perturbation, which
Pen attributed to the novelty of his situation; and on which he
began to speculate m his usual sardonic manner

“Ves: so wags the woild,” thought Pen “The stone
closes over Harry the Fourth, and Harry the Fifth reigns m his
stead. The old minusters at the brewery come and kneel before
him with their books; the draymen, his subjects, fling up therr
red caps, and shout for hun. What a grave deference and
sympathy the bankeis and the lawyers show! There was too
great a stake at 1ssue between those two that they should ever
love each other very cordially As long as one man keeps
another out of twenty thousand a year, the younger must be
always hankering after the crown, and the wish must be the
father to the thought of possession. Thank Heaven, there was
no thought of money between me and our dear mother, Laura.”

“ There never could have been. You would have spurned
it!” cried Laura. “ Why make yourself more selfish than you
are, Pen, and allow your mind to own, for an nstant, that 1t
would have entertamed such——such dreadful meanness®? You
make me blush for you, Arthur: you make me ”———her eyes
fimished this sentence, and she passed her handkerchief across
them.

“ There are some truths which women will never acknow-
ledge,” Pen said, “ and from which your modesty always turns
away. I do not say that I never knew the feeling, only that I
am glad I had not the temptation. Is there any harm mn that
confession of weakness? ”’

“ We are all taught to ask to be delivered from evil, Arthur,”
sard Laura in a low voice. “ T am glad if you were spared from
that great crime; and only sorry to think that you could by
any possibility have been led into 1t. But you never could;
and you don’t think you could. Your acts are generous and
kind: you disdamn mean actions. You take Blanche without
money, and without a bribe. VYes, thanks be to Heaven, dear
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brother You could not have sold yourselt away, I knew you
could not when 1t came to the day, and you did not. Praise be
—be where prase 15 due. Why does this hornd scepticism
pursue you, my Arthur? Why doubt and sneer at your own
heart—at every one’s? Oh, if you knew the pamn you give
me—how I he awake and think of those hard sentences, dear
hrother, and wish them unspoken, unthought!”

“Do I cause you many thoughts and many tears, Laura® ”
asked Arthur The fulness of imnocent love beamed from her
m reply. A smile heavenly pure, a glance of unutterable
tenderness, sympathy, pity, shone mm her face—all which
indications of love and purity Arthur beheld and worshipped m
her, as you would watch them m a child, as one fancies one
might regard them m an angel.

“I—1I don’t know what I have done,” he said sumply, “ to
have merited such regard from two such women It 1s like
undeserved praise, Laura—or too much good fortune, which
frightens one—or a great post when a man feels that he 1s not
fit for 1t. Ah, sister, how weak and wicked we are, how spot-
less and full of love and truth Heaven made you! I think for
some of you there has been no fall,” he said, looking at the
charmmg girl with an almost paternal glance of admiration
“ You can’t help having sweet thoughts, and doing good actions
Dear creature! they are the flowers which you bear.”

“ And what else, sir? ”” asked Laura “‘ T see a sneer coming
over your face What 1s 1t? Why does 1t come, to drive all
the good thoughts away? ”

“ A sneer, 1s there? T was thinking, my dear, that nature
m makmg you so good and loving did very well- but *——

“But what? What 1s that wicked but® and why are you
always calling 1t up? ”

“ But will come m spite of us  But 1s reflection  But 1s the
sceptic’s famihar, with whom he has made a compact, and if he
forgets 1t, and indulges m happy day-dreams, or building of
air-castles, or listens to sweet music let us say, or to the bells
ringing to church, But taps at the door, and says, Master, I am
here. You are my master; but I am yours. Go where you
will you can’t travel without me. I will whisper to you when
you are on your knees at church. I will be at your marnage
pillow I wil sit down at your table with your children. I
will be behind your death-bed curtam, That 1s what But 1s,”
Pen said,

“ Pen, you frighten me,"” cried Laura.
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“Do you know what But came and said to me just now,
when I was looking at you? But said, If that gnl had reasor
as well as love, she would love you no more. If she knew you
as you are—the sullied selfish being which yox know—she must
part from you, and could give you no love and no sympathy,
Dudn’t Isay,” he added fondly, “ that some of you seem exempt
from the fall? Love you know, but the knowledge of evil 15
kept from you.”

“ What 1s this you young folks are talking about? ' asked
Lady Rockminster, who at this moment made her appearance
n the room, having performed, n the mystic retirement of her
own apartments, and under the hands of her attendant, those
elaborate toiette-rites without which the worthy old lady never
presented herself to public view. “Mr Pendennis, you are
always commg here »

“ It 1s very pleasant to be here,” Arthur saxd: “and we were
talking, when you came in, about my friend Foker, whom I
met just now, and who, as your Ladyship knows, has succeeded
to his father’s kingdom ”

“ He has a very fine property, he has fifteen thousand a year,
He 1s my cousin, He 1s a very worthy young man. He must
come and see me,” said Lady Rockmmster, with a look at
Laura.

“He has been engaged for many years past to his cousin,
Lady ""—ro

¢ Lady Ann 1s a foolsh httle chit,” Lady Rockminster said,
with much dignity: “and I have no patience with her. She
has outraged every feelng of sociely. She has broken her
father’s heart, and thrown away fifteen thousand a year ”

“ Thrown away! What has happened? » asked Pen

“ It will be the talk of the town m a day or two, and there
18 no need why I should keep the secret any longer,” said Lady
Rockminster, who had written and received a dozen letters on
the subject. I had a letter yesterday from my daughter, who
was staymng at Drummimngton until all the world was obhged to
go away on account of the frightful catastrophe which happened
there When Mr Foker came home from Nice, and after the
funeral, Lady Ann went down on her knees to her father, said
that she never could marry her cousmn, that she had contracted
another attachment, and that she must die rather than fulfil
her contract Poor Lord Rosherville, who 1s dreadfully em-
barrassed, showed lus daughter what the state of his affans
was, and that 1t was necessary that the arrangements should
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take place; and, in fine, we all supposed that she had histened
to reason, and intended to comply with the desires of her furmly
But what has happened—Ilast Thursday she went out after
breakfast with her maid, and was married m the very church
in Drummngton Park to Mr Hobson, her father’s own chaplam
and her brother’s tuto:, a red-haired widower with two children
Poor dear Rosherville 15 m a dreadful way: he wishes Harry
Foker should marry Alice or Barbara, but Alice 15 marked with
the smallpox, and Barbara 1s ten years older than he 1. And,
of course, now the young man 1s his own master, he will think
of choosing for himself  The blow on Lady Agnes 1s very cruel
She 15 mconsolable  She has the house in Grosvenor Street for
her life, and her settlement, which was very handsome Have
you not met her? Yes, she dined one day at Lady Clavering’s
—the first day I saw you, and a very disagreeable young man
I thought you were  But I have formed you We have formed
him, haven’t we, Laura? Where is Bluebeard? let hum come
That horrid Grindley, the dentist, will keep me mn town another
week.”

To the latter part of her Ladyship’s speech Arthur gave no
ear. He was thinking for whom could Foker be purchasing
those trinkets which he was carrymg away from the jeweller’s
Why did Harry seem anxious to avoid him? Could he be still
faithful to the attachment which had agitated hum so much, and
sent him abroad eighteen months backr Psha! The bracelets
and presents wete for some of Harry’s old friends of the Opera
or the French Theatre Rumours from Naples and Pars,
rumours such as are borne to Club smokmg-rooms, had
announced that the young man had found distractions, or,
precluded from his virtuous attachment, the poor fellow had
flung himself back upon his old companions and amusements—
not the only man or woman whom society forces mto ewvil, or
debars from good: net the only victim of the world’s selfish and
wicked laws.

As a good thing when 1t 1s to be done cannot be done too
quickly, Laura was anxious that Pen’s marriage mtentions
should be put into execution as speedily as possible, and pressed
on his arrangements with rather a feverish anxiety  Why could
shenot wait? Pen could afford to do so with perfect equammity,
but Laura would hear of no delay. She wrote to Pen she
mplored Pen she used every means to urge expedition It
seemed as if she could have mo rest untl Arthur’s happiess
was complete.
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She offered herself to dearest Blanche to come and stay at
Tunbridge with her, when Lady Rockmunster should go on her
mtended visit to the reigning house of Rockminster, and
although the old dowager scolded, and ordered, and commanded,
Lauara was deaf and disobedient, she must go to Tunbridge, she
would go to Tunbridge; she, who ordmmarily had no will of her
own, and complied smilingly with anybody’s whim and caprices,
showed the most selfish and obstinate determination m this
mstance The dowager lady must nurse herself in her rheu-
matism, she must read herself to sleep, if she would not hear her
maid, whose voice croaked, and who made sad work of the
sentimental passages m the novels—Laura must go, and be with
her new sister. In another week, she proposed. with many
loves ard regards to dear Lady Clavering, to pass some time with
dearest Blanche

Dearest Blanche wrote mstantly m reply to dearest Laura’s
No 1, to say with what extreme delight she should welcome her
sister  how charming it would be to practise their old duets
together, to wander o’er the grassy sward, and amidst the yellow-
g woods of Penshurst and Southhorough! Blanche counted
the hours till she should embrace her dearest friend.

Laura, No. 2, expressed her delight at dearest Blanche’s
affectionate reply  She hoped that their friendship would never
dimmish, that the confidence between them would grow in
after years, that they should have no secrets from each other,
that the aim of the hife of each would be to make one person
happy

Blanche, No 2z, followed i two days “ How provoking!
Therr house was very small, the two spare bedrooms were
occupted by that horrid Mrs Planter and her daughter, who
had thought proper to fall ill (she always fell 1l m country
houses), and she could not or would not be moved for some
days

Laura, No 3 “It was indeed very provoking. L had
hoped to hear one of dearest B ’s dear songs on Friday. but she
was the more consoled to wait, because Lady R. was not very
well, and biked to be nursed by her. Poor Major Pendennis
was very unwell too, in the same hotel—too unwell even to see
Arthur, who was constant m his calls on his uncle Arthur's
heart was full of tenderness and affection. She bad known
Arthur all her Ife  She would answer "—yes, even 1 italics
she would answer— for lus kindness, his goodness and his
gentleness ”
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Blanche, No 3. “ What 1s this most surprising, most extra-
ordmmary letter from A. P.? What does dearest Laura know
about 1t? What has happened? What, what mystery 1s
enveloped under his frightful reserve? ”

Blanche, No 3, requires an explanation; and 1t cannot be
better given than m the surprising and mysterious letter of
Arthur Pendennss,

CHAPTER LXXII
MR. AND MRS SAM HUXTER

“ DEAR BranceE,” Arthur wrote, “you are always readmng
and dreaming pretty dramas, and exciting romances 1n real life,
are you now prepared to enact a part of one? And not the
pleasantest part, dear Blanche, that in which the heromne takes
possession of her father’s palace and wealth, and, mtroducing
her husband to the loyal retamers and farthful vassals, greets
her happy bridegroom with ‘ All of this 1s mine and thine,—
but the other character, that of the luckless lady, who suddenly
discovers that she 1s not the Prince’s wife, but Claude Melnotte’s
the beggar’s that of Alnaschar’s wife, who comes i just as her
husband has kicked over the tray of porcelan which was to be
the making of his fortune —But stay; Alnaschar, who kicked
down the china, was not a married man, he had cast his eye
on the Vizier’s daughter, and his hopes of her went to the ground
with the shattered bowls and teacups.

“ Will you be the Vizier’s daughter, and refuse and laugh to
scorn Alnaschar, or will you be the Lady of Lyons, and love
the penniless Claude Melnotte? I will act that part if you like
I will love you my best m return. I will do my all to make
your humble life happy. for humble 1t will be: at least the
odds are against any other conclusion, we shall Iive and die
a poor, prosy, humdrum way., There will be no stars and
epaulettes for the hero of our story. I shall write one or two
more stories, whuch will presently be forgotten I shall be
called to the Bar, and try to get on 1 my profession; perhaps
some day, f I am very lucky, and work very hard (which 1s
absurd), I may get a colonial appointment, and you may be an
Indian Judge’s lady Meanwhile I shall buy the Pall Mall
Gaszette ; the publishers are tired of 1t since the death of poor
Shandon, and will sell 1t for a small sum. Warrington will be

II—M 436 !
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my right hand, and write 1t up to a respectable sale I will
mtroduce you to Mr Finucane the sub-editor, and T know who
m the end will be Mrs Fimucane,—a very nice gentle creature,
who has lived sweetly through a sad hife—and we will jog on, I
say, and look out for better times, and earn our hving decently,
You shall have the opera-boxes, and superintend the fashionable
mtelligence, and break your httle heart m the poet’s corner
Shall we live over the officesP—there are four very good reoms,
2 kitchen, and a gatret for Laura, mn Catherne Street m the
Strand, or would you like a house in the Waterloo Road?—
would be very pleasant, only there 1s that halipenny toll at the
Bridge The boys may go to King’s College, mayn’{ they?
Does this all read to you like a joke?

¢ Ah, dear Blanche, 1t 15 no joke, and I am sober and telling
the truth Qur fine day-dreams are gone Our carriage has
wharled out of sight hke Cinderella’s' our house in Belgravia
has been whisked away mto the air by a malevolent Genus,
and I am no more a Member of Parliament than I am a Bishop
on his bench n the House of Lords, or a Duke with a Garter
at his knee. VYou know pretty well what my property 1s, and
your own little fortune we may have enough with those two
to live n decent comfort: to take a cab sometimnes when we
go out to see our friends, and not to deny ourselves an omnibus
when we are tired  But that is all* 1s that enough for you,
my httle dainty lady? I doubt sometimes whether you can
bear the life I offer you—at least, 1t 1s fair that you should
know what 1t will be. If you say, ¢ Yes, Arthur, I will follow
your fate whatever 1t may be, and be a loyal and loving wife to
aid and cheer you '—come to me, dear Blanche, and may God
help me so that I may do my duty to you. If not, and you
look to a higher station, I must not bar Blanche’s fortune—1I
will stand in the crowd, and see your Ladyship go to Court
when you are presented, and you shall give me a smile from
your chariot window. Isaw Lady Mirabel going to the drawing-
room last season. the happy husband at her side glittered with
stars and cordons. All the flowers in the garden bloomed 1
the coachman’s bosom. Will you have these and the chariot,
or walk on foot and mend your husband’s stockings?

‘1 cannot tell you now—afterwards I might, should the day
come when we may have no secrets from one another—what
has happened within the last few hours which has changed all
my prospects m hife but so it 15, that I have learned some-
thing which forces me to give up the plans which I had formed,
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and many vamn and ambitious hopes m which T had been
mdulging I have written and despatched a letter to Sw
Francis Clavering, saymg that I cannot accept his suat
Parhament until after my marrage; .n like manner I cannot
and will not accept any larger fortune with you than that which
has always belonged to you since your grandfather’s death, and
the birth of your halt-brother Your good mother is not 1n
the least aware—I hope she never may be—of the reasons
which force me to this very strange decision. They anse from
a pamful circumstance, which 1s attributable to none of our
faults, but, having once befallen, they are as fatal and irre-
parable as that shock which overset honest Alnaschar’s porcelan
and shattered all his hopes beyond the power of mendiry I
write gaily enough, for there 1s no use m bewallng such a
hopeless mischance. We have not diawn the gieat prize m the
lottery, dear Blanche* but I shall be contented enough without
it, 1if you can be so, and I repeat with all my heart, that T
will do my best to make you happy.

“ And now, what news shall I give you? My uncle 18 very
unwell, and takes my refusal of the seat n Parlament m sad
dudgeon* the scheme was his, poor old gentleman, and he
naturally bemoans its failure But Warnington, Lauta, and 1
had a council of war  they know this awful secret, and back me
m my decsion You must love George as you love what 1s
generous and upright and noble, and as for Laura—she must
be our Sister, Blanche, our Sant, our good Angel With two
such friends at home, what need we care for the world without,
or who 1s member for Clavering, or who 1s asked or not asked
to the great balls of the season? ”

To this frank commurnucation came back the letter from
Blanche to Laura, and one to Pen himselt, which perhaps his
own letter justified  “ Vou are spoiled by the world,” Blanche
wrote; ““ you do not love your poo: Blanche as she would be
loved, or you would not offer thus hghtly to take her or to
leave her. No, Arthur, you love me not—a man of the world,
you have given me your plighted troth, and are ready to redeem
1; but that entire affection, that love whole and abiding, where
—where 1s that vision of my youth? I am but a pastime of
your hfe, and I would be 1ts all,~but a fleeting thought, and I
wonld be your whole soul. I would have our iwo hearts one:
but ah, my Arthur, how lonely yours 1s! how httle you give
me of it] You speak of our parting with & smule on your hp,
of our meeting, and you care not to hasten 1t! TIn hfe but »
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disilluston, then, and are the flowers of our garden faded away?
I have wept—I have prayed—1I have passed sleepless hours—I
have shed bitter bitter tears over your letter! To you I bring
the gushing poesy of my being—the yearnings of the soul that
longs to be loved—that pines tor love, love, love, beyond all l—
that flings 1tself at your feet, and cries, Love me, Arthur! VYour
heart beats no quicker at the kneeling appeal of my love!—
your proud eye 1s dimmed by no tear of sympathy —you accept
my soul’s treasure as though ’twere dross! not the pearls from
the unfathomable deeps of affection! not the diamonds from
the caverns of the heart You treat me like a slave, and bid
me bow to my master! Is this the guerdon of a free maiden—
1 this the price of a life’s passion? Ah me! when was 1t other-
wise? when did love meet with aught but disappointment?
Could I hope (fond fooll) to be the exception to the lot of my
race, and lay my fevered brow on a heart that comprehended
my own? Foolish girl that I was! One by one, all the flowers
of my young lfe have faded away; and this, the last, the
sweetest, the dearest, the fondly, the madly loved, the wildly
cherished—where 15 1tl But no more of this. Heed not my
bleeding heart —Bless you, bless you always, Arthurl

“ 1 will wnte more when I am more collected. My racking
brain renders thought almost impossible I long to see Laura!
She will come to us directly we return from the country, will
she not? And you, cold one!

£ B.J)

The words of this letter were perfectly clear, and written m
Blanche's neatest hand upon her scented paper; and yet the
meaning of the composition not a lttle puzzled Pen. Did
Blanche mean to accept or to refuse his pohite offer® Her
phrases either meant that Pen did not love her, and she
declined him, or that she took him, and sacrificed herself to
him, cold as he was He laughed sardonically over the letter,
and over the transaction which occasioned 1t. He laughed to
think how Fortune had jilted hum, and how he deserved his
slippery fortune He turned over and over the musky gilt-
edged nddle., It amused his humour, he enjoyed it as it 1t
had beeu a funny story.

He was thus seated, twiddlmg the queer manuscript m his
hand, jokmng grimly to hunself, when his servant came m with
a card from a gentleman, who wished to speak to him very
particularly. And 1f Pen had goae out wio the passage, he
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would have seen, sucking his stick, rolling his eyes, and showng
great marks of anxiety, his old acquamtance Mr. Samuel Huxter,

“Mr Huxter on particular busmess! Pray beg Mr, Huxter
to come 1n,”" said Pen, amused rather; and not the less so when
poor Sam appeared before him

“ Pray take a chair, Mr Huxter,” said Pen, in his most
superb manner  “ In what way can I be of service to you? ”

“1I had rather not speak before the flunk—before the man,
Mr Pendenms ” on which Mr Arthur’s attendant quitted the
room

“TI'm ma fix,” said Mr Huxter gloomily.

“Indeed!”

“ She sent me to you,” continued the young surgeon.

“What! Fanny? Is she well? I was coming to see her,
but I have had a great deal of business smce my return to
London ”

“I heard of you through my governor and Jack Hobnell,”
broke m Huxter, ‘I wish you joy, Mr. Pendennis, both of the
borough and the lady, sir. Fanny wishes you joy, too,” he
added, with somethmng of a blush

“ There’s many a ship between the cup and the hipt Who
knows what may happen, Mr Huxter, or who will sit m Parhia-
ment for Clavering next session? ”

“You can do anything with my governor,” contimued Mr
Huxter. “ You got him Claverng Park. The old boy was
very much pleased, sir, at your calling him . Hobnell wrote
me so. Do you think you could speak to the governor for me,
Mr. Pendenmus? ”

“ And tell him what? ”
| ‘];I’ve gone and done it, sir,” said Huxter, with a particular
ook,

“ You—you don’t mean to say you have—you have done any
wrong to that dear little creature, sir? *’ said Pen, starting up
m a great fury.

“ 1 hope not,” said Huxter, with a hang-dog look “ but I've
married her And I know there will be an awful shimdy at
home. It was agreed that I should be taken into partnership
when I had passed the College, and 1t was to have been Huxter
& Son But I would have 1t, confound 1t It’s all over now,
and the old boy’s wrote me that he’s coming up to town for
drugs; he will be here to-morrow, and then 1t must all come out.”

“ And when did this event happen? ”’ asked Pen, not over
well pleased, most likely, that a person who had once attracted
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some portion of his royal good graces should have trznmsferred
her allegiance, and consoled herscl{ for hus loss

¢ Last Thursday was five weeks—it was two days after Miss
Amory came to Shepherd’s Inn,” Huxter answered

Pen remembered that Blanchc had written and mentioned
her visit  “Twas (‘axled m,” Huxter said. “T was i the Inn
lookmg after old Cos’s leg, and about something else oo, very
likely and I met Strong, who told me there was a woma
taken 11l m Chambers, and went up to give her my professional
services 1t was the old lady who altends Miss Amory—her
housekeeper, or some such thing, She was taken with strong
hystenics, I found her luclang and scratching like a good one—
m Stiong’s chamber, along with him and Colonel Altamont, and
Miss Amory crymg and as pale as a sheet, and Altamont
fuming about—a regular kick up. They were two hours in the
Chambers, and the old woman went whoopmng off m a cab.
She was much worse than the young one I called in Grosyenor
Place next day to see if I could be of any service, but they were
gone witlout so much as thanking me* and the day after I had
busmess of my own to attend to—a bad busmess too,” said Mr.
Huxter gloormly. * Buti it’s done, and can’t be undone; and
we must make the best of 1t.”

She has known the story for a month, thought Pen, with a
sharp paung of grief, and a gloomy sympathy-—this accounts for
her letter of to-day She will not imphcate her father, or
divulge hus secret, she wishes to let me off from the marriage
—and finds a pretext—the generous girl!

“ Do you know who Altamont 1s, sir? > asked Huxter, after
the pause, during which Pen had been thinking of lus own
affairs, “ Fanny and I have talked hum over, and we can’t
help fancymng that i’s Mrs, Lightfoot’s first husband come to
lfe agam, and she who has just married a second. Perhaps
Lightfoot won’t be very sorry for it,” sighed Huxter, looking
savagely at Arthur, for the demon of jealousy was still m
possession of lus soul; and now, and more than ever since his
marriage, the poor fellow fancied that Fanny's heurt belonged
to hus 1ival.

“ Let us talk about your affairs,” said Pen. ¢ Show me how
I can be of any service to you, Huxter. ILet me congratulate
you on your marriage. I am thankful that Fanny, who 1s so
good, so fascinating, so kind a creature, has found an honest
man, and a gentleman who will make her happy. Show me
wbot I can do tu he p you”



HIS FORTUNES AND MISFORTUNES 353

* She thinks you can, sir,” saird Huxter, accepling Pen’s
profered hand, “ and T’'m very much obhged to you, I'm sure,
—and that you mught talk over my father, and break the
busimess to him and my mother, who always has her back up
about being a cleigyman’s daughter, Fanny am’t of a good
family, I know, and not up to us m breeding and that—but
she’s a Huxter now.”

 The wife takes the husband’s rank, of course,” saxd Pen.

“ And with a little practice m society,” contmued Huxter,
imbibing his stick, ““ she’ll be as good as any girl n Clavering.
You should hear her sing and play on the piano Did you
ever? Old Bows taught her. And she’ll do on the stage, if
the governor was to throw me over, but I’d rather not have
her there. She can’t help being a coquette, Mr Pendenmnis, she
can’t help it Dammy, sir! I'll be bound to say, that two or
three of the Bartholomew chaps, that I've brought mto my
place, are sitting with her now; even Jack Linton, that I took
down as my best man, 1s as bad as the rest, and she will go on
singing and making eyes at him. It’s what Bows says, if there
were twenty men m a room, and one not taking notice of her,
she wouldn’t be satisfied until the twentieth was at her
elbow ”

“ You should have her mother with her,” said Pen, langhing.

“ She must keep the lodge She can’t see so much of her
family as she used. I can’t, you know, sir, go on with that lot,
Consider my rank m life,” said Huxter, putting a very durty
hand up to his chin.

“ Au fat,”’ said Mr Pen, who was infinitely amused, and
concerning whom smutate nomane (and of course concernng
nobody else in the world) the fable might have been narrated

As the two gentlemen were m the midst of this colloquy,
another knock came to Pen’s door, and his servant presently
announced Mr. Bows. The old man followed slowly, his pale
face blushing, and lis hand trembling somewhat as he took
Pen’s, He coughed, and wiped his face in his checked cotton
pocket-handkerchief, and sate down with his hands on his knees,
the sun shming on his bald head. Pen looked at the homely
figure with no small sympathy and kindness Thus man, too,
has had his griefs, and his wounds, Aithur thought. This man,
too, has brought his genus and his heart, and laid them at a
woman's feet, where she spurned them. The chance of life
has gone agamst him, and the prize 1s with that cieature yonder,
Fanny’s bridegroom, thus mutely apostrophised, had wmhed
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meanwhile with one eye at old Bows, and was driving holes in
the floor with the cane which he loved

“ 8o we have lost, Mr Bows, and here 1s the lucky winner,”
Pen said, looking hard at the old man.

¢ Here 15 the lucky wnner, sir, as you say.”

“ 1 suppose you have come from my place? ” asked Huxter,
who, having winked at Bows with one eye, now favoured Pen
with a wink of the other—a wink which seemed to say, “ In-
fatuated old boy—you understand—over head and ears m
love with her—poor old fool!”

““Yes, I have been there ever since you went away It was
Mrs. Sam who sent me after you. who said that she thought
you mght be domg something stupid—something like yourself,
Huxter

““ There’s as big fools as I am,” growled the young surgeon.

“ A few, p'r'aps,” said the old man; * not many, let us trust
Yes, she sent me after you for fear you should offend Mr
Pendennis, and I dare say because she thought you wouldn’t
give her message to him, and beg him to go and see her,
and she knew J would take her errand. Did he tell you that,
srp”

Huxter blushed scarlet, and covered his confusion with an
mprecation Pen laughed! the scene suited his bitter humour
more and more

*“I have no doubt Mr Huxter was gomng to tell me,” Arthur
said, “ and very much flattered I am sure I shall be to pay my
respects to his wife

¢ It’s m Charterhouse Lane, over the baker’s, on the nght-
hand side as you go from St. John’s Street,” contmued Bows,
without any pity. “You know Smithfield, Mr Pendenms?
St. John’s Street leads mto Smithfield. Dr. Johnson has been
down the street many a time with ragged shoes, and a bundle
of penny-a-lming for the Gent’s Magamne You lterary gents
are better off now—eh? You ride m your cabs, and wear yellow
Iud gloves now.”

‘I have known so many brave and good men fail, and so
many quacks and impostors succeed, that you mustake me if
you think I am puffed up by my own personal good luck, old
friend,” Arthur said sadly. “Do you think the prizes of life
are carrted by the most deserving? and set up that mean test
of prospenity for ment? You must feel that you are as good
as I. I bave never questioned 1t It 1s you that are peevish
agaumst the ficaks of Fortune, and grudge the good luck that
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befalls others. It’s not the first time you have unjustly accused
me, Bows ”

“ Perhaps you are not far wrong, sir,” said the old fellow,
wiping his bald forehead. “I1 am thinking about myself and
grumbling ; most men do when they get on that subject Here’s
the fellow that’s got the prize m the lottery; here’s the fortunate
youth ”

“T don’t know what you are driving at,” Huxter said, who
had been much puzzled as the above remarks passed between
his two companions.

“ Perhaps not,” said Bows drily. “ Mrs H sent me here to
look after you, and to see that you brought that hittle message
to Mr. Pendennis, which you didn’t, you see, and so she was
right Women always are, they have always a reason for
everything Why, sir,” he said, turning round to Pen with a
sneer, “ she had a reason even for giving me that message. 1
was sitting with her after you left us very quiet and comfortable,
I was talking away, and she was mendmg your shirts, when your
two young friends, Jack Linton and Bob Blades, looked m from
Bartholomew’s, and then it was she found out that she had
this message to send You needn’t hurry yourself, she don’t
want you back agamn; they’ll stay these two hours, I dare say ”

Huxter arose with great perturbation at this news, and plunged
hus stick into the pocket of hus paletot, and seized lus hat

“You'll come and see us, sir, won’t you? ” he said to Pen
“You'll talk over the governor, won’t you, sir, if I can get out
of this place and down to Clavering? ”

“You will promise to attend me gratis 1f ever I fall 1ll at
Fairoaks, will you, Huxter?” Pen said good-naturedly. *I
will do anything I can for you I will come and see Mrs Huxter
immediately, and we will conspire together about what 1s to be
done.”

“ I thought that would send hum out, sir,” Bows said, dropping
mto his chair again as soon as the young surgeon had quitted
the room. “ And 1t’s all true, sir—every word of it. She wants
you back again, and sends her husband after you. She cajoles
everybody, the hittle devil. She tries 1t on you, on me, on poor
Costigan, on the young chaps from Bartholomew’s She’s got
a hittle court of ’em already. And if there’s nobody there, she
practises on the old German baker m the shop, or coaxes the
black sweeper at the crossing.”

¢ Is she fond of that fellow? ” asked Pen.

“There is no accounting for likes and dishkes,” Bows

11— K 426
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answered ¢ Yes, she 1s fond of hm, and baving taken the
thing into her head, she would not rest until she mairied him
They had their banns pubhished at St. Clement’s, and nobody
heard it or knew any just cause or impediment. And one day
she slips out of the porter’s lodge and has the business done,
and goes off to Gravesend with Lothario, and leaves a note for
me 1o go and explamn all things to her ma Bless you! the old
woman knew 1t as well as I did, though she pretended ignorance,
And so she goes, and I'm alone agamn. I miss her, sir, tripping
along thut court, and commg for her singing lesson, and I've
no heart to look mto the porter’s lodge now, which looks very
empty without her, the hittle flirting thing. And I go and sit
and dangle about her lodgings, like an old fool ~ She makes ’em
very trim and nice, though, gets up all Huxter’s shirts and
clothes: cooks hus little dinner, and sings at her business like a
little lark  What’s the use of being angry? I lent 'em three
pound to go on with: for they haven’t got a shillmg till the
reconciliation, and pa comes down

When Bows had taken his leave, Pen carried his letter from
Blanche, and the news which he had just received, to his usual
adviser, Laura It was wonderful upon how many pomnts Mr,
Arthur, who generally followed his own optmion, now wanted
another person’s counsel He could hardly so much as choose
a2 walstcoat without referring to Miss Bell. 1f he wanted to buy
& horse he must have Miss Bell’s opimion: all which marks of
deference tended greatly to the amusement of the shrewd old
lady with whom Miss Bell lived, and whose plans regarding her
protégé we have mdicated

Arthur produced Blanche’s letter then to Laura, and asked
her to nterpret 1t. Laura was very much agitated, and puzzled
by the contents of the note.

“ It seems to me,” she said, “as if Blanche is acting very
artfully ™

“ And wishes so to place matters that she may take me or
leave me? Is it not so? ”

“1t 15, T am afraid, a kind of duplicity which does not augu
well for your future happimness; and 1s a bad reply to your own
candour and honesty, Arthur Do you know [ think—I think
—I scarcely like to say what I think,” said Lanra, with a deep
blush; but of course the blushing young lady yielded to her
cousin’s persuasions, and expressed what her thoughts were.
1t looks to me, Arthur, as if there might be—there might be
- mehody clee ” said Tavia, with a repeution of the blush,
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“ And if there 1s,” broke i Arthur, “ and if I am free once
agam, will the best and deaiest of all women ”’—— ,

“ You are not free, dear brother,” Laura said calinly. ““ You
belong to another, of whom I own 1t grieves me to think 11}
But I can’t do otherwise. Itisvery odd that m this lettter she
does nov urge you to tell her the reason why you have broken
arrangements which would have been so advantageous to you,
and avoids speaking on the subject She somehow seems to
write as if she knows her father’s secret ”

Pen said, “ Yes, she must know 1t, ”” and told the story, which
he had just heard from Huxter, of the mterview at Shepherd’s
Inn

“ 1t was not so that she described the meeting,” said Laura,
and going to her desk, produced from 1t that letter of Blanche’s
which mentioned her visit to Shepheid’s Inn  ““ Another dis-
appomtment—only the Chevalier Strong and a friend of his in
the 10om” This was all that Blanche had said “ But she
was bound to keep her father’s secret, Pen,” Laura added
“ And yet, and yet—it 1s very puzzling ”

The puzzle was this, that for thiee weeks after this eventful
discovery Blanche had been only too eager about her dearest
Arthur, was urging, as strongly as so much modesty could urge,
the completion of the happy arrangements which were to make
her Arthur’s for ever; and now 1t seemed as if somethmg had
mtetfered to mar these happy arrangements—as 1f Arthur poor
was not quite so agreeable to Blanche as Arthur rich and a
member of Parhament—as if there was some mystery, At last
she said—

“ Tunbridge Wells 15 not very far off, 1s 1t, Arthur? Hadn't
you better go and see her? ”

They had been m town a week, and neither had thought of
that simple plan beforel
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CHAPTER LXXIII
ARIHUR AND A RETURN-TICKET

THE tram carried Arthur only too quickly to Tunbridge, though
he pad time to review all the circumstances of his hife as he
made the brief journey; and to acknowledge to what sad con-
clusions his selfishness and waywardness had led him  “ Here
18 the end of hopes and aspnations,” thought he, “ of romance
and ambrtions! Where 1 yield or where I am obstinate, I am
alike unfortunate; my mother implores me, and I refuse an
angel! Say I had taken her, forced on me as she was, Laura
would never have been an angel to me I could not have given
her my heart at another’s mstigation, I could never have
known her as she 1s, had I been obliged to ask another to
mterpret her qualities and pomnt out her virtues I yield to my
uncle’s sohcrtations, and accept on his guarantee Blanche, and a
seat m Parhament, and wealth, and ambition and a career, and
see'—Fortune comes and leaves me the wife without the dowry,
which I had taken in compensation of a heart Why was I not
more honest, or am I not less so? It would have cost my poor
old uncle no pangs to accept Blanche’s fortune whencesoever
it came, he can’t even understand, he 15 bitterly mdignant,
heart-stricken almost, at the scruples which actuate me m
refusmg 1t I dissatisfy everybody A maimed, weak, mm-
perfect wretch, 1t seems as if I am unequal to any fortune. I
nerther make myself nor any one connected with me happy.
What prospect 1s there for this poor little frivolous gul, who 1s
to take my obscure name and share my fortune? I have not
even ambition to excite me or self-esteem enough to console
myself, much more her, for my failure If I were to write a
book that should go through twenty editions, why, I should
be the very first to sneer at my reputation. Say I could succeed
at the Bar, and achieve a fortune by bullying witnesses and
twisting evidence, 15 that a fame which would satisfy my
longings, or a calling m which my lhfe would be well spent?
How I wish I could be that priest opposite, who never has hifted
his eyes from his breviary, except when we were m Reigate
tunnel, when he could not see or that old gentleman next him,
who scowls at him with eyes of hatred over hus newspaper. The
priest shuts his eyes to the world, but has his thoughts on the
bock, which 15 tus directory to the wotld to come, His neighbour
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hates him as a monster, tyrant, persecutor, and fancies burning
martyrs, and that pale countenance looking on, and lighted up
by the flame. These have no doubts, these march on trust-
fully, bearing their load of logic.

“ Would you like to look at the paper, sir? > here mterposed
the stout gentleman (it had a flaming article against the order
of the black-coated gentleman who was travelling with them
the carriage), and Pen thanked him and took 1t, and pursued
his reverie, without reading two sentences of the journal

“ And yet, would you take erther of those men’s creeds, with
its consequences? ” he thought. “ Ah me! you must bear
your own burthen, fashion your own faith, think your own
thoughts, and pray your own prayer To what mortal ear
could I tell all, f T had @ mind? or who could understand all?
Who can tell another’s shortcomings, lost opportunities, weigh
the passions which overpower, the defects which mcapacitate
reason>—what extent of truth and nght his neighbour’s mind
1s organised to percerve and to doP—what mnvisible and forgotten
accident, terror of youth, chance or mischance of foitune, may
have altered the current of hfe? A gram of sand may alter 1t,
as the flinging of a pebble may end 1t. “Who can weigh circum-
stances, passions, temptations, that go to our good and evil
account, save One, before whose awful wisdom we kneel, and at
whose mercy we ask absolution? Here 1t ends,” thought Pen,
“ this day or to-morrow will wind up the account of my youth;
a weary retrospect, alas! a sad history, with many a page I
would famn not look back on! But who has not been tired or
fallen, and who has escaped without scars {rom that struggle?
And his head fell on his breast, and the young man’s heart
prostrated itself humbly and sadly before that Throne where
sits wisdom, and love, and pity for all, and made 1ts confession
“ What matters about fame or poverty? ” he thought “If
I marry this woman I have chosen, may I have strength and
will to be true to her, and to make her happy! If I have
children, pray God teach me to speak and to do the truth among
them, and to leave them an honest name There are no
splendours for my marriage Does my Ife deserve any? I
begin a new phase of 1t; a better than the last may 1t be, I
pray Heaven!”

The tramn stopped at Tunbridge as Pen was making these
reflections: and he handed over the newspaper to his neighbour,
of whom he took leave, while the foreign clergyman m the
opposite corner still sate with his eyes on his book. Pen juraped
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out of the carnage then, his carpet-bag 1n hand, and briskly
determined to face his fortune.

A fly carned him rapidly to Lady Clavering’s house from the
station, and, as he was transported thither, Arthur composed
a lttle speech, which he mtended to address to Blanche, anu
which was really as virtuous, honest, at:d well-mmded an oration
as any man ot hus turn of mind, and under his circumstances,
could have uttered  The purport ol 1t was—* Blanche, I cannof
undeistand from your last letter what your meaning 15, o
whether my fair and frank proposal to you 1s acceptable or no
I think you know the reason which mnduces me to torego the
worldly advantages which a union with you oftered, and which
I could not accept without, as I fancy, being dishonoured 1§
you doubt of my aflection, here [ am ready to prove it et
Smirke be called m, and let us be married out of hand; and
with all my heart I purpose to keep my vow, and to cherish you
through hife, and to be a true and a loving husband to you ”

{ . From the fly Arthur sprang out then to the hall-door, where
he was met by a domestic whom he did not know. The man
seemed to be surprised at the approach of the gentleman with
the carpet-bag, which he made no attempt to take from Arthur’s
hands *‘ Her Ladyship’s not at home, sir,” the man remarked

“ T am Mr. Pendennis,” Arthur said ~ “ Where 1s Lightfoot? »

“ Lightfoot is gone,” answered the man, “ My Lady 1s out,
and my orders was ’'——

*1 hear Miss Amory’s voice n the diawmng-room,” said
Arthur  “ Take the bag to a dressing-room, 1t you please; ™
and, passing by the porter, he walked straight towards that
apartment, from which, as the door opened, a warble of
melodious notes 1ssued

Our httle Siren was at her piano, singing with all her might
and fascinations Master Clavering was asleep on the sofa,
wdifferent to the music  but near Blanche sat a gentleman
who was perfectly enraptured with her stramn, which was of a
passionate and melancholy nature,

As the door opened, the geatleman started up with a Hullo!
the music stopped, with a httle shriek from the singer; Frank
Clavermg woke up from the sofa, and Arthur came forward and
saxd, “ What, Toker! how do you do, Foker?” He looked at
the piano, and there, by Miss Amory’s side, was just such another
purple-leather box as he had seen 1 Harry’s hand three days
before, when the heir of Logwoud was coming out of a jewelles’s
shop m Waterloo Place. It was opened, and curled round the
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white satin cushion within was, oh, such a magnificent serpentine
bracelet, with such a blazing ruby head and diamond tail!

“ How de-do, Pendennis? ”* said Foker. Blanche made many
motions of the shoulders, and gave signs of interest and agitation.
And she put her handkerchief over the bracelet, and then she
advanced, with a hand which trembled very much, to greet Pen

“ How 15 dearest Laura? " she saxd  The face of Foker look-
g up from his profound mourning—that face, so piteous and
puzzled, was one which the reader’s imagination must depict
for hunself; also that of Master ¥Frank Clavering, who, looking
at the three mteresting mdividuals with an expression of the
utmost knowingness, had only time to ejaculate the words,
“ Here’s a jolly go!” and to disappear sniggering

Pen, too, had restrained himself up to that minute: but
looking still at Foker, whose ears and cheeks tingled with
blushes, Arthur burst out mnto a fit of laughter, so wild and
loud, that it frghtened Blanche much more than any the most
sertous exhibition.

‘“ And this was the secret, was 1t? Don’t blush and turn
away, Foker, my boy. Why, man, you are a pattern of fidelity
Could I stand between Blanche and such constancy—could 1
stand between Miss Amory and fifteen thousand a year? ”

“ It 1s not that, Mr. Pendennis,” Blanche said, with great
digmity.  “ Tt 1s not money, 1t 1s not rank, it 1s not gold that
moves me ; but 1t 15 constancy, 1t 1s fidelity, 1t 1s a whole trustful
loving heart offered to me, that I treasure—yes, that I treasure! ”
And she made for her handkerchief, but, reflecting what was
underneath 1t, she paused. “ I do not disown, I do not disguise
—my life 15 above disguise—to him on whom 1t 15 bestowed,
my heart must be for ever bare—that T once thought I loved
you,—yes, thought 1 was beloved by you'—I own How I
clung to thatfaith! How I strove, I prayed, I longed to believe
it! But your conduct always—your own words, so cold, so
heartless, so unkind, have undeceived me VYou tnfled with
the heart of the poor maiden! You flung me back with scorn
the troth which I had phghted! I have explaned all—all—
to Mr. Foker.”

“ That you have,” said Foker, with devotion and conviction
mn his looks.

“ What! all? ” said Pen, with a meamng look at Blanche.
“Tt s I am in fault, 15 1t? Well, well, Blanche, be 1t so. I
won’t appeal agamst your sentence, and bear 1t in silence. I
came down here looking to very different things, Heaven knows,
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and with a heart most truly and kmdly disposed towards you,
I hope you may be happy with another, as, on my word, 1t was
my wish to make you so, and I hope my honest old friend here
will have a wife worthy of his loyalty, his constancy, and
affection Indeed they deserve the regard of any woman—even
Miss Blanche Amory  Shake hands, Harry, don’t look askance
st me. Has anybody told you that I was a false and heartless
character? ”

“1 think you're a "— Foker was beginning, m his wrath,
when Blanche mnterposed

“ Henry, not a word '—1I pray you let there be forgiveness! ”

“ You're an angel, by Jove, you're an angel! ” said Foker, at
which Blanche looked seraphically up to the chandeler.

“ In spite of what has passed, for the sake of what has passed,
I must always regard Arthur as a brother,” the seraph con-
tmued; “we have known each other years, we have trodden
the same fields, and plucked the same flowers together ~ Arthur!
Henry! If beseech you to take hands and to be friends! For-
give you l—I forgive you, Arthur, with my heart I do  Should
T not do so for makmg me so happy? ”

“ There 1s only one person of us three whom I pity, Blanche,”
Arthur said gravely, " and I say to you agam, that I hope you
will make this good fellow, this honest and loyal creature,
ha Y 3

g%{appyl O heavens'” said Harry, He could not speak.
His happmess gushed out of his eyes. “ She don’t know—she
can’t know how fond I am of her, and—and who am I? a poor
hittle beggar, and she takes me up and says she’ll try and —1—
love me. I amn’t worthy of so much happmess Give us your
hand, old boy, since she forgives you after your heartless con-
duct, and says she loves you. T’ll make you welcome. I tell
you I’ll Jove everybody who loves her By —— if she tells me
to kiss the ground T'll kiss 1t. Tell me to kiss the ground! I
say, tell me. Ilove youso. You seeI love you so.”

Blanche looked up seraphically agamn Her gentle bosom
heaved. She held out one hand as if to bless Harry, and then
royally permitted him to kiss 1t. She took up the pocket-
handkerchief, and hid her own eyes, as the other fair hand was
abandoned to poor Harry’s tearful embrace.

“ 1 swear that is a villamn who deceives such a loving creature
ag that,” said Pen

Blanche laid down the handkerchief, and put hand No 2
softly on Foker’s head, which was bent down kissing and weep-
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ing over hand No. 1. “Foolish boy,” she said, “1t shall be
loved as 1t deserves: who could help loving such a silly
creature? ”

And at this moment Frank Clavering broke m upon the
sentimental trio,

“1I say, Pendennis,” he said.

“ Well, Frank!”

“ The man wants to be paid, and go back. He’s had some
beer.”

“T'll go back with hum,” cried Pen  ““ Good-bye, Blanche
God bless you, Foker, old friend You know neither of you
wants me here ” He longed to be off that mstant.

¢ Stay—I must say one word to you One word in private,
if you please,” Blanche saxd  “ You can trust us together, can’t
you—Henry? ” The tone in which the word Henry was spoken,
and the appeal, ravished Foker with delight ¢ Trust you'”
said he, ‘“ Oh, who wouldn’t trust you! Come along, Franky,
my boy,”

“ Let’s have a cigar,” said Frank, as they went mnto the hall.

“ She don’t hke 1t,” said Foker gently.

“ Law bless you—she don’t mind. Pendenmis used to smoke
regular,” said the candid youth.

It was but a short word I had to say,” said Blanche to Pen,
with great calm, when they were alone. “ You never loved
me, Mr. Pendennis.”

“T told you how much,” said Arthur. “I never deceived
you.”

“I suppose you will go back and marry Laura,” contmnued
Blanche.

“ Was that what you bad to say? ” said Pen.

“ You are gomng to her this very night, I am sure of 1it. There
is no denymg 1t You never cared for me.”

“ Et vous ?”

“ Et mos, c'est différent, 1 have been spoilt early [ cannot
live out of the world, out of excitement I could have done so,
but it 15 too late. If I cannot have emotions I must have the
world You would offer me neither one nor the other Vou
are blasé 1 everything, even m ambition. You had a career
before you, and you would not take 1t. You give 1t up*for
what?—for a béiise, for an absurd scruple.  Why would you not
have that seat, and be such a puritain 7 Why would you refuse
what is mine by night—by right, entendes-vous 7 7
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“ You know all, then? ” said Pen

“Only withm a month But I have suspected ever since
Baymouth—r'sinporie since when, Tt 15 not too late  He s as
if he had never been, and there 1s a position 1n the world before
youvyet Why not sitin Parhament, excrt your talent, and give
& place m the world to yourself, to your wife® I take celus-la
Hestbon  Ilestriche Il est—wous le connaisses antant que mot,
enfin . Think you that I would not pieler un homme gur forg
parler de mor? 1f the secret appears, I am 1ch d wllzons.
How does 1t affect me? It 15 not my fault. It will never
appear.”

“You will tell Harry everything, won’t you? ”

“ Je comprends  Vous refusez,” saxd Blanche savagely “}
will tell Harry at my own time, when we are married. You
will not betray me, will you? You, having a defenceless girl’s
secret, will not turn upon her and use 1t? S’ me plail dela
cacher, mon secrel ; pourguor le donmerar-je?  Je Pazme, mon
pawre pire, voyes-vous 7 1 would rather hive with that man
thau with you fades mtriguers of the world 1 must have
smotions—l m’en donne 1l m'éeril 11 éenit trés-bien, voyes-
gaus—comme un prrate—comme un Bohémien—comme un honme,
But for tlus T would have said to my mother—»Ma mire!
gulions ce liche mars, celle liche sociélé—retonsnons & mon pére.”

“ The pirate would have wearied you like the rest,” said Pen

“Ek! Il me faul des émotions,’ saxd Blanche Pen had
never seen her or known so much about her m all the years of
their intimacy as he saw &nd knew now: though he saw more
than existed in reality For this young lady was not able to
carry out any emotion to the full; but bad a sham enthusiasm,
» sham hatred, a sham love, a sham taste, a sham grief, each of
which flared and shone very vehemently for an nstant, but
subsided and gave place to the next sham emotion, -
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CHAPTER LXXIV
A CHAPIER OF MATCH-MAKIN':

Uron the platform at ‘funbridge, Pen tumed and fretted until
the arrival of the evening train to London, a {ull hali-hour,—
six hours 1t seemed to him; but even this immense mterval was
passed, the train arrived, the train sped on, the London hghts
came In view—a gentleman who forgot his carpet-bag n the
train, rushed at a cab, and said to the man, “Drive as hard
as you can go to Jermyn Street.” The cabman, although a
Hansom cabman, said “ Thank you ” for the graturty which was
put into his hand, and Pen ran up the stairs of the hotel to Lady
Rockmmster’s apartments Laura was alone m the drawmg-
room, reading, with a pale face, by the lamp. The pale face
looked up when Pen opened the door. May we follow him?
The great moments of hfe are but moments hike the others.
Your doom is spoken 1n a word or two A single look from the
eyes, a mere pressure of the hand, may decide 1t, or of the lips,
though they cannot speak.

When Lady Rockminster, who has had her after-dinner nap,
gets up and goes into her sitting-room, we may enter with her
Ladyship

“ Upon my word, young people!” are the first words she
gays, and her attendant makes wondering eyes over her shoulder,
And well may she say so, and well may the attendant cast
wondering eyes; for the young people are m an attitude, and
Pen m such a position as every young lady who reads this has
heard tell of, or has seen, or hopes, or at any rate deserves to see.

In a word, directly he entered the room, Pen went up to
Laura of the pale face, who had not time even to say, What,
back so soon? and seizing her out-stretched and trembling
hand just as she was rising from her chair, fell down on his knees
before her, and said quickly, ¢ I have seen her. She has engaged
herself to Harry Foker—and—and now, Laura?

The hand gives a pressuie—the eyes beam a reply-—the
quivermg hps answer, though speechless. Pen’s head smks
down m the girl’s lap, as he sobs out, “ Come and bless us, dear
mother!” and arms as tender as Helen’s once more enfold him,

In this juncture 1t 1s that Lady Rockminster comes m and
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says, “ Upon my word, young people! Beck! leave the room,
What do yow want poking your nose in here? ”

Pen starts up with looks of triumph, still holding Laura’s
hand “ She 1s consolng me for my musfortune, ma’am,” he
says.

}‘,‘What do you mean by kissing her hand? I don’t know
what you will be next domng ”

Pen kissed her ladyship’s “ I have been to Tunbndge,”
he says, “ and seen Miss Amory, and find on my arrival that—
that a villam has transplanted me m her affections,” he says,
with a tragedy air

“Is that all? Is that what you were whimpering on your
knees about?” says the old lady, growmg angry. “Vou
might have kept the news till to-morrow ”

“ Yes—another has superseded me,” goes on Pen, “but
why call hum villain? He 1s brave, he 1s constant, he 1s young,
he 1s wealthy, be 15 beautiful,”

 What stuff are you talking, sir? ” cried the old lady. * What
has happened? ”

“Miss Amory has plted me, and accepted Henry Foker,
Esqure I found her warbling ditties to him as he lay at her
feet, presents had been accepted, vows exchanged, these ten
days. Harry was old Mrs Planter’s rheumatism, which kept
dearest Laura out of the house He 15 the most constant and
generous of men He has promused the living of Logwood to
Lady Ann’s husband, and given her a splendid present on her
marriage; and he rushed to fling himself at Blanche’s feet the
mstant he found he was free.”

“ And so, as you can’t get Blanche, you put up with Laura:
15 that it, sir? 7 asked the old lady.

‘ He acted nobly,” Laura saad

“T acted as she bade me,” said Pen. “ Never mmnd how,
Lady Rockmnster- but to the best of my knowledge and power,
And if you mean that I am not worthy of Laura, I know 1it,
and pray Heaven to better me, and if the love and company
of the best and purest creature mn the world can do so, at least
I shall have these to help me.”

“ Hm, hm,” replied the old lady to this, looking with rather
an appeased arr at the young people. “ It 1s all very well, but
I should have preferred Bluebeard.”

And now Pen, to divert the conversation from a theme which
was growmg pamful to some parties present, bethought him
of hus nterview with Huxter n the morning, and of Fanny
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Bolton’s affairs, which he had forgotten under the wnmediate
pressure and excitement of his own. And he told the lades
how Huxter had elevated Fanny to the rank of wife, and what
terrors he was in respecting the arrival of his father He
described the scene with considerable humour, taking care to
dwell especially upon that part of 1t which concerned Fanny’s
coquetry and irrepressible desire of captivating mankmd, his
meaning bemng, “ You see, Laura, I was not so guilty m that
hittle affair; 1t was the girl who made love to me, and I whe
resisted  As I am no longer present, the httle siren practices
her arts and fascinations upon others Let that transaction
be forgotten m your mind, if you please, or visit me with a very
gentle punmishment for my error.”

Laura understood his meanmng under the eagerness of his
explanations ““ If you did any wrong, you repented, dear Pen,”
she said, “ and you know,” she added, with meaning eyes and
blushes, “ that I have no right to reproach you.”
73**Hm!” grumbled the old lady, ““I should have preferred
Sluebeard

“ The past 1s broken away  The morrow 1s before us I will
do my best to make your morrow happy, dear Laura,” Pen said.
His heart was humbled by the prospect of his happiness: 1t
stood awe-stricken mn the contemplation of her sweet goodness
and punity. He liked his wife better that she had owned to that
passing feeling for Warrington, and laid bare her generous heart
to him  And she—very likely she was thinking, “ How strange
it 15 that I ever should have cared for another; I am vexed
almost to think I care for him so little, am so little sorry that he
1s gone away. Oh, mn these past two months how I have
learned to love Arthur! I care about nothmng but Arthur;
my waking and sleeping thoughts are about him; he is never
absent from me. And to think that he 1s to be mine, mme!
and that I am to marry him, and not to be his servant, as I
expected to be only this morning, for I would have gone down
on my knees to Blanche to beg her to let me live with hum. And
now—Oh, 1t 1s too much. O mother! mother, that you were
here!” Indeed, she felt as if Helen were there—by her actually,
though mwvisibly A halo of happmess beamed from her. She
moved with a different step, and bloomed with a new beauty.
Arthur saw the change; and the old Lady Rockminster remarked
1t with her shrewd eyes.

“What a sly demure little wretch you have been,” she
whispered to Laura—while Pen, in great spirits, was laughmg,
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and tellimg his story about Huxter—‘‘ and how you have kept
your sccet!”

“ How are we to help the young couple? ” said Laura. Of
course Miss Laura felt an iterest in all young couples, as generous
lovers always love other lovers,

“ We must go and sce them,” said Pen

“Of course we must go and see them,” said Laura. «I
mtend to be very fond of Fanny  Let us go this mstant  Lady
Rockminster, may I have the carriage?’

“ Go now'—Why, you stupid creature, it 1s eleven o'clock
at mght M. and Mrs Huater have got theh nightcaps on,
I dare say  And it 15 time for you to go now  Good-night,
Mr, Pendennis ”

Arthur and Laura begged fo1 ten minutes mote,

“We will go to-morrow moinmg, then. I will come and
fetch you with Martha.”

“ An earl’s coronet,” said Pen, who, no doubt, was pleased
himself, “ will have a great effect m Lamb Court and Smuth-
field. Stay—ILady Rockmunster; will you jomn us mn a httle
conspiracy ?

“ How do you mean conspiracy, young man? ”

“Will you please to be a Iittle 1ll to-morrow; and when old
Mr Huxter artives, will you let me call him m? If he 15 put
into a good humour at the notion of attending a baronet i the
country, what mfluence won’t a countess have on him?  When
he 15 softened—when he 1s quite ripe, we will break the secret
upon him, bring m the young people, extoit the paternal
benediction, and finish the comedy.”

“ A parcel of stuff,” said the old lady. ‘‘ Take your hat, sir
Come away, miss There—my head 15 turned another way.
Good-night, young people.” And who knows but the old lady
thought of her own early days as she went away on Laura’s
arm, nodding her head, and humming to herself?

With the early morning came Laura and Martha, according
to appomtment; and the desired sensation was, let us hope,
effected 1 Lamb Court, whence the three procceded to wait
upon Mr. and Mrs, Samuel Huxter, at thei residence m Charter-
house Lane.

The two ladies looked at each other with great mterest, and
not a little emolion on Fanny’s part. She had not seen her
‘“ guardian ” as she was pleased to call Pen m consequence of hus
bequest, since the event had occurred which had united her to
M1 Huxter,
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“ Samuel told me how kind you had been,” she said  “ You
were always very kind, Mr Pendenmis  And—and I hope your
fiiend 1s better, who was took ill mn Shepherd’s Inn, ma’am,”

“ My name 1s Laura,” said the other, with a blush, “Tam—
-—that 1s, I was,—that 15, I am Arthur’s sister- and we shall
always love you for being so good to hum when he wasill And
when we live in the country, I hope we shall see each other, And
I shall be alwuays happy to hear of your happness, Fanny.”

“ We are gomg to do what you and Huxter have done, Fanny.
—Where 15 Huxter? What mice snug lodgings you've gotl
What a pretty cat!”

While Fanny is answering these questions m reply to Pen,
Laura says to herself—‘ Well, now really! 1s ths the creatuie
about whom we were all so frightened? What could he see in
her? She’s a homely little thing, but such manners! Well,
she was very kind to him,—Dbless her for that ”

Mr. Samuel had gone out to meet his Pa. Mrs. Huxter said
that the old gentleman was to arrive that day at the Somerset
Cofire-Flouse 1 the Strand, and Fanny confessed that she was
n a sad tremor about the meeting. “If his parents cast hun
off, what are we to do? " she said.  “ I shall never pardon myself
for bringmg ruing on my ’usband’s 'ead  You raust mntercede
for us, Mr Arthur. If mortal man can, you can bend and
influence Mr 'Uxter senior.” Fanny still regarded Pen 1n the
light of a superior being, that was evident No doubt Arthur
thought of the past, as he marked the solemn little tragedy-airs,
and looks, the little ways, the little trepidations, vanities, of
the hittle bride. As soon as the mterview was over entered
Messrs. Linton and Blades, who came, of course, to visit Huxter,
and brought with them a fine fragrance of tobacco They had
watched the carriage at the baker’s door, and remarked the
coronet with awe They asked of Fanny who was that un-
commonly heavy swell who had just driven off? and pro-
nounced the Countess to be the right sort. And when they
heard that 1t was Mr. Pendennis and his sister, they remarked
that Pen’s father was only a sawbones; and that he gave himselt
confounded awrs, they had been m Huxter’s company on the
might of tus little altercation with Pen i the Back Kitchen.

Returning homewards through Fleet Street, and as Laura
was Just stating, to Pen’s infinite amusement, that Fanny wag
very well, but that really there was no beauty m her,—there
might be, but she could not see it,—as they were locked near
Temple Bar, they saw young Huxter returning to his bride.
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“ Her Ladyship 1s not very well, and when I heard that you
were coming to town, I strongly urged her to see you, Mr
Huxter,” Pen said. Old Huxter felt, if he had a hundred votes
for Clavering, he would give them all to Pen.

“ There 1s an old friend of yours in the carriage—a Clavermng
lady too—will you come out and speak to her? ” asked Pen.
The old surgeon was delighted to speak to a coroneted carriage
m the midst of the full Strand he ran out bowmng and smiling,
Huxter junior, dodging about the district, beheld the meeting
between his father and Laura, saw the latter put out her hand,
and presently, after a little colloquy with Pen, beheld tus father
actually jump mto the cainage, and drive away with Miss Bell

There was no room for Arthur, who came back, laughing, to
the young surgeon, and told hum whither his parent was bound
During the whole of the journey, that artful Laura coaxed, and
wheedled, and cajoled him so adroitly, that the old gentleman
would have granted her anything; and Lady Rockminster
achieved the victory over him by complimenting hum on his
skill, and professing her anxiety to consult him What were
her Ladyship’s symptoms? Should he meet her Ladyship’s
usual medical attendant? Mr Jones was called out of town?
He should be delighted to devote his very best energies and
experience to her Ladyship’s service

He was so charmed with hus patient, that he wrote home
about her to his wife and family; he talked of nothing but Lady
Rockminster to Samuel, when that youth came to partake of
beef-steak and oyster-sauce, and accompany his parent to the
play There was a simple grandeur, a polite urbanity, a high-
bred grace about her Ladyship, which he had never witnessed
m any woman Her symptoms did not seem alarming he had
prescribed—Spir. Ammon* Aromat: with a little Spir. Menth-
Pip: and orange-flower, which would be all that was necessary.

“ Miss Bell seemed to be on the most confidential and affec-
tionate footing with her Ladyship. She was about to form a
matrimonial connection. All young people ought to marry.
Such were her Ladyship’s words, and the Countess con-
descended to ask respecting my own family, and I mentioned
you by name to her Ladyship, Sam, my boy T shall look i
to-morrow, when, if the remedies which I have prescribed for
her Ladyship have had the effect which I anticipate, I shall
probably follow them up by a httle Spir: Lavend: Comp —
and so set my noble patient up. What 1s the theatre which 1s
most frequented by the—by the higher classes in town, hey,
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Sam? and to what amuscment will you take an old country
doctor to-night, hey, sir? ”

On the next day, when Mr Huxter called m Jermyn Street
at twelve o’clock, Lady Rockminster had not yet left her 10om,
but Miss Bell and Mr Pendennis were in waiting to receive him,
Lady Rockminster had had a most comfortable might, and was
getting on as well as possible How had Mr Huxter amused
humself? at the theatre? with his son? What a capifal piece
1t was, and how charmingly Mrs O’Leary locked and sang 1t!
and what a good fellow young Huxter was! liked by everybody,
an honour to his profession  He has not his father’s mannets,
I grant you, or that old-world tone which 1s passing away from
us, but a more excellent, sterling fellow never lived. ““ He
ought to practise mn the country whatever you do, sir,” said
Arthur  ** He ought to marry—other people are going to do
sn—and settle ”

“ The very words that her Ladyship used yesterday, Mr,
Pendennis  He ought to marry. Sam should marry, sir.”

“ The town 15 full of temptations, sir,” continued Pen. The
old gentleman thought of that houri, Mrs. O’'Leary

“ There 15 no better safeguard for a young man than an early
marriage with an honest affectionate creature.”

“ No better, gir, no better ”

* And love 1s better than money, 1sn’t 1t? ”

“ Indeed 1t 15,” said Miss Bell

“ I agree with so fair an authority,” said the old gentleman,
wth a bow.

‘“ And—and suppose, sir,” Pen said, ““ that I had a piece of
news to communmncate to you.”

“ God bless my soul, Mr Pendenmis; what do you mean?”
asked the old gentleman

“ Suppose I had to tell you that a young man, carried away
by an wresistible passion for an admirable and most virtuous
young creature—whom everybody falls m love with—had con-
sulted the dictates of reason and his heart, and had married.
Suppose I were to tell you that that man 1s my friend; that
our excellent, our truly noble friend, the Countess Dowager of
Rockmunster, is truly mterested about him (and you may fancy
what a young man can do m hfe when THAT family 15 mterested
for him); suppose I were to tell you that you know him—that
he 1s here—that he is "

“Sam marrted! God bless my soul, sir, you don’t mean
that? ”
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‘“ And to such a nice creature, dear Mr Huxter ”

“ Her Ladyship 1s charmed with her,” said Pen, telling almost
the first fib which he has told m the course of this story.

“Married! the rascal, 1s he? ” thought the old gentleman

“ They will do 1t, sir,” said Pen, and went and opened the
door

Mr and Mrs Samuel Huxter issued thence, and both camc
and knelt down before the old gentleman. The kneeling Iittle
Fanny found favour m his sight. There sust have been some-
thing attractive about her, n spite of Laura’s opinion,

“ Will never do so any more, sir,” said Sam

“ Get up, su,” said Mi. Huxter., And they got up, and
Fanny came a little nearer and a hittle nearer still, and looked
w0 pretty and pitiful, that somehow Mr Huxter found humself
kissing the httle crymng-laughing thing, and feeling as i he
Irked 1t.

“ What’s your name, my dear? ” he said, after a minute ot
this sport.

“ Fanny, papa,” said Mrs. Samuel

CHAPTER LXXV
EXEUNT OMNES

Our characters are all a month older than they were when the
last-described adventures and conversations occurred, and &
great number of the personages of our story have chanced to
re-assemble at the little country town where we were first intro-
duced to them Frederic Lightfoot, formerly maitre-d’hdtel m
the service of Sir Francis Clavering, of Clavering Park, Bart,
has begged leave to mform the nobility and gentry of —shue
that he has taken that well-known and comfortable hotel, the
“ Clavering Arms,” m Clavering, where he hopes for the con-
tinued patronage of the gentlemen and families of the county
“Tius ancient and well-established house,” Mr Lightfoot’s
manifesto states, “ has been repared and decorated n a style
of the greatest comfort. Gentlemen hunting with the Dumpling-
beare hounds will find excellent stabling and loose boxes for
horses at the ‘ Clavelng Arms.” A commodious billiaid-room
has been attached io the hotel, and the cellars have been
furnished with the choiwces wines and spints, selected, without
regard to expense, by F. L Commercial gentlemen will find
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the ¢ Clavering Arms’ a most comfortable place of resort: and
the scale of charges has been regulated for all, so as to meet
the economical spirit of the present times ”

Indeed, there 1s a considerable air of hiveliness about the old
mn  The Clavering arms have been splendidly repainted over
the gateway The coffee-room windows are bright and fresh,
and decorated with Christmas holly, the magistrates have met
m petty sessions m the card-room of the Old Assembly The
farmers’ ordinary 1s held as of old, and frequented by mcreased
numbers, who are pleased with Mrs Iaghtfoot’s cussine Her
Indian curres and mulhgatawny soup are especially popular.
Major Stokes, the respected tenant of Fairoaks Cottage, Captain
Glanders, H. P, and other resident gentry, have pronounced
n therr favour, and have partaken of them more than once, both
in private and at the dinner of the Clavering Institute, attendant
on the mcorporation of the reading-room, and when the chief
inhabitants of that flourishing hittle town met together and did
justice to the hostess’s excellent cheer. The chair was taken by
Sir Francis Clavering, Bart , supported by the esteemed rector,
Dr. Portman; the vice-chair bemng ably filled by — Barker,
Esq. (supported by the Rev. J. Sumcoe and the Rev. S Jowls),
the enterprising head of the ribbon factory mn Clavermg, and
chief director of the Clavering and Chatteris Branch of the
Great Western Railway, which will be opened 1n another year,
and upon the works of which the engineers and workmen are
now busily engaged.

“ An mteresting event which 1s likely to take place m the
hfe of our talented townsman, Arthur Pendenmis, Esq., has,
we understand, caused him to relinquish the intentions which
he had of offering himself as a candidate for our borough: and
rumour whispers ” (says the Chatierss Champron, Clavering
Agriculturist, and Baymouth Fisherman,—that mdependent
county paper, so distingwshed for its unswerving principles
and loyalty to the Bntish oak, and so ehgible 2 medwm for
advertisements)—*‘ rumour states,” says the C. C., C. 4., and
B, F., “ that should Sir Francis Clavering’s failing health oblige
him to relinquish his seat in Parbament, he will vacate 1t
favour of a young gentleman of colossal fortune and related
to the highest anstocracy of the empire, who 1s about to contract
a matrimomal alliance with an accomplished and lovely lady,
connected by the nearest ties with the respected family at
Clavermg Park. Lady Clavermg and Miss Amory have arrived
at the Park for the Christmas holidays; and we understand that
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a large number of the aristocracy are expected, and that festivi-
ties of a pecuharly mnteresting nature will take place there at
the commencement of the new year ”

The ingenious reader will be enabled, by the help of the above
announcement, to understand what has taken place during the
Iittle break which has occurred m our narrative Although
Lady Rockminster grumbled a hittle at Laura’s preference for
Pendennis over Bluebeard, those who are aware of the latter’s
secret will understand that the young girl could make no other
choice, and the kind old lady who had constituted herself Miss
Bell’s guardian was not 1ll pleased that she was to fulfil the great
purpose 1n hife of young ladies and marry She mformed her
maid of the interesting event that very might, and of course
Mrs Beck, who was perfectly aware of every single circumstance,
and kept by Martha, of Fairoaks, in the fullest knowledge of
what was passing, was unmensely surprised and delighted
“ Mr Pendennis’s mcome 1s so much, the railroad will ge
him so much more, he states; Miss Bell has so much, and may
probably have a little more one day For persons m ther
degree, they will be able to manage very well And I shall
speak to my nephew Pynsent, who I suspect was once rather
attached to her,—but of course that was out of the question ”
(“ Oh! of course, my Lady, I should think so mdeed!”)—
“ not that you know anything whatever about 1t, or have any
busimness to think at all on the subject,—I shall speak to George
Pynsent, who 1s now Chief Secretary of the Tape and Sealing-
Wax Office, and have Mr. Pendenmis made something And,
Beck, m the morning you will carry down my complments
to Major Pendennis, and say that I shall pay him a visit at one
o’clock  Yes,” muttered the old lady, “ the Major must be
reconciled, and he must leave his fortune to Laura’s children ”

Accordingly, at one o’clock, the Dowager Lady Rockmimster
appeared at Major Pendenms’s, who was debghted, as may
be imagmed, to receive so noble a visitor  The Major had been
prepared, if not for the news which her Ladyship was about to
give him, at least with the mtelhigence that Pen’s marnage with
Miss Amory was broken off The young gentleman bethinking
him of his uncle, for the first time that day it must be owned,
and meeting his new servant i the hall of the hotel, asked after
the Major’s health from Mr Frosch, and then went mto the
coffee-room of the hotel, where he wrote a half-dozen hnes to
acquamnt his guardian with what had occurred  * Dear Uncle,”
he said, “1if there has been any question between us, 1t 15 over
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now 1 went to Tunbridge Wells yesterday, and found tha:
somebody else had carried off the prize about which we were
hesitating  Miss A, without any compunction for me, has
bestowed herself upon Harry Foker, with his fifteen thousand
a year. I came m suddenly upon their loves, and found and
left him i possession

“ And you'll be glad to hear, Tatham writes me that he has
sold tluee of my fields at Fanoaks to the Railroad Company, at
a great figure I will tell you this, and more when we meet;
and am always your affectionate—A P.”

“1 think I am aware of what you were about to tell me,”
the Major said, with a most courtly smile and bow to Pen's
ambassadress  “ It was a very great kindness of your Lady-
ship to think of bringing me the news. How well you look!
How very good you aie! How very kind you have always been
to that young man!”

“ It was for the sake of lus uncle,” said Lady Rockminster,
most politely

‘““He has mformed me of the state of affairs, and written
me a nice note,—yes, a nice note,” contnued the old gentle-
man, “and I find he has had an ncrease to his fortune,~—yes,
and, all things considered I, don’t much regret that this affarr
with Miss Amory 1s manquée, though I wished tor 1t once,~—mn
fact, all things considered, I am very glad of 1t ”

“We must console humn, Major Pendennis,” contimnued the
lady, “ we must get him a wife.””  The truth then came across
the Major’s mind, and he saw for what purpose Lady Rock-
minster had chosen to assume the office of ambassadress.

It 15 not necessary to enter mto the conversation which
ensued, or to tell at any length how her Ladyship concluded a
negotiation, which, i truth, was tolerably easy There could
be no reason why Pen should not marry according to s own
and his mother’s wish and as for Lady Rockminster, she sup-
ported the marrage by mtimations which had very great weight
with the Major, but of which we shall say nothing, as her Lady-
ship (now, of course, much advanced in years) 15 still ahve,
and the fammly might be angry; and, in fine, the old gentleman
was quite overcome by the determimed graciousness of the lady,
and her fondness for Laura. Nothing, mdeed, could be more
bland and kmd than Lady Rockmmster’s whole demeanour,
except for one moment when the Major talked about lus boy
throwing himself away, at which her Ladyship broke out into
a little speech, m which she made the Major understand, what
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poor Pen and his friends acknowledged very humbly, that
Laura was a thousand times too good for him. Laura was
fit to be the wife of a king,—JLaura was a paragon of virtue and
excellence. And 1t must be said, that when Major Pendennis
found that a lady of the rank of the Countess of Rockmmster
sertously admired Miss Bell, he mnstantly began to admire her
himself.

So that when Heir Frosch was requested to walk upstaurs
to Lady Rockmimster’s apartments, and mnform Miss Bell and
Mr Arthur Pendenms that the Major would receive them, and
Laura appeared blushing and happy as she hung on Pen’s
arm, the Major gave a shaky hand to one and the other, with no
affected emotion and cordiality, and then went through another
salutation to Laura, which caused her to blush still more.
Happy blushes! bright eyes beaming with the hght of lovel
The story-teller turns from this group to his young audience,
and hopes that one day their eyes may all shine so,

Pen having retreated mn the most friendly manner, and the
lovely Blanche having bestowed her young affections upon a
blushing bridegroom with fifteen thousand a year, there was
such an outbreak of happiness in Lady Clavering’s heart and
family as the good Begum had not known for many a year,
and she and Blanche were on the most delightful terms of
cordiality and affection The ardent Foker pressed onwards
the happy day, and was as anxious as might be expected to
abridge the period of mourning which should put him i pos-
sesston of so many charms and amiable qualities, of which he
had been only, as it were, the hewr-apparent, not the actual
owner, until then. The gentle Blanche, everything that her
affianced lord could desire, was not averse to gratify the wishes
of her fond Henry. Lady Clavering came up from Tunbridge.
Milliners and jewellers were set to work and engaged to prepare
the delightful paraphernaha of Hymen Lady Claverig was
in such a good humour, that Sir Francis even benefited by 1,
and such a reconciliation was effected between this pair, that
Sir Francis came to London, sate at the head of his own table
once more, and appeared tolerably flush of money at his bilhard-
rooms and gambling-houses agam. One day, when Major
Pendennis and Arthur went to dine m Grosvenor Place, they
found an old acquamtance established in the quality of major-
domo, and the gentleman 1n black, who, with perfect pohteness
and gravity, offered them their choice of sweet or dry champagne,
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was no other than Mr. James Morgan The Chevalier Strong
was one of the party, he was in high spirits and condition, and
entertamned the company with accounts of his amusements
abroad

“It was my Lady who mnvited me,” said Strong to Arthur
under his voice—* that fellow Morgan looked as black as thunder
when I came m. He 1s about no good here. I will go away first,
and wait tor you and Major Pendennis at Hyde Park Gate ”

Mr Morgan helped Major Pendennis to his great-coat when
he was quitting the house; and muttered something about
having accepted a temporary engagement with the Clavering
famal

“ thave got a paper of yours, Mr Morgan,” said the old
gentleman

“ Which you can show, if you please, to Sir Francis, sir, and
perfectly welcome,” said Mr. Morgan, with downcast eyes
“ I'm very much oblged to you, Major Pendenmis, and if I can
pay you for all your kindness, I wall ”

Arthur overheard the sentence, and seeing the look of hatred
which accompanied 1t, suddenly cried out that he had forgotten
hus handkerchief, and ran upstairs to the drawing-room  Foker
was still there: still hngering about his siren  Pen gave the
siren a look full of meaning, and we suppose that the siren
understood meaning looks, for when, after finding the veracious
handkerchief of which he came mn quest, he once more went
out, the swen, with a laughing voice, said, “ O Arthur—M:
Pendenmis—I want you to tell dear Laura something! ”” and she
came out to the door.

“ What 1s 1t? ” she asked, shutting the door.

“ Have you told Harry? Do you know that villain Morgan
knows all? ”

“ I know 1t,” she said.

“ Have you told Harry? ”

“ No, no,” she said. “ You won’t betray me? ”

¢ Morgan will,” said Pen.

“No, he won’t,” said Blanche. “I have promised him—
wunporte. Wait until after our marriage.—Oh, until after our
marriage.—Oh, how wretched I am!” said the gul, who had
been all smiles, and grace, and gaiety during the evening.

Arthur said, “ I beg and implore you to tell Harry, Tell hum
now. It s no fault of yours. He will pardon you anything.
Tell him to-nmght.”

“And give her this—II est li—with my love, please; and 1
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beg your pardon for calling you back, and if she will be at
Madame Crinoline’s at half-past three, and if Lady Rockmunster
can spare her, I should so like to drive with her in the Park:”
and she went m, singing, and kissing her Iittle hand, as Morgan
the velvet-tooted came up the carpeted stair.

Pen heard Blanche’s piano breaking out mto briliant music
15 he went down to jomn lus uncle, and they walked away
ogether. Arthur briefly told hym what he had done. “ What
was to be done? ” he asked

“What 1s to be done, begad?” said the old gentleman
“ What 1s to be done but to leave it alone? Begad, let us be
thanktul,” said the old fellow, with a shudder, “ that we are
out of the business, and leave 1t to those it concerns

T hope to Heaven she’ll tell um,” said Pen,

“ Begad, she’ll take her own course,” said the old man.
“ Miss Amory 1s a dev’lish widewake girl, sir, and must play her
own cards; and I'm doosid glad you are out of 1t—doosid glad,
begad Who's this smoking? Oh, 1t’s Mr. Strong agam. He
wants to put in kzs oar, I suppose, I tell you, don’t meddle in
the busmess, Arthur,” -

Strong began once or twice, as if to converse upon the subject,
but the Major would not hear a word. He remarked on the
moonhght on Apsley House, the weather, the cabstands—any-
thing but that subject e bowed stiffly to Strong, and clung
to his nephew’s arm, as he turned down St. James’s Street, and
again cautioned Pen to leave the affair alone ““ It had like to
ha:»ée cost you so much, sir, that you may take my advice,” he
said.

When Arthur came out of the hotel, Strong’s cloak and cigar
were visible a few doors off  The jolly Chevalier laughed as they
met “Tam an old sohder, too,” he said. I wanted to talk
to you, Pendenmts. I have heard of all that has happened, and
all the chops and changes that have taken place during my
abseace. I congratulate you on your marriage, and I congratu-
late you on your escape to0,—you understand me. It was not
my bus:ness to speak, but I know thus, that a certamn party 1s as
arrant a httle—well—well, never mind what. You acted like
a man and a trump, and are well out of it

““I have no reason to complam,” said Pen. “TI went back
to beg and entreat poor Blanche to tell Foker all- I hope, for
her sake, she will, but I fear not. There 15 but one poley,
Strong, there 15 but one.”

“ And lucky he that can stick to 1it,” said the Chevalier.
I1—N 426
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“That rascal Morgan means mischief. He has been lurking
about our Chambers for the last two months: he has found
out that poor mad devil Amory’s secret. He has been trying to
discover where he was. he has been pumping Mr Bolton, and
making old Costigan drunk several times. He bribed the Inn
porter to tell hun when we came back and he has got mnto
Clavering’s service on the strength of his information  He will
get very good pay for it, mark my words, the villam,”

“ Where 1s Amory? ” asked Pen.

“ At Boulogne, I beheve. I left him there, and warned him
not to come back I have broken with him, after a desperate
quarrel, such as one might have expected with such a madman
And I’'m glad to think that he 1s 1n my debt now, and that I have
been the means of keeping him out of more harms than one »

‘“ He has lost all lus winmings, I suppose? ** said Pen

“No: he 1s rather better than when he went away, or was a
fortnight ago He had extraordinary luck at Baden- broke
the bank several nights, and was the fable of the place, He
liéd himself there with a fellow by the name of Bloundell, who
gathered about him a society of all sorts of sharpers, male and
female, Russians, Germans, French, English. Amory got so
msolent, that I was obliged to thrash him one day, within an
mch of his ife. T could’nt help myself, the fellow has plenty of
pluck, and I had nothing for it but to hut out.”

“ And did he call you out? ”” said Pen.

‘ You think if I had shot him I should have done nobody any
harm? No, sir: I waited for his challenge, but 1t never came.
and the next tihe I met him he begged my pardon, and said,
¢ Strong, I beg your pardon, you whopped me and you served
me night” I shook hands: but I couldn’t live with him after
that. I paid him what I owed him the mght before,” said
Stiong with a blush. “I pawned everything to pay him, and
then I went with my last ten florms, and had a shy at the
roulette. If I had lost, I should have let him shoot me in the
morning. Iwas weary of my hife. By Jove, sir, 1sn’t it a shame
that a man like me, who may have had a few bills out, but who
never deserted a friend, or did any unfair action, shouldn’t be
able to turn his hand to anything to get bread? I made a good
might, sir, at rouletle, and I've done with that. I’m gong nto
the wine business. My wife’s relations live at Cadiz I intend
to bring over Spanish wine and hams, there’s a fortune to be
made by it, sir,—a fortune.—Here’s my card. Jf you want
any sherry or hams, recollect Ned Strong 1s your man.” And
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the Chevalier pulled out a handsome card, stating that Strong
& Company, Shepherd’s Inn, were sole agents for the celebrated
Diamond Manzamlla of the Duke of Garbanzos, Grandee of
Spam of the First Class; and of the famous Toboso hams, fed
on acorns only 1n the country of Don Quixote. * Come and
taste ’em, sir,—come and try ’em at my Chambers. You see,
T’ve an eye to business, and by Jove this time I'll succeed

Pen laughed as he took the card “I don’t know whether
I shall be allowed to go to bachelor’s parties,” he said. * You
know I am going to "——

“ But you must have sherry, st~ You must have sherry.”

“I will have it from you, depend on 1it,” said the other.
“ And I think you are very well out of your other partnership —
That worthy Altamont and his daughter correspond, I hear,”
Pen added after a pause.

“Yes, she wrote hum the longest rigmarole letters, that I
used to read: the sly Iittle devil, and he answered under cover
to Mrs Bonner. He was for carrying her off the first day or
two, and nothing would content him but having back his child
But she didn’t want to come, as you may fancy; and he was
not very eager about 1t.” Here the Chevalier burst out m a
Jaugh “ Why, sir, do you know what was the cause of our
quarrel and boxing-match? There was a certamn widow at
Baden, a Madame la Baronne de la Cruche-cassée, who was
not much better than himself, and whom the scoundrel wanted
to marry; and would, but that I told her he was married
already I don’t think that she was much better than he was
I saw her on the pier at Boulogne the day I came to England.”

And now we have brought up our narrative to the pomt
whither the announcement in the Chatteris Champion had already
conducted us.

It wanted but very very few days before that bhissful one when
Foker should call Blanche his own, the Clavering folks had all
pressed to see the most splendid new crariage n the whole world
which was standing m the coach-house at the “ Clavermg Arms,”
and shown, m grateful return for drnink, commonly, by Mr.
Foker’s head coachman Madame Fribsby was occupied n
makmg some lovely dresses for the tenants’ daughters, who
were to figure as a sort of bridesmaids’ chorus at the breakfast
and marnage ceremony And immense festivities were to take
place at the Park upon this dehghtful occasion,

“ Yes, Mr. Huxter, yes, a happy tenantry, its country’s
pride, will assemble m the baronial hall, where the beards will
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wag all  The ox shall be slam, and the cup they’ll dramn; ang
the bells shall peal quite genteel, and my father-in-law, with
the tear of sensibility bedewing his eye, shall bless us at his
baronial porch ~ That shall be the order of proceedmgs, I think,
Mr Huxter, and I hope we shall see you and your lovely bride
by her husband’s side,—and what will you please to dnnk, sir?
Mrs. Lightfoot, madam, you will give to my excellent friend
and body-surgeon, Mr Huxter, Mr Samuel Huxter, MRCS,
every refreshment that your hostel affords, and place the festive
amount to my account, and, Mr Lightfoot, sir, what will you
take? though you’ve had enough already, I think, ves, ha.”

So spoke Harry Foker, i the bar of the “ Claveung Arms "
He had apartments at that hotel, and had gathered a circle of
friends round hum there He treated all to drink who came
He was hail-fellow with every man He was so happy! He
danced round Madame Fribsby, Mrs. Lightfoot’s great ally, as
she sate pensive in the bar. He consoled Mrs, Lightfoot, who
had already begun to have causes of matrimonial disquiet, for
the truth must be told, that young Lightfoot, having now the
full command of the cellar, had none over his own unbuidled
desires, and was tippling and tipsy from morning till night,
And a piteous sight 1t was for hus fond wife to behold the big
youth reeling about the yard and coftee-100om, or dimnking with
the farmers and tradesmen his own neat wines and carefully
selected stock of spinits

When he could find tume, Mr Morgan the butler came from
the Park, and took a glass at the expense of the landlord of
the “Clavermg Arms.” He watched poor Lightfoot’s tipsy
vagaies with savage sneers. Mrs, Lightfoot felt always doubly
uncomfortable when her unhappy spouse was under his com-
rade’s eye. But a few months married, and to think he had got
to this! Madame Fribsby could feel for her. Madame Fribsby
could tell her stories of men every bit as bad  She had had her
own woes too, and her sad experience of men. So 1t 1s, that
nobody seems happy altogether, and that there’s Litters, as
Mr. Foker remarked, m the cup of every man’s Iife  And yet
there did not seem to be any m s, the honest young fellow!
It was brimming over with happmess and good-humour.

Mr. Morgan was constant m his attentions to Foker “ And
yet I don't hike him somehow,” said the candid young man to
Mrs. Iightloot. “ He always seems as if he was measuring me
for my coffin somehow  Pa-in-law’s ahaid of him; pa-ir law’s
a~hem| never mind, but ma i-law’s a trump, Mrs. Lighttoot.”
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“Indeed my Lady was,”” and Mrs Lightfoot owned, with a
sigh, that perhaps 1t had been better for her had she never left
her mistress

“No, I do not like thee, Dr. Fell the reason why I cannot
tell,” continued Mr Foker, *and he wants to be taken as my
head man Blanche wants me to take him Why does Mg
Amory like him so? ”

“Did Miss Blanche like him so? ” The notion seemed to
disturb Mrs Iaghtfoot very much, and there came to this
worthy landlady another cause for disturbance. A letter,
bearing the Boulogne postmark, was biought to her one morning,
and she and her husband were quarrelling over 1t as Foker passed
down the stairs by the bar, on hus way to the Park. His custom
was to breakfast there, and bask awhile m the presence of
Armida, then, as the company of Clavering tired him exceed-
ingly, and he did not care for sporting, he would return for an
hour or two to bilhards and the society of the “ Claverng Arms,”
then 1t would be time to ride with Miss Amory, and, after dining
with her, he left her and returned modestly to his inn.

Lightfoot and lus wife were quarrellng over the letter
What was that letter from abroad? Why was she always having
letters from abroad? Who wrote ’em?P—he would know. He
didn’t beheve 1t was her brother, It was no busmess of hus!
It was a business of hus, and, with a curse, he seized hold of lus
wife, and dashed at her pocket for the letter

The poor woman gave & scream, and said, “ Well, take 1t.”
Just as her husband seized on the lette1, and Mr, Foker entered
at the door, she gave another scream at seemng him, and once
more tried to seize the paper. ILightfoot opened it, shaking
her away, and an enclosure dropped down on the breakfast-
table,

“ Hands off, man ahvel” cried httle Harry, springmg m
“Don’t lay hands on a woman, sir. The man that lays lus
hand upon a woman, save m the way of kindness, 15 a—-
Hallo? 1t’s a letter for Miss Amory. What’s thus, Mrs.
Lightfoot? ”

Mrs. Lightfoot began m piteous tones of repioach to her
husband,—* You unmanly fellow! to treat a woman so who
took you off the street. Oh, you coward, to lay your hand
upon your wifel Why did I marry you? Why did I leave
my Lady for you? Why did I spend eight hundred pound
fitting up this house that you mught drink and guzzle? ”

“ She gets letters, and she won’t tell me who writes letters,”
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said Mr Lightfoot, with a muzzy vowce, “1t’s a family affair,
sir. Wil you take anything, sir? ”’

“T will take this letter to Miss Amory, as I am gomng to the
Park,” said Foker, turning very pale, and taking 1t up from the
table, which was arranged for the poor landlady’s breakfast,
he went away

“ He’s comm’—dammy, who’s a-commn’? Who's J A, Mrs
Lightfoot—curse me, who’s J A ? ” cried the husband

Mrs. Lightfoot cried out, *“ Be quiet, you tipsy brute, dol”
—and runmng to her bonnet and shawl, threw them on, saw
Mr. Foker walking down the street, took the by-lane which
skarts 1t, and ran as quickly as she could to the lodge-gate,
Clavering Park, Foker saw a running figure before him, but 1t
was lost when he got to the lodge-gate. He stopped and asked,
“Who was that who had just come n? Mrs Bonner, was 1t ”
He reeled almost mn hus walk the trees swam before him. He
rested once or twice aganst the trunks of the naked limes

Lady Clavering was m the breakfast-room with her son, and
her husband yawning over his paper. “ Good morning, Harry,”
said the Begum  “ Here’s letters, lots of letters, Lady Rock-
munster will be here on Tuesday mstead of Monday, and Arthur
and the Major come to-day; and Laura 1s to go to Doctor
Portman’s and come to church from there: and—what's the
matter, my dear? What makes you so pale, Harry? ”

“ Where 1s Blanche? ” asked Harry, mn a sickening voice—
“not down yet? ”

“ Blanche 15 always the last,” said the boy, eating muffins,
“she’s a regular dawdle, she 1s.  When you’re not here, she lays
m bed till lunch-time.”

“ Be quiet, Frank,” said the mother.

Blanche came down presently, looking pale, and with rather
an eager look towards Foker, then she advanced and kissed
her mother, and had a face beammg with her very best smiles
on when she greeted Harry.

‘ How do you do, sir? ” she said, and put out both her hands,

“I'm 1ill,” answered Harry. “I—I've brought a letter for
you, Blanche.”

‘““ A letter, and from whom 1s 1t, pray? Voyons,” she said.

T don’t know—I should like to know,” said Foker.

“ How can I tell until I see 1t? ” asked Blanche,

‘“Has Mrs Bonner not told you? ” he said, with a shaking
voice. “There’s some secret, You give her the letter, Lady
Clavermmg.”
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Lady Clavering, wondermg, took the letter from poor Foker’s
shaking hand, and looked at the superscription. As she looked
at 1t, she too began to shake m every limb, and with a scared
face she dropped the letter, and runming up to Frank, clutched
the boy to her, and burst out with a sob—* Take that away—
1t’s impossible, 1t’s impossible

“ What 1s the matter? ” cried Blanche, with rather a ghastly
smile; ““ the letter 15 only from—from a poor pensioner and
relative of ours ”

“It’s not true, it’s not true,” screamed Lady Claverimg.
“ No, my Frank,—is 1t, Clavering? ”

Blanche had taken up the letter, and was moving with it
towards the fire, but Foker ran to her and clutched her arm —
“T must see that letter,” he said, “give it me. Vou shan’t
burn 1t.”

“ You—ryou shall not treat Miss Amory so m my house,”
cried the Baronet, “give back the letter, by Jove!”

“ Read it—and look at her,” Blanche cried, pomting to her
mother, “it—it was for her I kept the secret! Read 1t, cruel
man!”

And Foker opened and read the letter:—

1 have not wrote, my darling Bessy, this three weeks, but
this 1s to give her a father’s blessing, and I shall come down
pretty soon as quick as my note, and mtend to see the ceremony,
and my son-in-law. 1 shall put up at Bonner’s I have had a
pleasant autumn, and am staying here at an hotel where there
15 good company, and which 1s kep m good style I don’t know
whether I quite approve of your throwing over Mr P for Mr
F., and don’t think Foker’s suck a preity name, and from your
account of lum he seems a muff, and not a beauty But he has
got the rowdy, which 1s the thing. So no more, my dear little
Betsy, till we meet, from your affectionate father,

“J. AMoORY ALTAMONT.”

““Read 1t, Lady Clavering; 1t 1s too late to keep 1t from you
now,” said poor Foker, and the distracted woman, having cast
her eyes over 1t, again broke out into hysterical screams, and
convulsively grasped her son.

“ They have made an outcast of you, my boy,” she said.
“ They’ve dishonoured your old mother, but I'm mnocent,
Frank, before God, I'm mnocent, I didn’t know this, Mr,
Foker; indeed, indeed, I didn’t.”

11 426 +N
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“I'm sure you didn’t,” said Foker, going up and kissing her
hand

“ Generous, generous Harry,” cried out Blanche, m an
ecstasy  But he withdrew his hand which was upon /Zer side,
and turned from her with a quivering ip  * That’s different,”
he says

“It was for her sake—for her sake, Harry.” Agamn Miss
Amoty 15 m an attitude,

“ There was something to be done for mine,” said Foker
"1 would have taken you, whatever you were Everything’s
talked about m London I knew that your father had come
to—to grief. You don't think 1t was—it was for your connection
I married you? D——r1t alll I've loved you with all my heart
and soul for two years, and you've been playing with me, and
cheating me,” broke out the young man, with a ay “0
Blanche, Blanche, 1t’s a hard thing, a hard thmg!” and he
covered his face with his hands, and sobbed behind them.

Blanche thought, “ Why didn’t I tell hum that might when
Arthur warned me? ”

“‘ Don’t refuse her, Harry,” cried out Lady Claveiing. * Take
her, take everything I have It’s all hers, you know, at my
death. This boy's disinhented "—(Master Frank, who ha
been looking scared at the strange scene, here burst into a loud
cry.—* Take every shilling. Give me just enough to live, and
to go and lude my head with this child, and to fly from both.
Oh, they’'ve both been bad bad men. Perhaps he’s here now,
Don’t let me see im. Clavering, you coward, defend me friom
him ?

Clavering started up at this proposal. “ You am’t serious,
Jemima? You don’t mean that?” he said “ You won't
throw me and Frank over? I didn’t know 1t, so help me ——,
Foker, I’d no more 1dea of 1t than the dead—until the fellow
came and found me out, the d—~——d escaped convict
scoundrel.”

“ The what? ” said Foker. Blanche gave a scream.

“Yes,” screamed out the Baronet m his turn. ¢ Ves, a
d——d runaway convict—a fellow that forged his father-mn-
law’s name—a d——d attorney, and killed a fellow 1n Botany
Bay, hang him—and ran mto the Bush, curse him; I wish he’d
died there. And he came to me, a good six years ago, and robbed
me; and I’ve been ruming myself to keep him, the wfernal
scoundrel! And Pendenmis koows i, and Strong knows 1t
and that d— & Morgan knows 1it, and she knows 1t, ever su
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long ;) and I never would tell 1t, never and I kept it from my
wile.

“ And you saw him, and you didn’t kill him, Clavering, you
coward? ” said the wife of Amory. “ Come away, Frank, your
father’s a coward I am dishonoured, but I’m your old mother,
and you'll—you’ll love me, won’t you? »

Blanche, éplorée, went up to her mother; but Lady Clavering
shrank from her with a sort of terror  “ Don’t touch me,” she
said, *‘ you’ve no heart, you never had. Iseeall now I see
why that coward was going to give up his place in Parhament to
Arthur; yes, that coward] and why you threatened that you
would make me give you half Frank’s fortune. And when
Arthur offered to marry you without a shilling, because he
wouldn’t 10b my boy, you left him, and you took poor Harry
Have nothing to do with her, Harry. You're good, you are
Don’t marry that—that convict’s daughter. Come away,
Frank, my darling; come to your poor old mother, We'll hude
ourselves, but we’re honest, yes, we are honest ”

All this while a strange feeling of exultation had taken
possession of Blanche’s mind. That month with poor Hairy
had been a weary month to her Al hus fortune and splendour
scarcely sufficed to make the 1dea of himself supportable. She
was wearled of his sumple ways, and sick of coaxing and cajoling
him.

“ Stay, mamma; stay, madam!” she cried out, with a
gesture which was always appropriate, though rather theatnical,
“1 have no heart, have I? I keep the secret of my mother’s
shame. I give up my rights to my half-brother and my bastard
brother—yes, my rights and my fortune. I don’t betray my
father, and for this I have no heart! Il have my nghts now,
and the laws of my country shall give them to me. I appeal
to my country’s laws—yes, my country’s laws! The persecuted
one returns this day. I desire to go to my father.,” And the
little lady swept round her hand, and thought that she was a
heiome.

“You will, will you? ” cried out Clavering, with one of hwe
usual oaths. ““ I'm a magistrate, and dammy, I'll commit him
Here’s a chaise coming, perhaps 1t’s hum. Let him come.”

A chaise was indeed coming up the avenue, and the two
women shrieked each their loudest, expecting at that moraent
to see Altamont arrive.

The door opened, and Mr Morgan announced Major Pen-
denms and Mr. Pendennis, who entered, and found all parties
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engaged m this fierce quarrel A large screen fenced the
breakfast-room from the hall, and 1t 1s probable that, accord-
ing to his custom, Mr Morgan had taken advantage of the screen
to make himself acquamnted with all that occurred

It had been arranged on the previous day that the young
people should nde, and at the appointed hour in the afternoon,
Mr Foker’s horses arrived from the “ Clavering Arms” But
Miss Blanche did not accompany him on this occasion. Pen
came out and shook hands with huim on the doorsteps; and
Harry Foker rode away, followed by his groom m mourning,
The whole transactions which have occupied the most active
part of our history were debated by the parties concerned during
those two or three hours Many counsels had been given, stories
told, and compromuses suggested, and at the end Harry Foker
rode away, with a sad ‘“ God bless you!” from Pen  There was
a dreary dnner at Clavering Park, at which the lately mstalled
butler did not attend, and the ladies were both absent  After
dmner Pen said, “ I will walk down to Clavering and see 1if he 1s
come.” And he walked through the dark avenue, across the
bridge and road by his own cottage,—the once quiet and
fanmbar fields of which were flaming with the kilns and forges
of the artificers employed on the new railroad works, and so he
entered the town, and made for the *“ Clavering Arms ”

Tt was past midnight when he returned to Clavering Park.
He was exceedingly pale and agitated Is Lady Clavering up
yet? ” he asked. VYes, she was n her own sitting-room He
went up to her, and there found the poor lady m a piteous state
of tears and agitation.

“It 15 I,—Arthur,” he said, lookmg mn, and entering, he
took her hand very affectionately and kissed it. “ You were
always the kindest of friends to me, dear Lady Clavermg,” he
said “Tlove you very much I have got some news for you.”

“ Don’t call me by that name,” she said, pressing his hand.
“ You were always a good boy, Arthur; and 1t’s kind of you to
come now,—very kind. You sometimes look very like your ma,
my dear.”

“ Dear good Lady Clavering,” Arthur repeated, with particular
emphasis, “ something very strange has happened ”

* Has anything happened to him? ” gasped Lady Claverng.
“Oh, it’s horrid to think I should be glad of it—hornd!”

“He1s well. He has been and 1s gone, my dear lady, Don’t
alarm yourself,—he 15 gone, and you are Lady Clavering still,”
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“Tt 1s true, what he sometimes said to me,” she screamed
out,—* that he "——

“ He was married before he married you,” said Pen “ He
has confessed 1t to-mght. He will never come back” There
came another shriek from Lady Clavering, as she flung her arms
round Pen, and kissed him, and burst into tears on his shoulder.

What Pen had to tell, through a multiplicity of sobs and
interruptions, must be compressed briefly, for behold our pre-
scribed himit 1s reached, and our tale 1s coming to its end  With
the Branch Coach from the railroad, which had succeeded the
old Alacrity and Perseverance, Amory arnved, and was set
down at the “ Clavermg Arms” He ordered his dinner at the
place under his assumed name of Altamont; and, being of a
jovial turn, he welcomed the landlord, who was nothing loth,
to a share of his wine Having extracted from Mr. Lightfoot
all the news regarding the family at the Park, and found, from
examining his host, that Mrs. Lightfoot, as she said, had kept
his counsel, he called for more wine of Mr. Lightioot, and at
the end of this symposium, both, bemng greatly excited, went
mto Mrs Lightfoot’s bar.

She was there taking tea with her friend, Madame Fribsby;
and Lightfoot was by this time m such a happy state as not to
be surprised at anything which might occur, so that, when Alta-
mont shook hands with Mrs. Lightfoot as an old acquantance,
the recognition did not appear to him to be mn the least strange,
but only a reasonable cause for further drimking  The gentle-
men partook then of brandy-and-water, which they offered to
the ladies, not heeding the terrified looks of one or the other.

Whilst they were so engaged, at about six o’clock m the
evening, Mr Morgan, Sir Francis Clavering’s new man, came m,
and was requested to drink  He selected hus favourite beverage,
and the parties engaged in general conversation.

After a while Mr. Lightfoot began to dose Mr. Morgan had
repeatedly given hints to Mrs Fribsby to quit the premises;
but that lady, strangely fascinated, and terrified it would seem,
or persuaded by Mrs Lightfoot not to go, kept her place Her
persistence occasioned much annoyance to Mr Morgan, who
vented his displeasure m such language as gave pam to Mrs
Lightfoot, and caused Mr Altamont to say that he was a rum
customer, and not polite to the sex

The altercation between the two gentlemen became very
pamful to the women, especially to Mrs Lightfoot, who did
everything to soothe Mr. Morgan; and, under pretence of giving
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a pipe-light to the stranger, she handed him a paper on which
she had privily wrtten the words, “ He knows you. Go?”
There may have been something suspicious m her manner of
handing, or m her guest’s of readmng, the paper for when ne
got up a short time afterwards, and said he would go to bed,
Morgan rose too, with a laugh, and said 1t was too early to go
to bed

The stranger then said he would go to his bedroom. Morgan
said he would show him the way.

At this the guest said, “ Come up  I've got a brace of pistols
up there to blow out the brains of any traitor or skulking spy,”
and glared so fiercely upon Morgan, that the latter, seizing hold
of Lightfoot by the collar, and waking him, said, ““ John Amory,
T anrest you 1n the Queen’s name. Stand by me, Lightfoot
Thus capture 15 worth a thousand pounds.”

He put forward his hand as if to seize his prisoner, but the
other, doubling tus fist, gave Morgan with hus left hand so fierce
a blow on the chest, that 1t knocked him back behind Mr,
Lightfoot  That gentleman, who was athlelic and courageous,
saxd he would knock his guest’s head off, and prepared to do so,
as the stranger, tearing off his coat, and cursing both of his
opponents, roared to them to come on

But with a piercing scream Mrs Lightfoot flung herself before
Lier husband, whilst with another and louder shriek Madame
Iribsby ran to the stranger, and calling out “ Armstrong,
Johnny Armstrong!” seized hold of s naked arm, on which
a blue tattoomg of a heart and M F. were visible

The ejaculation of Madame Fribsby seemed to astound and
sober the stranger. He looked down upon her, and cried out,
“It’s Polly, by Jove!”

Mrs, Fribsby continued to exclaim: “ This 1s not Amory.
This 1s Johnny Armstrong, my wicked, wicked husband, married
to me m St. Martin’s Church, mate on board an Indiaman, and
he left me two months after, the wicked wretch  This 1s John
Armstrong—here’s the mark on his arm which he made for me.”

The stranger said, “I am John Armstrong, sure enough,
Polly. T'm Jobn Armstrong, Amory, Altamont—and let ‘em
all come on, and try what they can do agamst a British sailor,
Hurray, who's for 1t? ”

Morgan still called out, * Arrest im!* But Mrs, Lightfoot
said, “ Arrest hum! arrest you, you mean spyl What! stop
the marriage and ruin my Lady, and take away the ¢ Clavering
Arms’ from us? ¥
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 Dnd he say he’d take away the ¢ Clavering Arms ’ from us? ”
asked Mr Lightfoot, turning round “ Hang him, I'll throttle
hum! "

‘“ Keep lum, darhng, till the coach passes to the up tram.
1t’ll be here now directly ™

“ D—— tum, I'll choke hum if he stirs,” said Lightfoot And
s0 they kept Morgan until the coach came, and Mr Amory or
Armstrong went away back to London

Morgan had followed him  but of this event Arthur Pendenmus
did not inform Lady Clavering, and left Ler invoking blessings
upon him at her son’s door, going 1o kiss hum as he was asleep
It had been a busy day

We have to chronicle the events of but one day more, and
that was a day when Mr Arthur, attired in a new hat, a new
blue frock-coat and blue handkerchief, in a new fancy waistcoat,
new boots, and new shirt-studs (presented by the Right Honour-
able the Countess Dowager of Rockmmnster), made his appear-
ance at a solitary breakfast-table mn Clavermg Park, where he
could scarce eat a single morsel of food. Two letters were laid
by his worship’s plate, and he chose to open the first, which
was 1 a round clerk-ike hand, m preference to the second
more familiar superscription.

Note 1 ran as follows:—

“ GarBaNZzOS WINE CoMPANY,
SurPHERD'S INN —AMonday

“ My pEAR PENDENNIS,—In congratulatmg you heartily upon
the event which 1s to make you happy for life, I send my very
kindest remembiances to Mrs Pendenms, whom I hope to know
even longer than I have already known her. And when I call
her attention to the fact, that one of the most necessary articles
to her husband’s comfort 1s pure sherry, I know I shall have her
for a customer for your worship’s sake

“ But I have to speak to you of other than my own concerns
Yesterday afternoon, a certam J. A. armved at my Chambers
from Clavering, which he had left under circumstances of which
you arc doubtless now awaie In spite of our difference, I
vould not but give him food and shelter (and he partook freely
both of the Garbanzos Amontillade and the Toboso ham), and
he told me what had happened to him, and many other sur-
prsing adventures. The rascal married at sixteen, and has
repeatedly since performed that ceremony—in Sydney, m New
Zealand, in South America, in Newcastle, he says, first, betore
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he knew our poor friend the millmer He 1s a perfect Don
uan.

j “ And 1t seemed as if the Commendatore had at last over-
taken him, for as we were at our meal, there came three heavy
knocks at my outer door, which made our friend start., I have
sustamed a siege or two here, and went to my usual place to
reconnoitre  Thank my stars I have not a bill out m the world,
and besides those gentry do not come n that way 1 found that
1t was your uncle’s late valet, Morgan, and a policeman (I think
a sham policeman), and they said they had a warrant to take
the person of John Armstrong, alias Amory, alzas Altamont,
a runaway convict, and threatened to break in the oak

“ Now, sir, in my own days of captivity I had discovered a
little passage along the gutter mnto Bows’s and Costigan’s
window, and I sent Jack Ahas along this covered-way, not
without terror of his hife, for it had grown very cranky; and
then, after a parley, let n Mons Morgan and friend

¢ The rascal had been mstructed about that covered-way, for
he made for the room mstantly, telling the policeman to go
downstairs and keep the gate, and he charged up my lttle
staircase as 1f he had known the premises As he was going
out of the window we heard a voice that you know, from Bows’s
garret, saymng ‘ Who are ye, and hwhat the divvle are ye at?
You’d betther leave the gutther, bedad there’s a man killed
himself already ’

“ And as Morgan, crossing over and looking mto the darkness,
was trying to see whether this awful news was true, he took a
broomstick, and with a vigorous dash broke down the pipe of
communication—and told me this morning, with great glee,
that he was reminded of that ‘ aisy sthratagem by remembering
his dorling Emibe, when she acted the pawrt of Cora in the
Plee—and by the bridge i Pezawro, bedad’ I wish that
scoundrel Morgan had been on the bridge when the General
tried his ‘ sthratagem.’

“If I hear more of Jack Alas, I will tell you He has got
plenty of money still, and I wanted hum to send some to our
poor friend the milliner; but the scoundrel laughed and said,
he had no more than he wanted, but offered to give anybody
a lock of hus hair  Farewell—be happy! and believe me always
truly yours, E. StrONG.”

“ And now for the other letter,” said Pen. * Dear old
fellow !’ and he kissed the seal before he broke it,
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“ WARRINGTON, Tuesday
“ I must not let the day pass over without saymng a God bless
you, to both of you May Heaven make you happy, dear
Arthur, and dear Laural I think, Pen, that you have got the
best wife mn the world; and pray that, as such, you will cherish
her and tend her. The Chambers will be lonely without you,
dear Pen, but if I am tired, I shall have a new home to go to
m the house of my brother and sister I am practising m the
nursery here, m order to prepare for the part of Uncle George.
Farewelll make your wedding tour, and come back to your

affectionate G. W)

Pendennis and his wife read this letter together after Doctor
Portman’s breakfast was over, and the guests were gone; and
when the carnage was waiting amidst the crowd at the Doctor’s
outer gate But the wicket led mto the churchyard of St
Mary’s, whete the bells were pealng with all therr might, and 1t
was here, over Helen’s green grass, that Arthur showed his wife
George’s letter. For which of those two—for grief was 1t or for
happiness, that Laura’s tears abundantly fell on the paper?
And once more, 1n the presence of the sacred dust, she kissed and
blessed her Arthur,

There was only one marriage on that day at Claverng Church;
for, mn spite of Blanche’s sacrifices for her dearest mother,
honest Harry Foker could not pardon the woman who had
deceived her mtended husband, and justly argued that she
would decerve him again. He went to the Pyramids and Syria,
and there left his malady behind him, and returned with a fine
beard, and a supply of tarbooshes and nargillies, with which
he regales all his friends He lives splendidly, and, through
Pen’s mediation, gets his wine from the celebrated vintages of
the Duke of Garbanzos.

As for poor Cos, hus fate has been mentioned m an early part
of this story. No very glorious end could be expected to such
a career, Morgan 1s one of the most respectable men m the
parish of St. James’s, and i the present political movement
has pronounced himself like a man and a Briton And Bows,
—on the demise of Mr. Piper, who played the organ at Claver-
mg, Iittle Mrs. Sam Huxter, who has the entire command of
Doctor Portman, brought Bows down from London to contest
the organ-loft, and her candidate carried the chair. When Sir
Francis Clavering quitted this worthless life, the same little
mdefatigable canvasser took the borough by storm, and 1t is
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now represented by Arthur Pendennis, Esq. Blanche Amory,
1t 15 well known, married at Paris, and the saloons of Madame
la Comtesse de Montmorenc: de Valentmois were amongst the
most s«svis of that capital The duel between the Count and
the young and fiery representatrve of the Mountam, Alaide de
Mirobu, arose solely from the latter questioning at the Club the
titles | orne by the former nobleman Madame de Montmorene
de Valentinois travelled after the adventure: and Bungay
bought her poems, and published them, with the Countess’s
coronet emblazoned on the Countess’s work.

Major Pendennis became very serious mn his last days, and was
never so happy as when Laura was reading to him with her
sweet voice, o1 listening to his stories  For this sweet lady 1s
the friend of the young and the old, and he1 life 15 always passed
mn making other lives happy

“ And what sort of a husband would this Pendennis be? »
many a reader will ask, doubting the happmess of such a marriage
and the fortune of Laura. The querists, if they meet her—are
referred to that lady herself, who, seemg s faults and wayward
moods—seemg and owning that there are men better than he—
loves him always with the most constant affection  His children
or their mother have never heard a harsh word from him, and
when his fits of moodiness and solitude are over, welcome him
back with a never-failling regard and confidence His friend 15
his friend still,—entirely heart-whole. That malady 15 never
fatal to a sound organ. And George goes through his part of
godpapa perfectly, and hives alone If Mr Pen’s works have
procured him more reputation than has been acquired by s
abler fnend, whom no one knows, George lives contented with-
out the fame."* If the best men do not draw che great prizes
life, we know 1t has been so settled by the Ordamer of the
lottery We own, and see daily, how the false and worthless
live and prosper, while the good are called away, and the dear
and young perish untimely,—we perceive in every man’s life
the maimmed happiness, the frequent falling, the bootless en-
deavour, the struggle of Right and Wrong, in which the strong
often succumb and the swift fail. we see flowers of good bloom
ing 1n foul places, as, n the most lofty and splendid fortunes,
flaws of vice and meanness, and stans of evil; “and, knowing
how mean the best of us 15, let us give a hand of chanty to
Arthur Pendennis, with all hus faults and shoitcomings, whe
*does not claim to be a hero, but only a man and a brother,






