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THE
PERSONAL HISTORY AND EXPERIENCE

orF

DAVID COPPERFIELD THE YOUNGER.
VOLUME IIL

CHAPTER XXXI
A GREATER LOSS.

It was not difficult for me, on Peggotty’s solicitation, to
resolve to stay where I was until after the remains of the
poor carrier should have made their last journey to Blunder-
stone. She had long ago bought, out of her own savings, a
little piece of ground in our old churchyard near the grave
“of her sweet girl,” as she always called my mother; and
there they were to rest.

In keeping Peggotty company, and doing all I could for
her (little enough at the utmost), I was as grateful, I rejoice
to think, as even now I could wish myself to have been,
But I am afmld I had a supreme sattsfaction, of a personal
o=t emm e st -~ charge of Mr. Barkis's will,

PRSI

g originated the suggestion
that thé will should be looked for in the box. After some
search, it was found in the box, at the bottom of a horse’s
nose-bag; wherein (besides hay) there was discovered an old
gold watch, with chain and seals, which Mr. Barkis had worn
on his weddmg dny, and whxch had never been seen be-

P N,

to me when I was a child, and afterwards found himself
unable to part with; eightyseven guineas and a half, in
83



4 DAVID COPPERFIELD.

guineas and halfguineas; two hundred and ten pounds,
in perfectly clean bank-notes; certain receipts for Bank of
England stock ; an old horseshoe, a bad shilling, a piece
of camphor, and an oyster-shell. From the circumstance of
the latter article having been much polished, and displaying
prismatic colours on the inside, I conclude that Mr. Barkis
had some general ideas about pearls, which never resolved
themselves into anything definite,

For years and years Mr. Barkis had carried this box, on
all his journeys, every day. That it might the better escape
notice, he had invented a fiction that it belonged to “Mr.
Blackboy,” and was “to be left with Barkis till called for "—
a fable he had elaborately written on the lid in characters
now scarcely legible.

He had hoarded all these years, I found, to good purpose.
His property in money amounted to nearly three thousand
pounds. Of this he bequeathed the interest of one thousand
to Mr. Peggotty for his life; on his decease, the principal to
be equally divided between Peggotty, little Emily, and me,
or the survivor or survivors of us, share and share alike. All
the rest he died possessed of he bequeathed to Peggotty,
whom he left residuary legatee and sole executrix of that his
last will and testament.

I felt. mysell quite a proctor when I read this document
aloud with all possible ceremony, and set forth its provisions
any number of times to those whom they concerned. I be-
gan to think there was more in the Commons than I had
supposed. I examined the will with the deepest attention,
pronounccd’xt perfectly formal in all respects, made a pencil-
mark or so in the margin, and thought it rather extraordinary
that I knew so much.

In this abstruse pursuit, in making an account for Peggotty
of all the property into which she had come, in arranging all
the affairs in an orderly manner, and in being her referee and
adviser on every point (to our joint delight), I passed the
week before the funeral. T did not see little Emily in that
interval, but they told me she was to be quietly married in a
fortnight, ‘

1 did not attend the funeral in character, if I may venture
to say so—I mean I was not dressed up in a black cloak



DAVID COPPERFIELD. 5

and a streamer, to frighten the birds—but I walked over to
Blund: early in the ing, and was in the church-
yard when it came, attended only by Peggotty and her
brother. ‘The mad gentleman looked on, out of my kLttle
windcrw A LA b v 2in hpagp band aad —,‘“,\A
its gmle e [ ‘- e

Mr. Omer . . Nt
was there, " T
churchyard for an bour, after “all was over, 2nd pu!led some
young leaves from the tree above my mother’s grave.

A drezd falls on me here. A cloud is lowering on the
distant town, towards which I retraced my solitary steps. I
fear to approach it. 1 cannot bear to think of what did
come upon that memorable mght—of what must come again
ifIgoon

It is no worse because I write of it. It wonld be no better
ifI slopped my most unwillmg hznd. TIti i done;; nc\hmg

" P . . 5  r

v o S e S .
that night. Ham would bring Emily at the usual hour. I
would walk back at my leisure.  The brother and sister would
retum as they had come, and be expecting us, when the day
closed in, at the fireside.

1 parted from them at the wicket-gate, where visionary
Straps had rested with Roderick Random’s knapsack in the
days of yore; and, instead of going straight back, walked
a little distance on the road to Lowestoft.  Then I turned,
and walked back towards Yarmouth. I stayed to dine ata
decent alehouse, some mile or two from the Ferry I have
mentioned before; and thus the day wore away, and it was
evening when 1 rm.ched it Rain was falling heavily by that
time, and it was a wild night; but there was 2 moon behind
the clouds, and it was not dark.

1 was soon within sight of Mr. Peggotty’s house, and of
the light within it shining through the window. A little
foundering across the sand, which was heavy, brought me
to the door, and 1 went in.

- It looked very comlortable indeed. Mr. Peggotty had
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guineas and half-guineas; two hundred and ten pounds,
in perfectly clean bank-notes; certain receipts for Bank of
England stock ; an old horseshoe, a bad shilling, a piece
of camphor, and an oyster-shell. From the circumstance of
the latter article having been much polished, and displaying
prismatic colours on the inside, I conclude that Mr. Barkis -
had some general ideas about pearls, which never resolved
themselves into anything definite. .

For years and years Mr. Barkis had carried this box, on
all his journeys, every day. That it might the better escape
notice, he had invented a fiction that it belonged to “Mr.
Blackboy,” and was “to be left with Barkis till called for™—
a fable he had elaborately written on the lid in characters
now scarcely legible, ‘

He had hoarded all these years, I found, to good purpose.
His property in money amounted to nearly three thousand
pounds. Of this he bequeathed the interest of one tho_uszmd
to Mr. Peggotty for his life; on his decease, the principal to
be equally divided between Peggotty, little Emily, and me,
or the survivor or survivors of us, share and share alike. All
the rest he died possessed of he bequeathed to Peggotty,
whom he left residuary legatee and sole executrix of that his
last will and testament,

I felt myself quite a proctor when I read this document
aloud with all possible ceremony, and set forth its provisions
any number of times to those whom they concerned. I be:
gan to think there was more in the Commons than I {md
supposed. I examined the will with the deepest attention,
pronounced_ 1t perfectly formal in all respects, made a pgncxl-
mazk or so in the margin, and thought it rather extraordinary
that T knew so much,

i_In this abstruse pursuit, in making an account for ‘Pe.ggotty
of all the property into which she had come, in arranging

the affairs in an orderly manner, and in being her referce and
adviser on every point (to our joint delight), I passed the

week before the funera] . S i that
interval, but they t;ilmn;e I did not see little Emily 1

fortnight. she was to be quietly married in a

1 did not attend the funeral § i ok
in character, if I may ven
to say 50— mean I was not dressed up’in a black clok
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and 2 streamer, to frighten the bu'ds—-but 1 walked over to
B! early in the , and was in the church-
yard when it came, attended only by Peggotty and her
brother. The | mad gentleman looked on, out of my lm]e

was there
churchyard for an hour, ater ‘all was over, and pulled some
young leaves from the tree above my mother’s grave.

A dread falls on me here, A clond is lowering on the
distant town, towards which I retraced my soltary steps. 1
fear to approach it. I cannot bear to think of what did
come upon that memorable night—of what must come again
if I goon

It is no worse because I write of it. It would be no better
if T stopped my, most unwilling band. It is done; nothing

that night. Ham would bring Emily at the usual hour. I
would walk back at my leisure. The brother and sister would
return as they had come, and be expecting us, when the day
closed in, at the fireside.

ed from them at the wicket-gate, where visionary
Stmps had rested with Roderick Random’s knapsack in the
days of yore; and, instead of going strarght back, walked
2 little distance on the road to Lowestoft. Then I turned,
and walked back towards Yarmouth. I stayed to dine ata
decent alehouse, some mile or two from the Ferry 1 have
mentioned before; and © '+
evening when I reached
time, and it was 2 wild n
the clouds, and it was not dark.

I was soon within sight of Mr. Peggotty’s house, and of
the light within it shining through the window. A lttle
floundering across the sand, which was heavy, bronght me
to the door, and I went in.

- It looked very comfortable indeed. Mr. Peggotty had
s
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smoked his evening pipe, and there were preparations for
some supper by-and-by. The fire was bright, the ashes were
thrown up, the locker was ready for little Emily in her old
place. In her own old place sat Peggotty once more, looking
(but for her dress) as if she had never left it. She had falle’n
back, already, on the society of the workbox with St. Paul’s
upon the lid, the yard-measure in the cottage, and the bit of
wax candle ; and there they all were, just as if they had never
been disturbed. Mrs. Gummidge appeared to be fretting
a little, in her old corner, and, consequently, looked quite
natural too.

“You're first of the lot, Mas’r Davy,” said Mr, Peggotty,.
with a happy face. “Doen’t keep in that coat, sir, if it's wet.”

“Thank you, Mr. Peggotty,” said I, giving him my outer
coat to hang up; “it's quite dry.”

“So 'tis1” said Mr. Peggotty, feeling my shoulders—*“as a
chip! Sit ye down, sir. It ain't o’ no use saying welcome
ta you, but you're welcome, kind and hearty.”

“Thank you, Mr. Peggotty; I am sure of that—Well,
Peggotty,” said I, giving her a kiss, “and how are you, old

. Womane?”

% “Ha, hal” laughed Mr. Peggotty, sitting down beside us,
and rubbing his hands in his sense of relief from recent
trouble, and in the genuine heartiness of his nature; “there’s
not a woman in the wureld, sir (as I tell her), that need to
fecl more casy in her mind than her. She done her dooty
by the departed, and the departed know'd it; and the de-
parted done what was right by her, as she done what was
right by the departed—and—and—and it’s e/ right 1”

Mrs, Gummidge groaned. .

“Cheer up, my pretty mawther1” said Mr. Peggotty (but
he shook his head aside at us, evidently sensible of the
tendency of the late occurrences to recall the memory of
the old one); “doen’t be down! Cheer up, for your own
self, on’y 2 little bit, and see if a good deal more doen’t come
nat’ral 1

"“Not to me, Dan'l,” returned Mrs. Gummidge; “no-
think’s nat’ral to me but to be lone and lorn.”

**No, no,” said Mr. Peggotty, soothing her sorrows.

“Yes, yes, Dan'l1” said Mrs. Gummidge. “I ain't a per,
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son to live with them as has had money left.  Thinks go too
contrairy with me. I had better be a riddance.”

“Why, how should T ever spend it without you?” said
Mr. Peggotty, with an air of serious remonstrance. “What
are you a-talking on? Doen’t I want you more now than
ever I did?”

“Y know’d I was never wanted before,” cried Mrs. Gum-
midge, with a pitiable whimper, “and now I'm told so!
How could I expect to be wanted, being so lone and lorn,
and so contrairy {”

Mr. Peggotty seemed very much shocked at himself for
having mads a speech capable of this unfeeling construction,
but was prevented from replying by Peggotty’s pulling his
sleeve and shaking her head. After looking at Mrs. Gum-
midge for some moments in sore distress of mind, he glanced
at the Dutch clock, rose, stuffed the candle, and put jt in
the window.

“Theer!” said Mr. Peggotty cheerily; “theer we are,
Missis Gummidge!” (Mrs. Gummidge slightly groaned)—
“lighted up, accordin’ to custom I—You're a-wonderin’ what
that's fur, sir! Well, it’s fur our lttle Emly. You see, the
path ain’t overlight or cheerful arter dark; and when I'm
here at the hour as shes a-comin’ home, I puts the light
in the winder. That, you see,” said Mr. Peggotty, bending
over me with great glee, “mests two objects: she says, says
Em'ly, ‘Theer’s home1? she says; and likewise, says Em'ly,
‘My uncle’s theer!’~fur if I ain’t theer, I never have no
light showed.”

“You're a baby1” said Peggotty, very fond of him for it,
if she thought so. = . .

. P N R .

. v . .
: 1’ - .

the fire, “I doen’t know but T am—not, you see, to look »* "
“Not azackly,” observed Peggotty.
*“No,” laughed Mr. Peggotty, “not to look at, but %

consider on, you know. J doen't care, bless you! .

tell you, when I go a-looking and looking about #hor .

ity house of our Envly's, I'm—I'm gormps*

'eggotty, with sudden emphasis—**theer, I
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smoked his evening pipe, and there were preparations for
some supper by-and-by. The fire was bright, the ashes were
thrown up, the locker was ready for little Emily in her old
place. In her own old place sat Peggotty once more, looking
(but for her dress) as if she had never left it. She had fallen
back, already, on the society of the workbox with St. Paul's
upon the lid, the yard-measure in the cottage, and the bit of
wax candle ; and there they all were, just as if they had never
been disturbed. Mrs. Gummidge appeared to be fretting
a little, in her old corner, and, consequently, looked quite
natural too, ]

“You're first of the lot, Mas’t Davy,” said Mr. Peggotty,
with a happy face. “Doen’t keep in that coat, sir, if it's wet.”

“Thank you, Mr. Peggotty,” said I, giving him my outer
coat to hang up; “it’s quite dry.”

“So ’tis1” said Mr. Peggotty, feeling my shoulders—“as a
chip! Sit ye down, sir. It ain’t o’ no use saying welcome
to you, but you're welcome, kind and hearty.”

“Thank you, Mr. Peggotty; I am sure of that.—Well,
Peggotty,” said I, giving her a kiss, “and how are you, old
woman?”

“Ha, hal” laughed Mr. Peggotty, sitting down beside us,

“and rubbing his hands in his sense of relief from recent

trouble, and in the genuine heartiness of his nature ; “there’s
not a woman in the wureld, sir (as I tell her), that need to
fecl more easy in her mind than her. She done her dooty
by the departed, and the departed knowd it; and the de-
parted done what was right by her, as she done what was
right by the departed—and—and—and it's a// right1”
}\‘I(r:sl Gummidge groaned. .

1eer up, my pretty mawther!” said Mr. Pegpotty (but
he shook his head aside at us, evidently sens?lglc )éf (the
tendency of the late occurrences to recall the memory of
the old’ one); “doen’t be down! Cheer up, for your own
ic;ltf;, r:(:lnl ya little bit, and see if a good deal more doen't come

“Not to me, Danll,” returned Mr i “
I an’ 5, H no-
tlu‘x}kvs nat’r’:)xl t§’> me but to be lone and lo?nl.]’r’nmldge,
“%\[o, no, said ,Mr; Peggotty, soothing her sorrows.
es, yes, Dan'l1” said Mrs, Gummidge. “I ain’t a per-_
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son to live with them as has had money left. Thinks go too
contrairy with me. I had better be a riddance.”

“Why, how should I ever spend it without you?” said
Mr. Peggotty, with an air of serious remonstrance. ““What
are you atalking on? Doen’t I want you more now than
ever I did?”

“1 know’d I was never wanted before,” cried Mrs. Gum-
midge, with a pitiable whimper, “and now I'm told sol
How could 1 expect to be wanted, being so lone and lom,
and so contrairy |”

Mr, Peggotty seemed very much shocked at himself for
PRI B R R A e

midge for some moments in sore distress of mind, he glanced
at the Dutch clock, rose, snuffed the candle, and put 1t in
the window,

“Theer1” said Mr. Peggotty cheerily; *“theer we are,
e R Fr R A LA W ed)—

’ what
. . »e, the
path ain’t overlight or cheerful arter dark; and when I'm
here at the hour as she’s a-comin’ home, I puts the light
in the winder., That, you see,” said Mr. Peggotty, bending
over me with great glee, *meets two objects : she says, says
Em'ly, “Theer's home 1’ she says; and likewise, says Em'ly,
My uncle’s theer I’—fur if I ain’t theer, I never have no
light showed.”
. “You're a baby!” said Peggotty, very fond of him for it,
if she thought so.

_“Well,” retuned Mr. Peggotty, standing with his legs pretty
wide apart, and rubbing lus hands up and down them in his
comfortable satisfaction, 25 he looked alternately at us and at
the fire, “T doen’t know but I am—not, you see, to look at.”

““Not azackly,” observed Peggotty.

“No,” laughed Mr. Peggotty, not to look at, but to—to
consider on, you know. J doen’t care, bless you! Now, I
tell you, when I go a-looking and looking about that theer
pritty house of our Em'ly’s, I'm—I'm gormed,” said Mr.
Peggotty, with sudden emphasis—*theer, I can't say more—.
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if I doen’t feel as if the littlest things was her, a’most.
takes 'em up and I puts ’em down, and I touches of ’en
as delicate as if they was our Em’ly. So ’tis with her littl
bonnets and that. I couldnt see one on ’em rough use
a purpose—not fur the whole wureld. There's a_babby fo
you, in the form of a great sea porkypine!” said Mr. Peg
gotty, relieving his earnestness with a roar of laughter.

Peggotty and I both laughed, but not so loud. )

“It's my opinion, you ctee,” said Mr. Peggotty, with ¢
delighted face, after some further rubbing of his legs, “a
this is along of my havin® played with her so much, anc
made-believe as we was Turks, and French, and sharks, anc
every wariety of forinners—bless you, yes; and lions, anc
whales, and I doen’t know what all —when she warn’t nc
higher than my knee. I’'ve got into the way on it, you know.
Why, this here candle, now!” said Mr, Peggotty, gleefully
holding out his hand towards it, “7 know wery well tha!
arter she’s married and gone, I shall put that candle theer,
just that same as now. I know wery well that when ’'m here
o nights (and where else should 7 live, bless your arts, what
ever fortun I come into!), and she ain’t here, or I ain’

., I shall put the candle in the winder, and sit afore the
tire, pretending I'm expecting of her, like I'm a-doing now.
There's a babby for you,” said Mr. Peggotty, with another
roar, “in the form of a sea porkypine! Why, at the present
minute, when I see the candle sparkle up, I says to myself,
‘She’s alooking at it! Em’ly’s a-comingl’ Z7/ere’s a babby
for you, in the form of a sea porkypine! Right for all that,”
said Mr. Peggotty, stopping in his roar, and smiting his
hands together—* fur here she is!”

It was only Ham. The night should have turned more
wet since I came in, for he had a large sowwester hat on,
slouched over his face,

*Wheer's Em’ly ?” said Mr. Peggotty.

Ham made a motion with his head, as if she were outside.
Mr. Peggotty took the light from the window, trimmed it,
put 1t on the table, and was busily stirring the fire, when
Ham, who had not moved, said,—

“Mas’t Davy, will you come out a minute, and see what
Em'ly and me has got to show you?”
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We wentout.  As I passed him at the door, T saw, to my
astonishment and fright, that he was deadly pale. He pushed
me hastily into the open air, and closed the door upon us—
only upon us two,

““Ham! what’s the matter?”

“Mast Davyl—"Oh, for his broken heart, how dread-
fully he wept!

Y was paralyzed by the sight of such grief, 1 don't kmow
what 1 thought, or what I dreaded. I could only look at
him.

“Ham! poor, good fellow! for Heaven's sake, tell me
what’s the matter!”

“My love, Mas'r Davy—the pride and hope of my’art—her
that I'd have died for, and would die for now—she’s gonel”

“Gonel”

“Em'ly’s run away! Oh, Mas’t Davy, think %o she's
run away, when I pray my good and gracious God 1o Lill her
(her that is so dear above all things') sooner than let her
come to Tuin and disgrace!”

The face he tuned up to the troubled sky, the quivering
of his clasped hands, the agony of his figure, remain asso-
ciated with that lonely waste, in my remembrance, to this
hour. It is always night there, and he is the only object
the scene.

“You're a scholar,” he said hurriedly, “and know what's
right and best. ‘What am I to say indoors? How am I ever
to break it to him, Mas'r Davy?”

T saw the door move, and instinctively tried to hold the
latch on the outside, to gain 2 moment’s time. It was too
late. Mr. Peggotty thrust forth tus face, and never could I
forget the change that came upon it when he saw us, 1if I were
to live five hundred years.

1 remember a great wail and ery, and the women hanging
about him, and we all standing in the ropm—I with a paper
in my hand, which Ham had given me, Mr. Peggotty, with
his voct thrm mmam Bin Lo s M7 s
& -

I

oo 2wt know as 1 can understand.”
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In the midst of the silence of death I read thus, froma
blotted letter i— .

¢ When you, who love me so much better than I ever have (;lf,scrvcd,
even when my mind was innocent, sce this, I shall be far away.!"” -

“¢1 shall be fur away,'” he repeated slowly. “Stop!
Em'ly fur away., Well?”

#8\When I leave my dear home—my dear home—oh, my dear home |
~in the morning*"'— .

the letter bore date on the previous night—

3 will be never to come back, unless he brings me back a lady.
This will be found at night, many hours nfter, instead of me,  Oh, if you
knew how my heart is torn ! If even you, that I have wronged so much, -
that never can forgive me, could only know what I suffer! I am too
wicked to write about myself. Oh, take comfort in thinking that I am so
bad,  ON, for mercy's sake, tell uncle that I never loved him half so dear
as now. Oh, don't remember how affectionate and kind you have all
been to me—don’t remember we were ever to be marric&-‘—but try to
think as if I died when I was little, and was buried somewhere.  Pray
Heaven that Inm groing away from, have compassion on my uncle ! Tell
him that I never Joved him half so dear.  Be his comfort. Love some

. good girl, that will be what I was once to uncle, and be true to you, and
* . worthy of you, and know no shame but me, God blessall! T'll pra

r ali, often, on my knees.  If he don't bring me back a lady, and

on’t pray for my own self, I'll pray for all. My parting love to uncle.
My last tears, and my last thanks, f’or uncle I’

That was all.

He stood, long after T had ceased to read, still looking at
me. At length I ventured to take his hand, and to entreat
him, as well as 1 could, to endeavour to get some command
of himsc_]f. He replied, “I thankee, sir, I thankee!” with-
out moving,

Ham spoke to him, Mr. Peggotty was so far sensible of
Zis afiliction, that he wrung his hand ; but, otherwise, he re-
mained in the same state, and no one dared to disturb him.

Slowly, at Jast he moved his cyes from my face, as if he
were waking from a vision, and cast them round the room.
Then he said, in n low voice,—

“Who's the man? I want to know his name.”

Ham glanced at me, and suddenly 1 fclt a shock that
struck: me hack
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“;I'here’s a man suspected,” said Mr. Peggotty—*who
isit?”

*Mas’t Davy!” implored Ham, “go out a bit, and let
me tell him what I must.  You doen’t ought to hear it, sir.”

I felt the shock agamn. I sank down in a chair, and tried
to utter some reply; but my tongue was fettered, and my
sight was weak.

“1 want to know his name 1” I heard said, once more.

“For some time past” Ham faltered, “there’s been a
servant about here, at odd times. There’s been a gen'lm’n
too. Both of ’em belonged to one another.”
. Mr. Peggotty stood fixed as before, but now looking at

im.

“The servant,” pursued Ham, “was seen along with—out
poor girl—last night. He’s been in hiding about here, this
week or over. He was thought to have gone, but he was
hiding —Doen’t stay, Mas’r Davy, doen't!”

1 felt Peggotty’s arm round my neck, but I could not have
moved if the house had been about to fall upon me

A strange chay and hosses was outside town, this morn-
ing, on the Norwich road, a’most afore the day broke,” Ham
went on.  *“The servant went to it, and come from it, and
went to it again.  When he went to it agamn, Em’ly was nigh
him. The t'other was inside. He's the man.”

“For the Lord’s love,” said Mr. Peggotty, falling back,
and putting out his hand, as if to keep off what he dreaded,
“docn’t tell me his name’s Steerforth1”

"Mas’t Davy,” exclaiimed Ham, in a broken voice, *it
ain't no fault of yourn—and I am far from laying of it to you
—but his name is Steerforth, and he’s 2 damned villain 1*

Mr. Peggotty uttered no cry, and shed no tear, and moved
no more, until he seemed to wake agan, 2ll at once, and
pulled down his rough coat from its peg n a corner .

“Bear a hand with this! I'm struck of a heap, and £.
do it,” he said impatiently. “Bear 2 hand and hel,
Well!” when somebody had done so  “ Now give me
theer hat 17

Ham asked him whither he was going.

“TI'm a-going to seek my niece. I'm agoing
Emly. I em agoing, first, to stave in that *
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sink it where I would have drownded Zim, as I'm a livin'
soul, if T had had one thought of what was in him} As he
sat afore me,” he said wildly, holding out his clenched right
hand—* as he sat afore me, face to face, strike me down dead,
but I'd have drownded him, and thought it right '—I'm a-
going to seck my niece!”

“Where?” cried Ham, interposing himself before the
door.

“ Anywhere! I'm a-going to seek my nicce through the
wureld, I'm a-going to find my poor niece in her shame,
and bring her back. No one stop me! I tell you I'ma-
going to seck my niece!”

“No, no !” cried Mrs. Gummidge, coming between them,
in a fit of crying. *No, no, Dan’l, not as you are now.
Seck her in a little while, my lone lorn Dan’l, and that’ll be
but right! but not as you arc now. Sit ye down, and give
me your forgiveness for having cver been a worrit to you,
Dan'l—what have »y contrairies ever been to this I—and let
us speak a word about them times when she was first an
orphan, and when Ham was too, and when I was a poor
widder woman, and you took me in. Itll soften your poot

.. heart, Dan’l,” laying her head upon his shoulder, “and you'll
. ybear your sorrow better; for you know the promise, Dan’l,

* As you have done it unto onc of the least of these, you have
done it unto me;’ and that can never fail under this roof,
that's been our shelter for so many, many year!”

He was quite passive now ; and when T heard him crying,
the impulse that had been upon me to go down upon my
knees, and ask their pardon for the desolation 1 had caused,
and curse Steerforth, yielded to a better feeling. My over-
charged heart found the same relief, and I cried too.

CHAPTER XXXIL
THE BEGINNING OF A LONG JOURNEY.

Wiiar is natural in me, is natural in many other men, I
infer; and so I am not afraid to write that I never had loved
Steerforth better than when the ties that bound me to him

&
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were broken, 11? the keen dxsrtress of the discovery of his
: . . i
noble nature and 2 great name, than ever I had done in the
height of my devotion to hlm. Deeply as 1 felt my own
part in his ion of an honest home, I
believed that if I had been brought face to face with him,
T could not have uttered one reproach. I should have loved
bim so well still—though he fascinated me no longer—I
should have held in so much tendemness the memory of my
affection for him, that I think I should have been as weak
as a spirit-wounded child, in all but the entertainment of a
thought that we could ever be re-united. ‘That thought T
never had. 1 felt, as he had felt, that all was at an end
between us. What his remembrances of me were, I have
never known—they were light enough, perhaps, and easily
dismissed ; but mine of him were as the remembrances of a
cherished friend who was dead.

Yes, Steerforth, long removed from the scenes of this poor
history! my sorrow may bear involuntary witness against
you at the Judgment Throne ; but my angry thoughts or my
reproaches never will, I know!

‘The news” of what had happened soon spread through
the town, insomuch that as I passed along the streets next
moming ¥ overheard the people speaking of it at their doors.
Many were hard upon her, some few were hard upon him,
but towards her second father and her lover thexe was but
one sentiment. Among all kinds of people 2 respect for
them in their distress prevailed, which was full of gentleness
and delicacy. The seafaring men kept apart, when those two
were seen early walking with slow steps on the bach and
stood in knots, talking s ly among tk

It was on the beach, close down by the sea, that I found
them. Tt would have been easy to pemewe lhzt thcy h-"

bim But they Were both as grave and steady as
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itself, then lying beneath a dark sky, waveless—yet with a
heavy roll upon it, as if it breathed in its rg:st—-—and touched,
on the horizon, with a strip of silvery light from the un-
seen sun. )

“\We have had a mort of talk, sir,” said Mr. Peggotty to
me, when we had all three walked a little while in silence,
“of what we ought and doen’t ought to do. But we see our
course now.” .

I happened to glance at Ham, then looking out to sea
upon the distant light, and a frightful thought came into my
mind—not that his face was angry, for it was not; I recall
nothing but an expression of stern determination in it—that
if ever he encountered Steerforth, he would kill him.

“My dooty here, sir,” said Mr. Peggotty, “is done. I'm
a-going to seek my—" he stopped, and went on in a firmer
voice—*'I’m a-going toseek her. That’s my dooty evermore.”

He shook his head when I asked him where he would seek
her, and inquired if I were going to London to-morrow? I
told him I had not gone to-day, fearing to lose the chance
of being of any service to him; but that I was ready to go
when he would.

-, “Tll go along with you, sir,” he rejoined, *if you're agree-
" ble, to-morrow.”
ve walked again, for a while, in silence, .

“Ham,” he presently resumed, “he’ll hold to his present
work, and go and live along with my sister. The old boat
yonder——-"

“Will you desert the old boat, Mr, Peggotty?” I gently
interposed.

“My station, Mas’r Davy,” he returned, “ain’t there no
longer; and if ever a boat foundered, since there was dark-
ness on the face of the deep, that one’s gone down.  But no,
s}x:, no; I doen't mean as it should be deserted. Fur from
that.”

We walked again for a while, as before, until he explained,—

“My wishes I, sir, as it shall look, day and night, winter
and summer, as it has always looked since she fust know'd
it. If ever she should come a-wandering back, 1 wouldn't
have the old place seem to cast her off, you understand, but
scem to tempt her to draw nigher to’t, and to peep in, may-

A
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be, Iike a ghost, out of the wind and rain, through the old
winder, at the old seat by the fire. Then, maybe, Mas't Davy,
seein’ none but Missis Gummidge there, she might take heart

123 A 2
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a soft knock), arter dark, at your aunt’s door, doen't you go
nighit. Let it be her—not you—that sees my fallen child1”
He walked 2 little in front of us, and kept before us for
some minutes. During this interval, I glanced at Ham
: 3 z BRI S R
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might have tried to rouse a sleeper, before he heeded me.
When 1 at last inquired on what his thoughts were so bent,
he replied,—

“On what's afore me, Mas'r Davy; and over yon.”

#QOn the life before you, do you mean?” Hehad pointed
confusedly out to sea.

“Ay, Mas't Davy. 1 doen't rightly know how tis, but
from over yon there seemed to me to come—the end of it
like;” looking at me as if he were waking, but with the same
determined face.

“What end?” I asked, possessed by my former fear.

“I doen’t know,” he said thoughtfully, “I was calling
to mind that the beginning of it all did take place here—
and then the end come. But it’s gonel Mast Davy,” he
added, answering, as I think, my look, “you han't no call
to be afeerd of me: but I’'m kiender muddled ; I don't fare
to feel no matters,”—which was as much as to say that he
was not himself, and quite confounded.

Mr. Peggotty stopping for us to join him, we did so, and
2id no more. ~ The \s of this, in jon with
my former thought, however, haunted me at intervals, even
until the inexorable end came at its appointed time.

We insensibly approached the old boat, and entered.
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Mrs. Gummidge, no longer moping in her especial comer, .
was busy preparing breakfast. She took Mr. Peggotty’s hat, :
and placed his seat for him, and spoke so comfortably and .
softly, that I hardly knew her. '

“Dan’l, my good man,” said she, “you must eat and
drink, and keep up your strength, for without it you'll do
nowt. Try, that's a dear soul! And if I disturb you with
my clicketen,”—she meant her chattering,—“tell me so,
Dan'}, and I won't.”

When she had served us all she withdrew to the window,
where she sedulously employed herself in repairing some
shirts and other clothes belonging to Mr. Peggotty, and
neatly folding and packing them in an old oilskin bag, such
as sailors carry. Meanwhile she continued talking, in the |
same quiet manner,—

“All times and seasons, you know, Dan’l,” said Mrs.
Gummidge, “I shall be allus here, and everythink will look
accordin’ to your wishes. I'm a poor scholar, but I shall
write to you, odd times, when you're away, and send my
letters to Masr Davy, Maybe yow'll write to me too, Dan’l,
odd times, and tell me how you fare to feel upon your lone

s.lorn journeys.”
! “You'll be a solitary woman here, I'm afeerd !” said Mr.
Peggotty.

“ Nq, no, Dan'l,” she returned ; “I shan’t be that. Doen't
you mind me. I shall have enough to do to keep a beein’
for you” (Mrs. Gummidge meant a home) “again you come
back—to keep a beein’ here for any that may hap to come
back, Dan’l. In the fine time I shall set outside the door,
as I used to do. If any skow/d come nigh, they shall see
the old widder woman true to ’em, a long way off.”

What a change in Mrs. Gummidge in a little time! She
was another woman. She was so devoted, she had such a
quick perception of what it would be well to say, and what it
would be well to Jeave unsaid ; she was so forgetful of herself,
and so regardful of the sorrow about her, that I held her in a
sort of veneration. The work she did that day! There were
many things to be brought up from the beach and stored in
the outhouse—as oars, nets, sails, cordage, spars, lobster-pots,
bags of ballast, and the like: and though there was abun-
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dance of assistance rendered, there being not a pair of working
hands on all that shore but would have laboured hard fo;
Mr. Peggotty, and been =" =4 2= hirfar s oot on =
she persisted, all day lor
was quite unequal to, an

B et e, . « in the
midst of her syn‘:palhy, which was not the least astonishing
part of the change that had come over her.  Querulousness
was out of the question. I did not even observe her voice
o falter, or 2 tear to escape from her eyes, the whole day
hrough, until twilight, when she and I and Mr. Peggotty

haine alana snrathar ped ha hagiar fallen acleon in nefar
. . e i

| . . - . .
that she might sit quietly beside him, and be found at work
there when he should awake. In short I left her, when I
went away at night, the prop and staff of Mr. Peggotty’s
zfffiction ; and I cocld not meditate enough upon the lesson
that T read in Mrs. Gnmmidge, and the new experience she
unfolded to me.

It was_between nine and ten o'clock when, strolling in
2 melancholy manner through the towm, I stopped at Mr.
Omer’s door.  Mr. Omer had taken it so much to heart, his

Joram, “There

think so.”

“Yes, 1 do,” cried Mrs Joram angrily.

“No, no,” said L

Mrs. Joram tossed her head, endeavouring to be very stem
and cross; but she could not command her softer self, and
btegen tocry. 1 was young, to be sure; but I thought much
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she go? What will become of her? Oh, how could she
so cruel to herself, and him {” .

I remembered the time when Minnie was a young and pre!
girl, and I was glad that she remembered it too so feglxngl)

“ My little Minnie,” said Mrs. Joram, “has only just nc
been got to sleep. Even in her sleep she is sobbing {
Emly. Al day long little Minnie has cried for her, ar
asked me, over and over again, whether Em’ly was wickec
What can I say to her, when Em'ly tied a ribbon off her ow
neck round little Minnie’s the last night she was here, an
laid her head down on the pillow beside her till she was fa!
asleep! The ribbon’s round my little Minnie’s neck hov
It ought not to be, perhaps, but what can I do? Emly i
very bad, but they were fond of one another, And the chil
knows nothing t” ‘

Mrs, Joram was so unhappy that her husband came ou
to take care of her. Leaving them together, I went home t¢
Peggotty’s, more melancholy myself, if possible, than I hac
been yet.

That good creature—I mean Peggotty—all untired by her
late anxicties and sleepless nights, was at her brother’s, where

.. she meant to stay till moming. An old woman, who had

+"been employed about the house for some weeks past, while

* " eggotty had been unable to attend to it, was the house’s only
other occupant besides myself. As I had no occasion for her
services, I sent her to bed, by no means against her will ; and
sat down before the kitchen fire a little while, to think about
all this.

I was blending it with the deathbed of the late Mr. Barkis,
and was driving out with the tide towards the distance at
which Ham had looked so singularly in the morning, when I
was recalled from my wanderings by a knock at the door.
There was a knocker upon the door, but it was not that which
made the sound. The tap was from a hand, and low down
upon the door, as if it were given by a child.

It made me start as much as if it had been the knock of a
footman to a person of distinction. I opened the door, and
at first looked down, to my amazement, on nothing but 2
great umbrella that appeared to be walking about of itself.
But presently I discovered underneath it Miss Mowcher.
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1 might’l not have b‘:ten pzep:ued to give the little creature
-y R .
face, as she turned it up to mine, was so eamest ; and when
I relieved her of the umbrella (which would have been an
inconvenient one for the Irish giant), she wrung her little
rands in such an afflicted manner that I rather inclined to-
wards her,
1Miss Mowcher 1” said 1, after glancing up and down the
empty street, without distmctly knowing what I expected to
see besides, “how do you come here? What is the matter?”
She motioned to me with her short right arm to shut the
umbrella for her; and passing me hurriedly, went into the
kitchen. When I had closed the door, and followed with
the umbrella in my hand, I found her sitting on the comer of
the fender—it was a low iron one, with two flat bars at top
1o stand plates upon—in the shadow of the boiler, swaying
berself backwards and forwatds, and chafing her hands upon
ber knees like a person in pamn. N
Quite alarmed at bemng the only recipient of this untimely
visit, and the only of this p behaviour, I
exclaimed again, *Pray tell me, Miss Mowcher, what is the
matter? Are you ill ¥
“My dear young soul,” d Miss Mowch: n
ber hands upon her heatt, one aver the other, “I am ill
here; I am very ill. To think that it should come to this,
when I might have known it, and perhaps prevented i, if I
Ez2dn't been a thoughtless fool |
Again her large bonnet (very disproportionate to her figure)
went backwards and forwards, in her swaying of her little
body to and fro; while a most gigantic bonnet rocked, in
ison with it, upon the wall.
“Tam surprised,” I began. “to see you so distressed and
stious”—when she interrvyied me. N
“Yes, it's always so,” e said. “They are all surprised,
these inconsiderate young people, faitly and full grows, to see
any natural feeling 1n & hittle thing ke me| They makea
Paything of me, use me for their amusement, throw ;¢ (“’.:,
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when they are tired, and wonder that I feel more than a toy
horse or a wooden soldier! Yes, yes, that’s the way—the
old way!” .

“1t may be with others,” I returned, “but I do assure you
it is not with me. Perhaps I ought not to be at all surprised
to see you as you are now ; I know so little of you. I said,
without consideration, what I thought.” :

“What can I do?” returned the little woman, standing up,
and holding out her arms to show herself. “See! What I
am, my father was ; and my sister is ; and my brother is. I
have worked for sis‘er and brother these many years—hard,
Mr. Copperfield—all day. I must live. I donoharm. If
there are people so unreflecting or so cruel as to make a jest
of me, what is left for me to do but to make a jest of myself,
them, and everything? If I do so, for the time, whose fault
is that? Minep”

No. Not Miss Mowcher’s, I perceived.

“If I bad shown myself a sensitive dwarf to your false
friend,” pursued the little woman, shaking her head at me
with reproachful earnestness, “how much of his help or
good-will do you think [ should ever have had? If little

. Mowcher (who had no hand, young gentleman, in the making

* of herself) addressed herself to him, or the like of him, because
of her misfortunes, when do you suppose her small voice
would have been heard? Little Mowcher would have as
much need to live, if she was the bitterest and dullest of pig-
mies ; but she couldn’t do it. Noj; she might whistle for
her bread and butter till she died of Air.”

Miss Mowcher sat down on the fender again, and took out
her handkerchief, and wiped her eyes.

“Be thankful for me, if you have a kind heart, as I think
you have,” she said, “that while I know well what I am, I
can be cheerful and endure it all. I am thankful for myself,
at any rate, that I can find my tiny way through the world
without being beholden to any one, and that in return for all
that is thrown at me, in folly or vanity, as I go along, I can
throw bubbles back. If I don’t crood over all I want, it is
the better for me, and not the worse for any one. IfIama
plaything for you giants, be gentle with me.” ‘

Miss Mowcher replaced her handkerchief in her pocket,
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Tooking at me with very intent expression all the while, and
ursued,—

#I saw you in the street just now, You may suppose I
am not able to walk as fast as you, with my short legs and
short breath, and I couldn’t overtake you; but I guessed
where you came, and came after you. 1 have been here
before, to-day, but the good woman wasn't 2t home.”

“Do you know her 2” I demanded.

“T know of her, and about her,” she replied, “from Omer
and Joram. I was there at seven o'clock this moming. Do
you remember what Steerforth said to me about this unfor-

?
)
5

when she asked this question.

1 remembered very well what she referred to, having had it
in my thoughts many times that day. I told her so.

“May the father of all evil confound him,” said the little
woman, holding up her forefinger between me and her spark-
ling eyes, “and ten times more confound that wicked servant;
but I believed it was jox who had a boyish passion for her1”

“I?2” 1 repeated.

*“Child, child! in the name of blind illfortune,” cried
Miss Mowcher, wringing her hands impatiently, as she went
10 and fro again upon the fender, “why did you praise her
0, and blush, and look disturbed?”

I could not conceal from myself that I had done this,
though for a reason very different from her supposition.

“What did T know?” said Miss Mowcher, taking out he:
wt - . .

bo . .

50 B P o

L left the room a minute, when his man told me that * Young
Innocence’ (so he called you, and you may call him ‘Old
Guilt’ all the days of your hfe) had ‘set his heart upon her,
and she was giddy and liked him ; but hus master was resolved
that no harm should come of it—more for your sake «{
hers—and that that was their business here? How cof’

but believe lum? 1 saw Steerforth soothe and please

I
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his praise of her! You were the first to mention her name.
You owned to an old admiration of her. You were hot and
cold, and red and white, all at once when I spoke to you of
her. What could I think—what 472 I think—but that you
were a young libertine in everything but experience, and had
fallen into hands that had experience enough, and could
manage you (having the fancy) for your own good? Oh!
oh! oh! They were afraid of my finding out the truth,”
exclaimed Miss Mowcher, getting off the fender, and trotting
up and down the kitchen with her two short arms distress-
fully lifted up, “because I am a sharp little thing—I need
be, to get through the world at all —and they deceived me
altogether, and I gave the poor unfortunate girl a letter, which
I fully believe was the beginning of her ever speaking to Lit-
timer, who was left behind on purpose 1”

I stood amazed at the revelation of all this perfidy, looking
at Miss Mowcher as she walked up and down the kitchen
until she was out of breath; when she sat upon the fender
again, and drying her face with her handkerchief, shook her
head for a long time, without otherwise moving, and without
breaking silence.

““ My country rounds,” she added at length, *brought me
to Norwich, Mr. Copperfield, the night before last. What I
happcngd to find out there, about their secret way of coming
and going, without you—which was strange—led to my sus-
pecting something wrong. I got into the coach from London

last night as it came through Norwich, and was here this
morning. Oh, oh, oh! too late!” ‘

Poor little Mowcher turned so chilly
and fretting, that she turned round on tie fender, putting her
poor little wet feet in among the ashes to warm them, and sat
looking at the fire, like a large doll. I sat in a chair on the
other side of the hearth, lost in unhappy reflections, and look-
Ing at the fire too, and sometimes at her, ,

“I must go,” she said at last, risi
) sing as sk e, “It’s
fate. ~ You don’t mistrust me?” & e spoke

Meeting her sharp glance, which
the asked me, I could not,
quite frankly,

“Come!" said she, accepting the offer of my hand to help

after all her crying

as as sharp as ever when
on that short challenge, answer No

A



DAVID COPPERFIELD. 23

her over the fender, and looking wistfully up into my face,
“you know you wouldn't mistrust me, if I was a full-sized
woman1”

I felt that there was much truth in this, and I felt rather
ashamed of myself,

“You are a young man,” she said, nodding. **Take a word
of advice, even from three foot nothing, Try not to associate
bodily defects with mental, my good friend, except for a solid
reason.”

She had got over the fender now, and I had got over my
suspicion. I told her that I believed she had given me a
faithful account of herself, and that we had both been hap-
I&gs‘ i‘pstrumenzs ‘in' gesigning hands. She thanked me, and

' - " back on her way to

- « P ith her forefinger up

N ) . .t from what I have
hmd——ﬂy ears are always open; I can’t afford to. spare w‘hz!
anything to serve the poor betrayed girl, T will do it futhfully,
please Heaven, And Lattimer had better have a bleodhound
at his back than little Mowcher1”

I placed implicit faith in this last statement when I marked
the look with which it was accompanied.

“Trust me no more, but trust me no less, than you would
trust 2 full-sized woman,” s2id the little creature, touching me
appealingly on the wrist. *“If ever you see me again, unlike
what 1 am now, and like what I was when you first saw me,
observe what company I am in. Call to mind that Iam a
very helpless and defenceless little thing. Think of me at
home with my brother like myself and sister like myself, when
wy day's work is done. Perhaps you won't, then, be very ,’
bacd upon me, or surprised if I can be distressed and serious.
Good-night 17

I gave Miss Mowcher my hand, with a very different
opinion of her from that which I had hitherto entertain=d,
12d opened the door to let her out. It was not & 47
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business to get the great umbrella up, and properly balance
in her grasp; but at last I successfully accomplished this, an
saw it go bobbing down the street through the rain, withou
the least appearance of having anybody underneath it, excep
when a heavier fall than usual from some overcharged water
spout sent it toppling over on one side, and discovered Mis:
Movwcher struggling violently to get it right. After making
one or two sallies to her relief, which were rendered futile by
the umbrella’s hopping on again, like an immense bird, be-
fore I could reach it, I came in, went to bed, and slept till
morning.

In the morning I was joined by Mr. Peggotty and by my
old nurse, and we went at an early hour to the coach-office,
where Mrs. Gummidge and Ham were waiting to take leave
of us.

“Mas’t Davy,” Ham whispered, drawing me aside, while
Mr. Peggotty was stowing his bag among the luggage, ““his
life is quite broke up. He doen't know wheer he’s going;
he doen't know what's afore him ; he's bound upon a voyage
that'll last, on and off, all the rest of his days, take my wured
for't, unless he finds what he’s a-seeking of. 1 am sure you'll
be a friend to him, Mas't Davy?”

“Trust me, 1 will indeed,” said I, shaking hands with Ham
camnestly.

“Thankee. Thankee very kind, sir. One thing furder.
Tm in good employ, you know, Mas't Davy, and I han't no
way now of spending what I gets. Money’s of no use to
me no more, except to live. If you can lay it out for him,
I shall do my work with a better art.  Though as to that,
sir,” and he spoke very steadily and mildly, “you're not to
think but I shall work at all times like a man, and act the
best that lays in my power!”

I told him I was well convinced of it, and I hinted that 1
hoped the time might even come when he would cease to
lead the lonely life he natumlly contemplated now.

*No, sir,” he said, shaking his head ; “all that's past and
over with me, sir. No one can never fill the place that's
empty.  But you'll bear in mind about the money, as
theer’s at all times some laying by for him ?”

Reminding him of the fact that Mr. Peggotty derived a
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steady, though certainly a very moderate, income from the
bequest of his late brother-indaw, I promised to do so. We
then took leave of each other, I cannot leave him even
row without remembering with a pang at once his modest
fortitade and his great sorrow.

As to Mrs. Gi idge, if I were to end to describ
tow she ran down the street by the side of the coach, seeing
T Lt Afe Tt ey
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sitting on a baker’s doorstep, out of breath, with no shape at
all remaining 1 her bonnet, and one of her shoes off, lying
cathe p ata iderable di
When we got to our journey’s end, our first pursuit was
to look about for a lttle lodging for Peggotty, where her
brother could have a bed. We were so fortunate as to find
ong, of 2 very clean and cheap deseniption, over a chandler’s
stop, only two streets removed from me. When we had
enzaged this domicile, I bought some cold meat at an
eatinghouse, and took my fellow-travellers home to tea—a
proceeding, 1 regret to state, which did not meet with Mrs.
Crupp’s approval, but quite the contrary. I ought to ob-
serve, however, in explanation of that lady’s state of mind,
she was much offended by Peggotty’s tucking up her
o orenee, . F 7 s Dlace,
. . . ' - Crupp
. . S v idwas

SIr. reggotty naa made a commumesuon W we on the
w2y to London for which I was not unprepared. It was,
that he purposed first seeing Mrs. Steerforth, As I felt
bond to assist him in this, and also to mediate between

S e T . e esbodn faclinee ne much
o i . EE 1y

« vin
. s . . < rof ;
2most gentle and upright character ; and that I ventu red
&press a hope that she would not refuse to see him in
beary trouble. 1 mentioned two d'clock in the .
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the hour of our coming, and I sent the letter myself by the
first coach in the morming.

At the appointed time we stood at the door—the door of
that house where I had been, a few days since, so happy;
where my youthful confidence and warmth of heart had
been yielded up so freely; which was closed against me
henceforth ; which was now a waste, a ruin.

No Littimer appeared. The pleasanter face which had
replaced his on the occasion of my last visit answered to our
summons, and went before us to the drawingroom. Mrs.
Steerforth was sitting there. Rosa Dartle glided, as we went
in, from another part of the room, and stood behind her chair.

I saw, directly, in his mother’s face, that she knew from
himself what he had done. It was very pale, and bore the
traces of deeper emotion than my letter alone, weakened by
the doubts her fondness would have raised upon it, would
have been likely to create. I thought her more like him
than ever I had thought her, and I felt, rather than saw,
that the resemblance was not lost on my companion.

She sat upright in her arm-chair, with a stately, immov-
sble, passionless air, that it seemed as if nothing could
disturb. She looked very steadfastly at Mr. Pegpotty when

. he stood before her, and he looked quite as steadfastly at

" her. Rosa Dartle’s keen glance comprehended all of us.
For some moments not a word was spoken. She motioned
to Mr. Peggotty to be seated. He said, in a low voice,
“1 shouldn't feel it nat'ral, ma'am, to sit down in this house.
T'd sooner stand.” And this was succeeded by another
silence, which she broke thus,—

“I know, with deep regret, what has brought you here.
What do you want of me? What do you ask me to do?”

He put his hat under his arm, and feeling in his breast for
Emily’s letter, took it out, unfolded it, and gave it to her.

“ Please to read that, ma’'am. That’s my nicce’s hand {”

She read it, in the same stately and impassive way—
untouched by its contents, as far as I could see—and re-
tumned it to him.

“*Unless he brings me back a lady,’” said Mr. Peggotty,
tracing out that part with his finger. “I come to know,
ma'am, whether he will keep his wured ?”
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“No," she returned.

“Why not?” said Mr, Peggotty.

“It 15_impossible. He would disgrace himsell. You
ot fail to know that she is far below him.”

“Raise her up!” said Mr. Peggotty.

#She is uneducated and ignorant.”

“Magbe she's not, maybe she is,” said Mr. Pegzotty.
“7 think not, maam; but I'm no judge of them things.
Teach her better1”

“Since you oblige me to speak more plainly, which Iam
vy unwilling to do, her humble connections would rehder
s2¢h a thing mmpossible, if nothing else did.”

“Hark to thi, ma’am,” he returned, slowly and quietly,
“You know what it 13 to love your child. So do I. Ifshe
¥zs 2 hundred times my child, T couldnt love her more,
Yeu doen’t know what it is to lose your c¢hild I do. All
ti¢ heaps of riches in the wureld would be nowt to me (if
tiey was mine) to buy her back! But save her from this
Eszrace, and she shall never be disgraced by us.  Not one
of vs that she’s growed up among, not ore of us that’s
Eved along with her, and had her for their all in all, these
many year, will ever look upon her pntty face 2gain.  We'lll
be content to let her be; we'll be content to think of her,
fir of, as if she was undemeath another sun 2nd sky; well
be content to trust her to her husband—to her little chil-
dzn, p'raps—and bide the time when all of us shall be alike
o guality afore our God 1™

Tke rugged eloquence with which be spoke was not
&eoid of 21l effect.  She still preserved her proud manner,
bt there was a touch of softness in her voice as she
nswered,—

“I justify nothing. 1 make no counter-zccusations. But
Tag sorTy to repeat, 1t is impossible Such a marizge
vould imetrievably blight my son’s career and muin his
Foepects,  Nothing is more certain than that it never can
tie place, and never will. If there is any other com-
Ptrf;tzon—"  the face” * L

am looking at the likeness of the face, .
piia chgo!ty,kﬁ%h a steady but a kindling eye, “that }
ed at me, in my home, at my fireside, in my b7,
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wheer not?—smiling and friendly, when it was so treacher.
ous that I go half wild when I think of it. If the likeness
of that face don’t tumn to burning fire at the thought of
* offering money to me for my child’s blight and ruin, it’s as
bad. I doen’t knovw, being a lady’s, but what it's worse.”

She changed now, in a moment. An angry flush over-
spread her features, and she said, in an intolerant manner,
grasping the arm-chair tightly with her hands,— o

“What compensation can you make to e for opening
such a pit between me and my son? What is your love to
miné? What is your separation to ours?”

Miss Dartle softly touched her, and bent down her head
to whisper, but she would not hear a word.

“No, Rosa, not a word! Let the man listen to what I
say! My son, who has been the object of my life, to whom
its every thought has been devoted, whom I have gratified
from a child in every wish, from whom I have had no
separate existence since his birth—to take up in a moment
with a miserable girl, and avoid me! To repay my confi-
dence with systematic deception, for her sake, and quit me
for her! To set this wretched fancy against his mother’s
claims upon his duty, love, respect, gratitude—claims that

. every day and hour of his life should have strengthened into
* ties that nothing could be proof against! Is this no mjury ?*

Again Rosa Dartle tried to soothe her ; again ineffectually.

“I say, Rosa, not a word! If he can stake his all upon
the lightest object, I can stake my all upon a greater purpose.
Let him go where he will, with the means that my love has
secured to him! Does he think to reduce me by long ab-
sence? He knows his mother very little if he does. Let
him put away his whim now, and he is welcome back. Let
him not put her away now, and he never shall come near
me, living or dying, while I can raise my hand to make a
sign against it, unless, being rid of her for ever, he comes
humbly to me and begs for my forgiveness. This is my
right.  This is the acknowledgment I wi/ Zave. ‘This is
the separation that there is between us! And is this,” she
added, looking at her visitor with the proud intolerant air
with which she had begun, “no injury?” .

- While I heard and saw the mother as she said these words,

e
N o't
& .
g
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1seemed to hear and see the son defying them. All that I
bad ever seen in him of an unyielding, wilful spirit, I saw
in her.  All the understanding that 1 had now of his mis-
directed energy, became an understanding of her character
too, and a perception that it was, in its strongest springs, the
sume.

She now observed to me, aloud, resuming her former re-
straint, that it was useless to hear more, or to say more, and
fhat she begzed to put an end to the interview. She rose
with an 2ir of dignity to leave the room, when Mr. Peggotty
signified that it was needless. .

e e L .. . IR TR

. \ . .

" . . L I}
tope. I have done what I thowt should be done; but I
never Jooked fur any good to come of my stanning where I
da. 'This has been too evil 2 house fur me and mine, fur
me to be in my right senses and expect it.”

With this we departed, leaving her standing by her elbow-
chair,a picture of a noble presence and a handsome face.

We had, on our way out, to cross 2 paved hall, with glass
sides and roof, over which a vine was trained. Its leaves
2nd shoots were green then, and the day being sunny a pair
of glass doors leading to the garden were thrown open.
Rosa Dartle, entering this way with a noiseless step, when
we were close to them, addressed herself to me.

N “You do well,” she said, “indeed, to bring this fellow
ere]”

Such 2 concentration of rege and scom as darkened her
face, and flashed in her jet-black eyes, I could not have
thought compressible even into that face. The scar made
by the hammer was, as usual in this excited state of her
features, strongly marked. When the throbbing I had seen
before came into it as I looked at her, she absolutely lifted
tp her hand and struck it. .

“This is a fellow,” she said, “to champion and bring here, _
Ishenot? You are a true man1”

“Miss Dartle,” I returned, “you are surely not «v
&1t condemn sme!”

-“Why do you bring division between these
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creatures?” she returned. “Don’t you know that they are
both mad with their own self-will and pride?” :

“Is it my doing?” I returned. :

“Is it your doing?” she retorted. *“Why do you bring
this man here?”

“He is a deeply injured man, Miss Dartle,” I replied.
“You may not know it.”

“I know that James Stecrforth,” she said, with her hand
on her bosom, as if to prevent the storm that was raging
there from being loud, “has a false, corrupt heart, andis a
traitor.  But what need I know or care about this fellow,
and his common niece ?”

“Miss Dartle,” I returned, “you deepen the injury. Itis
sufficient already. I will only ‘say, at parting, that you do .
him a great wrong.” :

“I do him no wrong,” she returned. “They are a de-
praved, worthless set. I would have her whipped !” o

Mr. Peggotty passed on, without a word, and went out at
the door. !

Oh, shame, Miss Dartle! shame!” T said indignantly. .
“How can you bear to trample on his undeserved affiction!” 3

“I would trample on them all,” she answered. “I would "
have his house pulled down. T would have her branded ',
on the face, dressed in rags, and cast out in the streets to .
starve.  If I had the power to sit in judgment on her, T ',
would sce it done.  See it done? I would do it! Idetest
h.er. If I ever could reproach her with her infamous condi- '
tion, T would go anywhere to do so.  If I could hunt her to .
her grave, I would.” If there was any word of comfort that *.
would be a solace to her in her dying hour, and only I’
possessed it, I wouldn't part with it for life itself.” it

The mere vehemence of her words can convey, I am !
sensible, but a weal impression of the passion by which she *.
~as possessed, and which made itself artienlate in her whole '

figure, though h
than usual.  Nc
justice to my rec
of herself to her
but I have never
Wher 7 ioine

APy

4
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Lhoughtfully down thc'hill. He told me, a3 soon as I came
up with him, that havmg now discharged his mind of what
he had purposed doing in London, he meant “to set out on
his travels” that rught. T asked him where he meant to go.
He only answered, “I’m a-going, sir, to seek my niece.”

e went back to the little lodging over the chandler's
shop, and there I found an opportunity of repeating to
Peggotty what he had said to me. She informed me, in
return, that he had said the same to her that moming. She
knew no more than I did where he was going, but she

thrninhs ha had enemn mentant champd o 0 L

recollect well, by a miscellaneous taste of tea, coffee, butter,
bacon, cheese, new loaves, firewood, candles, and walnut
ketchup, continually ascending from the shop. ~ After dinner
w¢ sat for an hour or so near the window, without talking
S e e o i

P . . ey, a
L e barely enough, I should
L 1onth. He promised to
: , ung befell him; and he
stung his bag about him, took his hat and stick, and bade us
both “ Good-bye 1"
. “All good attend you, dear old woman,” he said, embra-
€ng Peggotty ; “and you too, Mas'r Davy!” shaking hands
withme. “I'm agoing to seek her, fur and wide. If she
thould come home while I'm away—but ab, that ain’t like to
bel—or if I should bring her back, my meaning is that she
and me shall live and die where no one can’t reproach her,
! R " that the last words
b is with my darling

LN

nie sua tus solemnly, bareneaged ; then, putting on his
bat, he went down the stairs and away, We followed to the
Tt was a warm, dusty evening—just the time when, in

e great main thoroughfare out of which that by-way turned,

-
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creatures?” she 'returned. “Don’t you know that they are
both mad with their own self-will and pride?”

“TIs it my doing?” I returned. .

“Is it your doing?” she retorted. “Why do you bring
this man herep?”

“He is a deeply injured man, Miss Dartle,” I replied.
“You may not know it.”

“I know that James Steerforth,” she said, with her hand
on her bosom, as if to prevent the storm that was raging
there from being loud, “has a false, corrupt heart, and is »
traitor. But what need I know or care about this fellov
and his common niece?”

“Miss Dartle,” I returned, “you deepen the injury. It i
sufficient already. I will only say, at parting, that you d
_ him a great wrong.”

“I do him no wrong,” she returned, “They are a de
praved, worthless set. I would have her whipped!” ’

Mr. Peggotty passed on, without a word, and went out a
the door,

“Oh, shame, Miss Dartle! shame!” I said indignantly
“How can you bear to trample on his undeserved affliction !’

“I would trample on them all,” she answered. “I woul
have his house pulled down. I would have her brandec
on the face, dressed in rags, and cast out in the streets tc
starve, I{ I had the power to sit in judgment on her, 1
would see it done. See it done? I would do it! I detest
her. If T ever could reproach her with her infamous condi:
tion, T would go anywhere to do so. If I could hunt her to
her grave, I would. If there was any word of comfort that
would be a solace to her in her dying hour, and only I
possessed it, I wouldn’t part with it for life jtself.”

The mere vehemence of her words can convey, 1 am
sensible, but a weak impression of the passion by which she
was possessed, and which made itself articulate in her whole
figure, though her voice, instead of being raised, was lower
than usual. No description I could give of her would do

Ll}sf:ce tg' rtnylrecouedion of her, or to her entire deliverance
erself to her anger, I hav, EOTE oy forms,
but T have S 1ave seen passion in many

never seen it in such a form as that. :
When I joined Mr Peggotty, her:?as walking slowly and

L)
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there was a temporary lull in the eternal tread of feet upon
the pavement, and a strong red sunshine. He turned, alone,
at the corner of our shady strect, into a glow of light, in
which we lost him. )

Rarely did that hour of the evening come, rarely did I
wake at night, rarely did I look up at the moon or stars,
or watch the falling rain, or hear the wind, but I thought of
his solitary figure toiling on, poor pilgrim, and recalled the
words,—

“«I'm a-going to seck her, fur and wide. If any hurt
should come to me, remember that the last words I left for
her was, *My unchanged love is with my darling child, and
1 forgive her!’”

CHAPTER XXXIII.
BLISSFUL.

ALL this time I had gone on loving Dora harder than ever.
Her idea was my refuge in disappointment and distress, and
made some amends to me even for the loss of my friend.
The more I pitied myself, or pitied others, the more I sought
for consolation in the image of Dora. The greater the
accumulation of deceit and trouble in the world, the brighter
and the purer shone the star of Dora high above the world.
I don't think I had any definite idea where Dora came from,
or in what degree she was related to a higher order of beings;
but I am quite sure I should have scouted the notion of her
being simply human, like any other young lady, with indigna-
tion and contempt.

If I may so express it, I was steeped in Dora. I was not
merely over head and cars in love with her, but I was
saturated through and through. Enough love might have
been wrung out of me, metaphorically speaking, to drown
anybody in; and yet there would have remained cnough
within me, and all over me, to pervade my entire existence.

The first thing I did, on my own account, when I came
back, was to take a night-walk to Norwood, and, like the
subject of a venerable riddle of my childhood, to go “round
and round the house, without ever touching the house,”




P
thinking about Dora. I believe the theme of this incompre-
hensible conundrum was the moon. No matter what it was,
1, the moonstruck slave of Dora, perambulated round and
round the house and garden for two hours, looking through
crevices in the palings, getting my chin by dint of violent
exertion above the rusty nails on the top, blowing kisses at
the lights in the windows, and romantically calling on the
night, at intervals, to shield my Dora—I don’t exactly know
what from. I suppose from fire; perhaps from mice, to
which she had a great objection.

My love was so much on my mind, and it was so natural
to me to confide in Peggotty, when I found her again by
my side of an evening with the old set of industnal im-
plements, busily making the tour of my wardrobe, that I
imparted to her, in a sufficiently roundabout way, my great
secret. Peggotty was strongly interested, but I could not get
her into my view of the case at all. She was audaciously
prejudiced in my favour, and quite unable to understand why
I should have any misgivings, or be low-spirited about it.
“‘The young lady might think herself welt off,” she observed,
“to have such a beau. And as to her pa,” she said, * what
67d the gentleman expect, for gracious sake1”

I observed, however, that Mr. Spenlow’s proctorial gown
and stiff cravat took Peggotty down a little, and inspired her
with a greater reverence for the man who was gradually
becoming more and more etherealized in my eyes every day,
and about whom a reflected radiance scemed to me to beam
when he sat erect in court among his papers, like a Ittle
lighthouse in a sea of stationery. And by-thebye, it used
to be uncommenly strange to me to consider, I remember,
as T sat in court too, how those dim old judges and doctors
wouldn’t have cared for Dora, if they had known her ; how
they wouldn’t have gone out of their senses with rapture, if
martiage with Dora had been proposed to them ; how Dora
might have sung and played upon that glonfied gmmr, until
she led me to the verge of madness, yet not have tempted
one of those slow-goers an inch out of his road |

I despised them toa man.  Frozen-out old gardeners in
the flower-beds of the heart, I took a personal offence against
them all, The Bench was nothmg to me but an

n
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underer. The Bar had no more tenderness or poetry in it
an the bar of a public-house. ..

Taking the management of Peggotty’s affairs into my own
mds, with no little pride, I proved the wil}, and came to a
ttlement with the Legacy Duty Office, and took her to tiie
ank, and soon got everything into an orc}erly train. We
wied the legal character of these proceedings by going to
'e some perspiring wax-work in Fleet Street (melted, I
wuld hope, these twenty years); and by visiting Miss
inwood’s Exhibition, which I remember as a mausoleum of
eedlework, favourable to self-examination and repentance ;
nd by inspecting the Tower of London ; and going to the
op of St. Paul's. Al these wonders afforded Peggotty as
weh pleasure as she was able to enjoy under existing
ircumstances ; except, I think, St. Paul’s, whxcl}, from her
ong attachment to her warkbox, became a rival of the
icture on the 1id, and was, in some particulars, vanquished,
he considered, by that work of art.

Peggotty’s business, which was what we used to call
‘common-form business” in the Commons {and very light
ind lucrative the common-form business was), being settled,
i took her down to the office one morning to pay her bill.
Mr. Spenlow had stepped out, old Tiffey said, to get 2
rentleman swom for a marriage leence; but as I knew he
vould be back directly, our place lying close to the Surro-

¢’s, and to the Vicar-General’s office too, I told Peggotty
watt,

We were a litle like undertakers, in the Commons, as
regarded Probate transactions—generally making it a rule to
look more or less cut up when we had to deal with clients in
mourning. Ina similar fecling of delicacy, we were always
blithe and light-hearted with the licence clients. Therefore
I hinted to Peggotty that she would find Mr. Spenlow much
recovered from the shock of Mr. Barkis's decease 3 and
indeed he came in like a bridegroom.

. But neither Peggotty nor T had eyes for him when we saw,
In company with him, Mr. Murdstone. He was very little
changed. His hair looked as thick, and was certainly as

black, as ever; and his glance was as little to be trusted s
of old.
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“Ah, Copperfield1” said Mr. Spenlow, “you know this
ger]x!lcmm, I believe ?”

a

U COVOUPRE TRNE I | SV

. ) . S .
came up to me.

*1 hope,” he said, “that you are doing well?”

“Tt can hardly be interesting to you,” said I. “Yes, if
you wish to know.”

We looked at each other, and he addressed himself to
Peggotty.

“And you,” said he. “I am somy to observe that you
have lost your hushand.”

“It's not the first loss I have had in my life, Mr. Murd-
stone,” replied Peggotty, trembling from head 10 foot, “I
am glad to hope that there is nobody to blame for this one
—nobody to answer for it.”

“Hal” said he; ‘“that's a comfortable reflection. You
have done your duty?”

“1 have not worn anybody’s life away,” said Peggotty, “I
am thankful to think! No, Mr. Murdstone, I have not
worrited and frightened any sweet creetur to an eatly
gravel”

He eyed her gloomily—remorsefully, I thought—for an
instant ; and said, turning his head towards me, but looking
at my feet instead of my face,—

“We are not likely to encounter soon a2gain—a source of
satisfaction to us both, no doubt, for such meetings as this
can never be agreeable. I do not expect that you, whi
always rebelled against my just authonty, exerted for you
benefit and reformation, should owe me any good-will now
There is an antipathy between us——"

“An old one, I believe?” said 1, interrupting him.

He smiled, and shot as ewl a glance at me as could com
from his dark eyes.

“It rankled 1 your baby breast,” he said.  “It embittere:
the life of your poor mother. You are nght. I hope yoi

may do better yet ; 1 hope you may correct yourself.”

Here he ended the dialogue, which had been carried onii
2 low voice, in a comer of the outer office, by passing int:

N
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“Do you mean that there is money, sir?” I asked.

“Yes,” said Mr. Spenlow; “I understand there's money.
Beauty too, 1 am told.”

“Indeed! Is his new wife young?”

“Just of age” said Mr. Spenlow. “So lately, that I
should think they had been waiting for that.” .

“Lord deliver her 1” said Peggotty, so very emphatically
and unexpectedly that we were all three discomposed, until
Tiffey came in with the bill.

ALY T2t s i mnend

FIPSEVIRI I § APV

165, HE SUUG ALY HZI—QUte LghL 1 BUuud
have been extremely happy, Copperfield, to have limited
these charges to the actual expenditure out of pocket, but it
is an irksome incident 1n my professional bfe that I am not
at liberty to consult my own wishes, I have a partner—Mr.
Jorkins,®

As he said this with a gentle melancholy, which was the
next thing to making no charge at all, 1 expressed my
acknowledgments on Peggotty’s behalf, and paid Tiffey in
bank-notes. Peggotty then retired to her lodging, and Mr.
Spenlow and I went into court, where we had 2 divorce suit
coming on, under an ingemons Little statute (repealed now, 1
believe, but in virtue of which I have seen several marriages
annulled), of which the merits were these. The husband,
whose name was Thomas Benjamin, had taken out his
marriage licence as Thomas only, suppressing the Benjamin
in case he should not find himself as comfortable as he ex-
P Y A T o LR

}_hml;ore l:e_ was not married at all. Which the’ court con

©f wuedt Wi reconenes au anowsnes,
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Mr. Spenlow’s room, and saying aloud in his smoothest
manner,~— . '

“Gentlemen of Mr. Spenlow’s profession are accustomed
to family differences, and know how complicated and difficult
they always arel” With that he paid the money for his
licence, and, receiving it neatly folded from Mr. Spenlow,
together with a shake of the hand, and a polite wish for his
happiness and the lady’s, went out of the office.

I might have had more difficulty in constraining myself to
be silent under his words, if I had had less difficulty in im-
pressing upon Peggotty (who was only angry on my account,
good creature !) that we were not in a place for recrimination,
and that I besought her to hold her peace. She was so un-
usually roused that I was glad to compound for an affectionate
hug, elicited by this revival in her mind of our old injuries,
and to make the best I could of it, before Mr. Spenlow and
the clerks.

Mr. Spenlow did not appear to know what the connection
between Mr. Murdstone and myself was ; which I was glad
of, for I could not bear to acknowledge him, even in my own
breast, remembering what I did of the history of my poor
mother, Mr, Spenlow seemed to think, if he thought any-
thing about the matter, that my aunt was the leader of the

wstate party in our family, and that there was a rebel party
- mmanded by somebody else—so I gathered at least from
t he said, while we were waiting for Mr. Tiffey to make

t Pepgotty’s bill of costs.

“Miss Trotwood,” he remarked, “is very firm, no doubt,
and not likely to give way to opposition. I have an admi-
ration for her character; and I may congratulate you, Cop-
perfield, on being on the right side. Differences betweer
relations are much to be deplored ; but they are extremel

. -general, and the great thing is to be on the right side”—
meaning, I take it, on the side of the moneyed interest.

“Rather a good marriage this, I believe?” said Mr. Spenlov

I explained that I knew notbing about it.

“Indecd !” he said. *Speaking from the few words M
Murdstone dropped—as 2 man frequently does on the
occasions—and from what Miss Murdstone let fall, I shou
say it was rather a good marriage.”
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Do you mean that there is money, sir?” I asked,

“Yes,” said Mr. Spenlow; “I understand there’s money.
Beauty too, I am told.”

“Indeed} Is hls new wife young ?”*

“Just of age,” said Mr. Spenlow. “Sa lately, that I
should think they had been waiting for that.”

“Lord deliver her1” said Peggotty, so_very emphatically
and unexpectedly that we were all three discomposed, until
Tiffey came in with the bill.

Old Tiffey soon appeared, however, and handed it to Mr.
Spenlow to look over. Mr. Spenlow, setthing his chin in"his
cravat and rubbing it softly, went over the items with a
deprecatory air—as if it were all Jorkins’s doing-—and handed
it back to Tiffey with a bland sigh.

“Yes,” he said; “that’s nght—quite rightt I should
have been extrcmely happy, Copperfield, to have limited
these charges to the actual expenditure out of pocket, but it
is an irksome incident in my professional life that I am not
at liberty to consult my own wishes. I have a partner—Mr.
Jorkins.”

As he said this with a gentle melancholy, which was the
next thing to making no charge at all, T expressed my
acknawlcdgments on Peggotty’s behalf, and paid Tifley in
bank-notes. Peggotty then retired to fer lodging, and Mr.
Spenlow and 1 went into court, where we had a divorce suit
coming on, under an ingenious little statute (repealed now, I
believe, but in virtue of which I have seen several mariages
annulled), of which the merits were these. The husband,
whose name was Thomas Benjamin, had taken out his
marriage licence as Thomas only, suppressing the Benjamin
in case he should not find himself as comfortable as he ex-
pected. Ao finding humself as comfortable as he expected,
or being a little fatigued with his wife, poor fellow, he now
came forward, by a friend, after being married a year or two,
and declared that his name was Thomas Benjamin, and
therefore he was not married at all.  Which the court con-
firmed, to his great satisfaction.

1 must say that I had my doubts about the strict justice of
this, and was not even frightened out of them by the bushel
of wheat which reconciles all anomalies,
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But Mr. Spenlow argued the matter with me. He said,
Look at the v?orld; therg: was good and evil in that. Look
at the ecclesiastical law ; there was good and evil in #iaz It
was all part of a system. Very good. There you were !

I had not the hardihood to suggest to Dora’s father that
possibly we might even improve the world a little, if we got
up early in the morning, and took off our coats to the work ;
but I confessed that I thought we might improve the
Commons. Mr. Spenlow replied that he would particularly
advise me to dismiss that idea from my mind, as not being
worthy of my gentlemanly character; but that he would be
glad to hear from me of what improvement I thought the
Commons susceptible ?

Taking that part of the Commons which happened to be
nearest to us—for our man was tnmarried by this fime, and
we were out of court, and strolling past the Prerogative
Office—I submitted that I thought the Prerogative Office
rather a queerly managed institution. Mr, Spenlow inquired
in what respect? I replied, with all due deference to his
experience (but with more deference, I am afraid, to his
being Dora’s father), that perhaps it was a little nonsensical
that the Registry of that court, containing the original wills
_of all persons leaving effects within the immense province of

?‘Z:’“,Cg.ntcrbury, for three whole centuries, should be an accidental
-w lding, never designed for the purpose, leased by the
“* “'strars for their own private emolument, unsafe, not even
" certained to be fire-proof, choked with the important docu-

" ments it held, and positively, from the roof to the basement,
a mercenary speculation of the registrars, who took great fees
from the public, and crammed the public’s wills away anyhow
and anywhere, having no other object than to get rid of them

» cheaply, That, perhaps, it was a little unreasonable that
tl}ese registrars, in the receipt of profits amounting to eight or

'+ nine thousand pounds a year (to say nothing of the profits
of the deputy registrars and clerks of seats), should not be
obliged to spenda }xttle of that money in finding a reasonably
safe place for the important documents which all classes of
people were compelled to hand over to them, whether they
would orno, That, perhaps, it was 2 little unjust that all the
great offices in this preat office should be magnificent sine

i eI
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cures, while the unfortunate working clerks in the cold dark
room upstairs were the worst rewarded and the least con-
sidered men, doing important services, in London. That,
perhaps, it was a little indecent that the principal registrar of
all, whose duty it was to find the public, constantly resorting
to this place, 2ll needful accommodation, should be an
enormous sinecurist in virtue of that post (and might be,
besides, a clergyman, a pluralist, the holder of a stallin a
cathedral, and what not), while the public was put to the
inconvenience of which we had a specimen every afternoon
when the office was busy, and which we knew to be quite
monstrous. That, perhaps, in short, this Prerogative Office
of the diocese of Canterbury was altogether such a pestilent
job, and such a pernicious absurduty, that but for its being
squeezed away in a comer of St. Paul's Churchyard, which
few people knew, it must have been turned completely inside
aut, and upside down, long ago.

Mr. Spenlow smiled as I became modestly warm on the
subject, and then argued this question with me as he had
argued the other. He smd. What was 1t, after all? It was
a question of feeling. If the public felt that their wills were
in safe keeping, and took it for granted that the office was
not to be made better, who was the worse for it? Nobody.
Who was the better for 1t? All the sinecurists. Very well;
then the good predominated. It might not be a perfect
system—nothing was perfect; but what he objected to was,
the insertion of the wedge, Under the Prerogatve Office,
the country had been glorious: insert the wedge into the
Prerogative Office, and the country would cease to be glorious.
He idered it the principle of to take things

R PR U Sy s

it has not only lasted to the present moment, but has done so
in the teeth of a great parliamentary report made (not too
willingly) eighteen years ago, when all these objections of
mine were sct forth in detal, and when the exsting stowage
for wills was desenbed as equal to the accumulation of only
two years and a half more. What they have done with them
since—-whether they have Jost many, or whethe™-r p =y
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now and then to the butter-shops—1I don’t know. I am glad
mine is not there, and I hope it may not go there yet awhile.

I have set all this down, in my present blissful chapter,
because here it comes into its natural place. Mr. Spenlow
and I falling into this conversation, prolonged it and our
saunter to and fro, until we diverged into general topics.
And so it came about, in the end, that Mr. Spenlow told me
this day week was Dora’s birthday, and he would be glad
if I would come down and join a little picnic on the occa-
sion. I went out of my senses immediately ; became a mere
driveller next day, on receipt of a little lace-edged sheet of
note-paper, Favoured by papa—to remind;” and passed
the intervening period in a state of dotage.

I think I committed every possible absurdity in the way
of preparation for this blessed event. I tum hot when I
remember the cravat 1 bought. My boots might be placed
in any collection of instruments of torture. I provided, and
sent down by the Norwood coach the night before, a delicate
little hamper, amounting in itself, I thought, almost to a
declaration: there were crackers in it, with the tendérest
mottoes that could be got for money, At six in the morning
I was in Covent Garden Market, buying a bouquet for Doras
at ten I was on horseback (I hired a gallant grey for the
occasion), with the bouquet in my hat, to keep it fresh,
-trotting down to Norwood.

* 1 suppose that when I saw Dora in the garden, and pre-
+~ 'z not to see her, and rode past the house pretending to
be anxiously looking for jt, I committed two small fooleries
which other young gentlemen in my circumstances might
have committed, because they came so very natural to me.
But, oh! when I did find the house, and 477 dismount at the
garden gate, and drag those stony-hearted boots across the
lawn to Dora sitting on a garden seat under a lilac tree, what
a-spectacle she was upon that beautiful morning, among the

g{metrﬁies, in a white chip-bonnet and a dress of celestial
ue

. There was a young lady with her—comparatively stricken
;\ni i l);ears—g%mOSt hﬁegt){‘, I sh{mld say. Her name was Miss
5, and Dora called her Julia. Sh i

g Dc’wm. Happs Mie & ﬂlIs l e was the bosom fnen@
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Jip was there, and Jip would bark at me again. When 1
presented my bouquet, he gnashed his teeth with jealousy.
Well he might1 1f he had the least idea how I adored his
mistress, well he might1

“Oh, thank you, Mr, Copperfield! What dear flowérs1”™
said Dora,

1 had had an intention of saying (and had been studying
the best form of words for three miles) that 1 thought them
beautiful before 1 saw them so near Aer. But I couldn’t
manage it; she was too bewildenng, To see her lay the
flowers apainst her lttle dimpled chin was to lose all pres-
ence of mind and pover of language in a feeble ecstasy, 1
wonder I didn't say, “ Kill me, if you have a heart, Miss Mills.
Let me dic here!”

‘Then Dora held my flowers to Jip to smeil; then Jip
growled, and wouldn't smell them. Then Dora laughed,
and held them a little closer to Jip, to make him; then
Jip laid hold of a bit of geranum with his teeth, and worried
imaginary cats init. Then Dora beat um, and pouted, and
said, “ My poor beautiful flowers!” as compassionately, I
thought, as if Jip had Jad hold of me. I wished he had1

“You'll be so glad to hear, Mr. Copperfield,” said Dora,
“that that cross Miss Murdstone 1s not here.  She has gone
to her brother's marnage, and will be away at least three

wwaale Yot shat Anlickafiul 2%

Vo L "o her, and all that

o Miss Mills, with
an air of superior * o : tt
“She is the o .
Dora.  “You car .

she is, Julia.”

“Yes, 1 can, my dear!” said Julia.

 You can, perhaps, love,” retumed Dora, with her hand
gn ]"ulin's. “Forgive my not excepting you, my dear, at

rst,

I lcamnt, from thus, that Miss Mills had had her trials in the
course of a chequered existence ; and that to these, perhaps,
I might refer that wise benignity of manner which I had
already noticed. I found, in the course of the day, that this
was the case, Miss Mills having been unhs=in a mis.
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placed affection, and being understood to have retired from
the world on her awful 'stock of experience, but still to take a
«calm interest in the unblighted hopes and loves of youth.

But now Mr. Spenlow came out of the house, and Dor?’. '
went to him, saying; “Look, papa, what beautiful flowers!
And Miss Mills smiled thoughtfully, as who should say, *Ye
May flies enjoy your brief existence in the bright morning of
life1” And we all walked from the lawn towards the carriage,
which was getting ready.

I shall never have such a ride again; I have never had
such another. There were only those three, their hamper,
my hamper, and the guitar-case, in the phaetox}—apd, of

course, the phaeton was open; and I rode behind it and
Dora sat with her back to the horses, looking towards me.
She kept the bouquet close to her on the cushion, and
wouldn’t allow Jip to sit on that side of her at all, for fear
he should crush it. She often carried it in her hand, often
refreshed herself with its fragrance. Our eyes at those times
often met, and my great astonishment is that I didn’t go
over the head of my gallant grey into the carriage.

There was dust, I believe—there was a good deal of dust,
I believe. I have a faint impression that Mr. Spenlow
remonstrated with me for riding in it; but I knew of none.
' - I was sensible of a mist of love and beauty about Dora, but

T nothing else. He stood up sometimes, and asked me

++ T thought of the prospect? 1 said it was delightful,

++ « I dare say it was; but it was all Dora to me. The sun

shone Dora, and the birds sang Dora ; the south wind blew

Dora, and the wild flowers in the hedges were all Doras, to

2 bud. My comfort is, Miss Mills understood me; Miss
Mills alone could enter into my feelings thoroughly.

I don’t know how long we were going, and to this hour T
know as little where we went.  Perhaps it was near Guildford;
perhaps some Arabian-night magician opened up the place
for the day, and shut it up for ever when we came away, It
© Wwas a green spot, on a hill, carpeted with soft turf. There

were shady trees, and heather, and, as far as the eye could
see, & rich landscape.

It was a trying thing to find people here, waiting for us;
and mv fealousv. even of the ladies, knew no bounds, But
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all of my own sex—especially one impostor, three or four
years myy elder, with a red whgsker, on which he established
an amount of presumption not to be endured—were my
mortal foes.

We all unpacked our baskets, and employed ourselves in
getting dinner ready.  Red Whisker pretended he could make
2 salad (which I don't believe), and obtruded himself on
public notice. Some of the yourg ladies washed the Jettuces
for him, and sliced them under his directions, Doz was
among these. I felt that fate had pitted me ngainst this man,
and one of us must fail,

Red Whisker made his salad (I wondered how they could
et it; nothing should have induced me to touch it1), and
voted himself into the charge of the wine-cellar, which he
constructed, being an ingenious beast, in the hollow trunk
of atree. DBy-and by I saw him, with the majority of a lobster
on his plate, eating his dinner at the feet of Dora!

I have but an indistinct idea of what happened for some
time after this baleful object presented itself to my view,
1 was very merry, Iknow; but it was ho!low merrim‘ent. I
. . EI Lo P ,
. Lo, L. . e -
she had any designs on Red Whisker, I can't say. Dora's
health was drunk.” When I drank it, I affected to interrupt
my conversation for that purpose, and to resume it immedi-
ately afterwards. I caught Dora’s eye as I bowed to her,
and I thought it looked appealing ; but it looked at me over
the head of Red Whisker, and I was adamant,

The young creature in pink had 2 mother in green, and T
ather think the latter separated us from motives of policy.
Howhbeit, there was a general breaking up of the party, while
the remnants of the dinner were being put away; and I
strolled off by myself among the trees, 1n a raging and re-
morseful state. I was debating whether 1 should pretend
that I was not well, and fly—I don't know where—upon my
gallant grey, when Dora and Miss Mills met me.

“Mt., Copperfield,” said Miss Mills, “you are dull®

1 begged her pardon.  Not at all

“And, Dora,” said Miss Mills, “yowar 7

I3
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Oh dear, no! not in the least. . . .

“Mr. Copperfield and Dora,” said Miss Mills, with ar
almost venerable air, “ enough of this. Do not allow a trivial
misunderstanding to wither the blossoms of spring, which,
once put forth and blighted, cannot be renewed. T speak,’
said Miss Mills, *from experience of the past—the remote,
irrevocable past. The gushing fountains which sparkle in the
sun must not be stopped in mere caprice; the oasis in the
desert of Sahara must not be plucked up idly.”

1 hardly knew what I did, I was burning all over to tha
extraordinary extent; but I took Dora’s little hand and kissec
jt—and she let me! I kissed Miss Mills’s hand ; and we al
seemed, to my thinking, to go straight up to the seventt
heaven,

We did not come down again ; we stayed up there all the
evening, At first we strayed to and fro among the trees, ]
with Dora’s shy arm drawn through mine; and Heaver
knows, folly as it all was, it would have been a happ;
fate to have been struck immortal with those foolish feel
ings, and have strayed among the trees for ever{

But, much too soon, we heard the others laughing anc
talking, and calling, “ Where’s Dora?” So we went back

. and they wanted Dora to sing. Red Whisker would have
: got the guitar-case out of the carrage; but Dora told hin
7,',”\nobody knew where it was but I. So Red Whisker was done

' inamoment; and J got it, and 7 unlocked it, and 7 too}

< guitar out, and 7 sat by her, and 7 held her handkerchie

_-and gloves, and 7 drank in every note of her dear voice, anc
- she sang to me who loved her; and all the others migh!
t applaud as much as they liked, but they had nothing to dc
U with it
g I was intoxicated with joy. I was afraid it was
; tobereal, and that I should wake in Buckingham Stfeoe:1 ;Ir)gs)
! ently, and hear Mrs. Crupp clinking the teacups in getting

*  breakfast ready. But Dora sang, and others sang, and Mis:

Mills sang—about the slumbering echoes in the caverns o
Memory, as if she were a hundred years old. And the even
Ing came on; and we had tea, with the kettle boiling gipsy
fashion ; and I was still as happy as ever.

I'was happier than ever when the party broke up, an¢
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the other people, defeated Red Whisker and all, went fheir
several ways, and we went ours through the still evening
and the dying light, with sweet scents nising up around us.
Mr. Spenlow being a little drowsy after the champagne (hon~
our to the soil that grew the grape, to the grape that made
the wine, to the sun that ripened it, and to the merchant
who adulterated it1), and being fast asleep in a comer of
the carriage, I rode by the side and talked to Dora. She
admired my horse, and patted him (oh, what a dear little
hand it looked upon a horsef); and her shawl would not
keep right, and now and then I drew it round her with
my arm; and 1 even fancied that Jip began to sec how it
was, and to understand that he must make up his mind to be
friends with me.

That sagacious Miss Mills, too—that amiable, though
quite used-up, recl that little patriarch of hing
fess than twenty, who had done with the world, and mustn't
on any account have the slumbering echoes in the caverns
of Memory awakened, what a kind thing ske did 1

My, Copperfield,” said Miss Mills, *“come to this side of
the carriage 8 moment——if you can spare & moment. I want
to speak to you.®

Behold me, on my gallant grey, bending at the side of
Miss Mlls, with my hand upon the carriage door

“Dora is coming to stay with me. She is coming home
with me the day after tomorrow,  If you would like to call,
1 am sure papa would be happy to see you.”

What could 1 do but invoke a silent blessing on Miss
Mills's head, and store Miss Mills's address in the securest
comer of my memory ! What could I do but tell Miss Mills,
with grateful looks and fervent words, how much I appreciated
her good offices, and what an ineshmable value 1 set upon
her friendshipl

Then Miss Mills benignantly dismissed me, saying, “ Go
back to Doral” and I went; and Dora leaned out of the
carriage to talk to me, and we talked all the rest of the way;
and 1 rode my gallant grey so close to the wheel that 1T
grazed his near fore leg against it, and *“tonk, the bark oﬂ','}
as his owner told me, “to the tune of ™ n? eivin?
which 1 paid, and thought extremely d:i
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What time Miss Miils sat looking at the moon, murmuring
verses, and recalling, I suppose, the ancient days when she
and earth had anything in common. .

Norwood was many miles too near, and we reached it
many hours too soon; but Mr. Spenlow came to bimself a
tittle short of it, and said,  You must come in, Copperficld,
and test!” and I, consenting, we had sandwiches and wine-
and-water. In the light room, Dora blushing looked so
lovely that I could not tear myself away, but sat there star-
ing, in a dream, until the snoring of Mr. Spenlow inspired
me with sufficient consciousness to take my leave, So we
parted—1I riding all the way to London with the farewell
touch of Dora’s hand still light on mine, recalling every
incident and word ten thousand times; lying down in my
own bed at last, as enraptured a young noodle as ever was
carried out of his five wits by love.

When T awoke next marning, I was resolute to declare my
passion to Dora, and know my fate. Happiness or misery
was now the question. There was no other question that I
¢ knew of in the world, and only Dora could give the answer
Y.t it 1 passed three days in a tuxury of wretchedness,

torturing myself by putting every conceivable variety of dis-
couraging construction on all that ever had taken place
Jbetween Dora and me, At last, arrayed for the purpose at a
q':t expense, 1 went to Miss Mills's, fraught with a declaration.
Hc:w many times I’ went up and down the street, and
+ + 7 the square—painfully aware of being a much better
answer to the old riddle than the original one—before T
could persuade myself to go up the steps and knock, is no
+  matter now. Even when, at last, T had knocked, and was
) Waiting at the door, I had some flurried thought of asking
: g that were Mr. Blackboy’s (in imitation of poor Barkis),
; eglg\gmg pardon, and retreating, But I kept my ground.
b Ui v not st bome. 1 0d o exect he would
| Mills would do. . Miss Mills was at home. - Miss
: I was shown inte a room upstairs i i
Dora were. Jip was there, l%ﬁss I\"Iil“?s}i\r'ﬁsl\géss 3:;{ 1“;33(2
g recollect it was a new song, called Aﬂ’ection’spl%irge), and
ora was painting flowers, What were my feelings when I
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ized my own fi the identical Covent Garden

Market purchase! T cannot say that they were very like, or

that they particularly resembled any flowers that have ever

come under my observation; but I knew from the paper

round them, which was accurately copied, what the composi-
tion was.

Miss Mills was very glad to see me, and very sorry her
papa was not at home, though I thought we all bore that
with fortitude.  Miss Mills was conversational for a few
minutes, and then, laying down her pen upon Affection’s
Dirge, got up, and left the room.

I began to think I would put it off till to-morrow,

“T hope your poor horse was not tired when he got home
at night,” said Dora, bfting up her beautiful eyes. It was
a long way for him.”

I began to think I would do it to-day.

It was a long way for &7m,” said 1, “for Ae had nothing
to uphold him on the journey.”

“*Wasn't he fed, poor thing ? 7 asked Dora.

I began to think I would put 1t off till to-morrow.

“Ye—yes,” I said, “he was well taken care of. I mean
he had not the unutterable happiness that I had in being so
near you.”

Dora bent her head over her dmwing, and said, after &
little while—I had sat, in the interval, in a burning fever,
and with my legs in a very ngid state—

“You didn’t secem to be sensible of that happiness your-
self, at one time of the day.”

1 saw now that I was in for it, and it must be done on the

spot.

“You didn't care for that happiness in the least,” said
Dora, slightly raising her eyebrows, and shaking her head,
“when you were sitting by Muss Kitt.”

Kitt, T should observe, was the name of the creature in
pink, with the little eyes. R

“Though certainly I don't know why you should,” sxid
Dora, “or why you should call it & happiness atall. But of
course you don't mean what you say. And I am sure no
one doubts your being at liberty to do whatever you like,
~Jip, you naughty boy, come here1*
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1 don't know how I did it. I did it in a moment; I
intercepted Jip. I had Dora in my arms. I was full of
cloquence. I neverstopped for a word. I told her how I
loved her. I told her I should die without her. I told her
that T idolized and worshipped her. Jip barked madly all
the time. .

When Dora hung her head and cried, and trembled, my
eloquence increased so much the more. If she would like
me to die for her, she had but to say the word, and I was
ready. Life without Dora’s love was not a thing to have on
any terms. I couldn’t bear it, and I wouldn’t. T had loved
her every minute, day and night, since I first saw her. 1
loved her at that minute to distraction. I should always
love her, every minute, to distraction. Lovers had loved
before, and lovers would love again; but no lover bad ever
loved, might, could, would, or should ever love, as I loved
Dora. The more I raved, the more Jip barked. Each of
us, in his own way, got more mad every moment.

Well, well! Dora and I were sitting on the sofa by-and-
by, quiet enough, and Jip was lying in her lap, winking
peacefully at me. It was off my mind. I was in a state of
perfect rapture.  Dora and I were engaged.

I suppose we had some notion that this was to end in
,marriage. We must have had some, because Dora stipulated
that we were never to be married without her papa’s consent.

s 1in_our youthful ecstasy, I don’t think that we really

- 1 before us or behind us, or had any aspiration beyond
i€ ignorant present.  We were to keep our secret from M.
Spenlow; but I am sure the idea never entered my head,
then, that there was anything dishonourable in that.

Miss Mills was more than usually pensive when Dora,
going to find her, brought her back—I apprehend, because
there was a tendency in what had passed to awaken the
slumbering gchoes in the caverns of Memory. But she gave
us her blessing, and the assurance of her lasting friendship,
"é‘;d, :poke to us, generally, as became a Voice from the

oister,

What an idle time it was! What an unsubstantial
foolish time it was! stantial, happy,

When I measured Dora’s finger for a ring that was to be
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made of forget-menots; and when the jeweller, to whom 1
took the measure, found me out, and laughed over his order
book, and charged me anything he liked for the pretty little
toy with its blue st iated in my b
with Dora's hand, that yesterday, when I saw such another,
by chance, on the finger of my own daughter, there was a
momentary stirring in my heart, like pain !

When 1 walked about, exalted with my sectet, and foll of
my own interest, and felt the dignity of loving Dora, and of
being beloved, so much, that if I had walked the air, I could
not have been more above the people not so situated, who

L

- :-——»A'—-—I - Lo el
the plumage of the tropics in their smoky feathers!

When we had our first great quarrel (within a weck of our
betrothal), and when Dora sent me back the ring, enclosed
in a despairing cocked-hat note, wherein she used the terrible
expression that “our love had begun in folly, and ended in
madness 17 which dreadful words occasioned me to tear my
hair, and cry that all was overt

When, under cover of the night, I flew to Miss Mills, whom
I saw by stealth in a back kitchen where there was & mangle,
and implored Miss Mills to interpose between us and avert
insanity. When Miss Mills und k the office, and d
with Dora, exhorting us, from the pulpit of her own bitter
youth, to mutual concession, and the avordance of the desert
of Sahara 1

When we cried, and made it up, and were so blest again,
that the back kitchen, mangle and all, changed to Love’s ovn
temple, where we amanged a plan of correspondence through
Miss Mills, always to comprehend at least one Jetter on each
side every day! . .

What an idle time! What an vnsubstantial, happy, fooli
timel Of all the times of mine that Time has in his ¢

is none that in one retrospection I can smile at hak
much, and think of half so tenderly.
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nurse, he had established a good-h N . with
her, and had stayed to have a lit!h‘: chat with her abort me.
Pl A e A PR S

This reminds me, not only that I expected Traddles on
a certain afternoon of his own appointing, which was now
come, but that Mrs. Crupp had resigned everything apper-
taining to ber office (the salary excepted), until Peggotty
should cease to present herself. Mrs. Crupp, after holding
divers conversations respecting Peggotty, In a very high-
itched voice, on the staircase—with some invisible Familiar,
1t would appear, for corporeally speaking she was quite alone
at those tumes—addressed a letter to me, developing her
: - -

A S N L ST i

kad once seen very different days, but that at ell periods of
her existence she had had a constitutional objection to spiu,
intruders, and informers. She named no names, she said—
let them the cap fitted wear it; but spies, intruders, and
informers, especially in widders' weeds (this clause was un-
derlined), she had ever accustomed herself to look down
vpon. If 2 gentleman was the vicum of spies, intruders,
ard informers (but still naming no names), that was his own
pleasure.  He had a nght to please himself; so let him do.
All that she, Mrs, Crupp, stipulated for, was, that she should
rot be “brought in contract” with such persons.  Therefore
she begped to be excused from any further attendance on the
top set, until things were as they formerly was, and 23 they
could be wished to be; and further mentioned that hex litde
book would be found upon the brealfast-table every Saturday
woming, when she d an i di i of the
tame, with the benevolent view of saving trouble, “and an
illconwenisnce,” to all parties.

After this, Mrs. Crupp confingd herself to making pitfalls
o the stairs, principally with pitchers, and endeavouring to’
delude Pegpotty into breaking her legs. I found it rathed”
birassing to live in this state of sisge, but was
anid of Mrs. Cropp to see any way out of it v
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. ar Copperficld,” cried Traddles, punctually appear-
ing x )x'n()lfcdoor, Ix)r? spite of all these obstacles, “ how do you
»
dog My dear Traddles,” said 1, “T am delighted to see you
at last, and very sorgy I h:wcdnot b’r,:cn at home before.  But
: so much engaged-——
! I:?{IZSQ;ZS, 1 know,” %md Traddles—* of course, Yours
lives in Londlcm, I thir;lf,? »

“What did you s .

u ghc——cxcujs’c mc):—Miss D,, you know,” said Tra_ddlcs,,
colouring in his great delicacy, “lives in London, I believe?”

“Oh, yes. Near London.” . .

“Mine, perhaps you recollect,” said Traddles, with a
serious look, “lives down in Devonshire—one of ten. Con;
sequently, I am not so much engaged as you—in that sense.

“J wonder you can bear,” I returned, “to sce her so
seldom,”

“HMah!” said Traddles thoughtfully, “It docs scem a
wonder. I suppose it is, Copperfield, beeause there’s no
help for it?” . ) .

“1 suppose so,” I replied with a smile, and not without a
blush, “And because you have so much constancy and
patience, Traddles.” i

“Dear me,” said Traddles, considering about it, “do I
strike you in that way, Copperficld? Really I didn't know

* that Thad.  But she is such an extraordinarily dear girl her-
< selfy that it’s possible she may have imparted something of

thosc virtues to me. Now you mention it, Copperfield, I
shouldn’t wonder at all. T assure you she is always forget-
ting herself, and taking care of the other nine.”

“Is she the cldest ?” 1 inquired.

' Oh dear, no,” said Traddles.  *The cldest is a Beauty.”

He saw, I suppose, that I could not help smiling at the
simplicity of this reply; and added, with a smile upon his
own ingenuous face,—

“Net, of course, but that my Sophy—pretty name, Copper-
ficld, I always thinkp”

“Very pretty 1" said I,

“Not, of course, but that Sophy is beautiful too in my
eyes, and would be one of the dearest girls that cver was, in
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his temporary embarrassments ; and he don't come out ket
after dark—and then in spectacles. There was an execution
put into our house for rent. Mrs. Micawber was in such a
dreadful state that T really couldn’t resist giving my name to
that second bill we spoke of here. You may imagine how de-
lightful it was to my feelings, Copperfield, to see the matter
settled with it, and Mrs. Micawber recover her spirits.”

“Humi” said L

#Not that her happiness was of long duration,” pursued
Traddles, *for, unfortunately, within a week another execu-
tion came in. It broke up the establishment. I have been
living in a furnished apartment since then, and the Mortimers
have been very private indeed. I hope you won't think it
selfish, Copperfield, if I mention that the broker carried off
my little round table with the marble top, and Sophy’s
flower-pot and stand ?”

“What a hard thing!” I exclaimed indignantly.

It was a——it was a pull,” said Traddles, with his usual
wince at that expression. I don’t mention it reproachfuily,
however, but with & motive. The fact is, Copperfield, I was
unable to repurchase them at the time of their seizure: in
the first place, because the broker, having an idea that I
wanted them, ran the price up to an extravagant extent; and,
in the second place, because I~hadn’t any money. Now, I
have kept my eye since upon the broker’s shop,” said Trad-

+ Yy dles, with a great enjoyment of his mystery, “which is up at

the top of Tottenham Court Road, and, at last, to-day 1 find
them put out for sale. I have only noticed them from over
the way, because if the broker saw e, bless you, he'd ask
any price for them! What has occurred to me, having now
the money, is, that perhaps you wouldn’t object to ask that
good nurse of yours to come with me to the shop—1I can show
it her from round the corner of the next street—and make
the best bargain for them, as if they were for herself, that
she can{”

The delight with which Traddles propounded this plan to
me, and the scnse he had of its uncommon artfulness, are
among the freshest things in my remembrance.

. I told him that my old nurse would be delighted to assist
him, and that we would all three take the field together, but
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on one condition. ‘That condition was, that he should make
2 solemn resolution to grant no more loans of his name, or
anything else, to Mr. Micawber,

“My dear Copperfield,” said Traddles, “I have already
done $o, because I begin to feel that I have not only been
inconsiderate, but that I have been positively unjust to
Sophy. My word being passed to mysell, there 1s no lenger

R 7T T T 7 to you, too, with the

. Xy obligation I have

ot would have paid it if

he could, but he could not.  One thing 1 ought to mention,

which I like very much in Mr. Micawber, Copperfield. It

refers to the sceond obligation, which is not yet due. He

don't tell me that it 45 provided for, but he says it w7 Ze.

Now, I think therc is something very fair and honest about
that!*

I was unwilling to damp my good friend’s confidence, and
therefore assented. After a kttle further comversation, we
went round to the chandlers shop, to enlist Peggotty;
Traddles declining to pass the cvening with me, both be-
cause he endured the liveliest apprehensions that is prop-
erty would be bought by somebody else before he could
repurchase it, and beeause it was the evening he always
devoted to writing to the dearest gl in the world.

T never shall forget lim peeping round the comer of the
street in Tottenham Court Road, while Peggotty was bar-
gaining for the precious articles; or his agitation when she
came slowly towards us after vainly offering a price, and was
hailed by the relenting broker, and went back again. The
end of the negotiation was, that she bought the property
on tolerably easy terms, and Traddles was transported with
pleasure, \

“T am very much obliged to you, indeed,” said Traddles,
on hearing it was to be sent to where he lived, that night.
“1f T might ask one other favour, I hope you would not
think it absurd, Copperficld?”

I said beforehand, certainly not.

“Then if you would be good enough,” said Traddles to
Pegzotty, 't get the flower-pot now, I think I should like
(it beinz Sophy’s, Copperfield) to earry it home myself.”
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Pecaotty was glad to get it for him; and he overwhelmed
her \%igthﬁ{hanks% and \%ent his way up ’I.‘otte.nham Coprt
Road, carrying the flower-pot affectionately in his arms, with
one of the most delighted expressions of countenance I ever
saw.

We then tumed back towards my chambers. As the
shops had charms for Peggotty which I never knew them
possess in the same degree for anybody else, I sauntered
easily along, amused by her staring in at the windows, and
waiting for her as often as she chose. We were thus a good
while in getting to the Adelphi .

On our way upstairs, I called her attention to the sudden
disappearance of Mrs. Crupp’s pitfalls, and also to the prints
of recent footsteps, We were both very much surprised,
coming higher up, to find my outer door standing open
(which T had shut), and to hear voices inside.

We looked at one another, without knowing what to make
of this, and went into the sittingroom. What was my
amazement to find, of all people upon earth, my aunt there,
and Mr. Dick l—my aunt sitting on a quantity of luggage,
with her two birds before her, and her cat on her knee, like
a female Robinson Crusoe, drinking tea ; Mr. Dick leaning
thoughtfully on a great kite, such as we had often been out
together to fly, with more luggage piled about him}

., My dear aunt!” cred I. “Why, what an unexpected
leasure [ ”

We cordially embraced, and Mr. Dick and I cordially
shook hands; and Mrs. Crupp, who was busy making tea,
and could not be too attentive, cordially said she had knowed
well.as Mr, Copperfull would have his heart in his mouth,
when he see his dear relations,

“Holloa!” said my aunt to Peggotty, who quailed before
her awful presence ; “how are yox 7

*You remember my aunt, Peggotty ?” said 1.

“For the love of goodness, child,” exclaimed my aunt,
*don’t call the woman by that South Sea Island name! If
she married and got rid of it, which was the best thing she °
could do, why don’t you give her the benefit of the change ?
What's your name now—P?"” said my aunt, as a compro-
mise for the obnoxious appellation.

. -
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“ Barkis, ma'am,” said Peggotty, with a curtsy,

. “Well, that's human,” ggi Zy aunt, "I’t’ sounds less
as if you wanted a missionary. How d’ye do, Barkis? I
hope you're well ?”

%cnooumged by these pgracious words, and by my aunt's
extending her hand, Barkis came forward and took the
hand, and curtsied her acknowledgments,

“We are older than we were, I see,” said my aunt, *We
have only met each other once before, you know. A nice
business we made of it then I—Trot, my dear, another cup.”

I handed it dutifully to my aunt, who was in her usual
inflexible state of figure, and ventured a remonstrance with
her on the subject of her situng on a box.

“Let me draw the sofa here, or the easy-chair, aunt,” said
1. “Why should you be so uncomfortable?”

#Thank you, Trot,” replied my aunt, “I prefer to sit upon
my property.” Here my aunt looked hard a1 Mrs. Crupp,
and observed, “We needn’t trouble you to wait, ma'am.”

#“Shall T putalittle more tea in the pot afore I go, ma'am?”
said Mrs, Crupp.

#No, T thank you, ma’am,” replied my aunt.

“Would you Jet me fetch another pat of butter, ma'am?”
said Mrs. Crupp. “Or would you be persuaded to try a
newlaid hegg? or should I brile a rasher?—Ain’t there
nothing I could do for your dear aunt, Mr, Copperfull ?”

“Nothing, ma'am,” returned my aunt. “I shall do very
well, I thank you.”

Mrs. Crupp, who had been incessantly smiling to express
sweet temper, and incessantly holding her head on one side
1o express a general feebleness of constitution, and inces-
santly rubbing her hands to express a desire to be of service
to all deserving objects, gradually smiled herself, onesided
herself, and rubbed herself out of the room.

“Dick1” said my aunt, “you know what I told you
about time-servers and wealth-worshippers?”

Mr, Dick—with mshcr a scared lot_)k, as it he had for-

“Barkis,
3 . 1ave an-
other cup, for I don’t fancy that woman’s pouring out1”
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I knew my aunt sufficiently well to know that she had
something of importance on her mind, and that there was
far more matter in this arrival than a stranger might have
supposed. I noticed how her eye lighted on me when she
thought my attention otherwise occupied, and what a curi-
ous process of hesitation appeared to be going on within her
while she preserved her outward stiffness and composure.
I began to reflect whether I had done anything to offend
her, and my conscience whispered me that I had not ye!
told her about Dora. Could it by any means be that, |
wondered ?

As T knew she would only speak in her own good time,
sat down near her, and spoke to the birds, and played wit
the cat, and was as easy as I could be. But I was very £
from being really easy ; and I should still have been so, eve
if Mr. Dick, leaning over the great kite behind my aunt, h:
not taken every secret opportunity of shaking his head darl

t me, and pointing at her.
“Trot,” said my aunt at last, when she had finished )
22, and carefully smoothed down her dress, and wiped

ps—"‘you needn’t go, Barkis !—Trot, have you got to
rm and selfreliant?”

I hope so, aunt.”

“What do you think?” inquired Miss Betsey.

*7 think so, aunt.”

“Then why, my love,” said my aunt, looking earnest!

ne, “why do you think I prefer to sit upon this proper
nine to-night?” P P prop

PR
It o3¢ head. nnahla ¢4 onsee
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I was roused from my amazement, and concern for her—
T am sure, for her—by her falling on my neck for 2 moment,
and crying that she only grieved for me. In another mo-
ment she suppressed this emotion, and said with an aspect
more triumphant than dejected,—

“We must meet reverses boldly, and not suffer them to
frighten us, my dear. We must learn to act the play out.
We must live misfortune down, Trot1”

CHAPTER XXXV.
DEPRESSION.

As so00n as I could recover my presence of mind, which quite
deserted me in the first overpowenng shock of my aunt’s
intelligence, I proposed to Mr. Dick to come round to the
chandler’s shop, and take possession of the bed which Mr,
Peggotty had lately vacated. The chandler’s shop being in
Hungerford Market, and Hungerford Market being a very
different place in those days, there was a low wooden colon-
nade before the door (not very unlike that before the house
where the little man and woman used to lve, in the old
weather-glass), which pleased Mr. Dick mightily. The glory
of lodging over this would have p d him,
1 dare say, for many inconvenences ; but as there were really
few to bear, beyond the compound of flavours T have already
reentioned, and perhaps the want of a lutle more elbow-room,
he was perfectly ch d with his dati Mrs.
Crupp had indignantly assured him that there wasn’t room to
swing a cat there; but, as Mr. Dick justly observed to me,
sitting down on the foot of the bed, nursing his leg, “You
know, Trotwood, X don’t want to swing a cat. I never do
swing a cat. ‘Therefore what does that sigmfy to me?”

. Ttried to ascertain whether Mr. Dick had any understand-
g of the causes of this sudden and great change i my
aunt's affairs, As I might have expected, he had none at
all, Tha e RO XA N N
thSS LR LN .
youre | .ro i ' B
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then he had said, Yes, he hoped so. That then my aunt
had said, *Dick, I am ruined” That then he .had.smd,
«Qh, indeed!” That then my aunt had praised him highly,
which he was very glad of. And that then they had come to
me, and had had bottled porter and sandwiches on the road.

Mr. Dick was so very complacent, sitting on the foot of
the bed, nursing his leg, and telling me this, with his eyes
wide open and a surprised smile, that I am sorry to say I
was provoked into explaining to him that ruin meant distress,
want, and starvation. But I was soon bitterly reproved for
this harshness by seeing his face turn pale, and tears course
down his lengthened cheeks, while he fixed upon me a look
of such unutterable woe, that it might have softened a far
harder heart than mine. I took infinitely greater pains to
cheer him up again than T had taken to depress him; and L.
soon understood (as I ought to have known at first) that he
had been so confident, merely because of his faith in the
wisest and most wonderful of women, and his unbounded re-
liance on my intellectual resources. The latter, I believe, he
considered a match for any kind of disaster not absolutely
mortal.

“ What can we do, Trotwood ?” said Mr. Dick. “'There’s
the Memorial: !

“To be sure there is,” said I. “But all we can do just
now, Mr. Dick, is to keep a cheerful countenance, and not
let my aunt see that we are thinking about it.”

He assented to this in the most earnest manner, and im-
plored me, if I should see him wandering an inch out of the
right course, to recall him by some of those superior methods
which were always at my command. But I regret to state
that the fright T had given him proved too much for his best
attempts at concealment. All the evening his eyes wandered
to my aunt’s face, with an expression of the most dismal
apprehens_\on, as if he saw her growing thin on the spot. He
was conscious of this, and put a constraint upon his head;
but.hxs keeping t.hat imn}ovable, and sitting rolling his eyes like
a piece of machinery, did not mend the matter at all, I saw
him look at the loaf at supper (which happened to be a small
one), as if nothing eclse stood between us and famine ; and
when my aunt insisted on his making his customary repast, I
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detected him in the act of pocketing fragments of his bread
and cheese—1 have no doubt for the purpose of reviving
us with those savings, when we should have reached an
advanced stage of attenuation.

My aunt, on the other hand, was in a composed frame of
mind, which was a lesson to all of us—to me, I am sure.
She was extremely gracious to Peggotty, except when I in-
advertently called her by that name ; and, strange as I knew
she felt in London, appeared quite at home. She was to
have my bed, and I was to Lie in the sitting-room, to keep
guard over her, She made a great paoint of being so near
the river, in case of a conflagration; and, I suppose, really
did find some satisfaction in that circumstance.

“Trot, my dear,” said my aunt, when she saw me making
prepanations for compounding her usual night-draught, “no!”

“Nothing, aunt?”

“Not wine, my dear, Ale”

“But there is wine here, aunt. And you always have it
made of wine.”

“Keep that in case of sickness,? said my aunt. “We
mustn’t use it carelessly, Trot. Ale for me. Half 2 pint.”

I thought Mr. Dick would have fallen insensible. My
aunt being resolute, I went out 2nd got the ale mysell. As
it was growing late, Peggotty and Mr. Dick took that oppor-
tunity of repairing to the chandler’s shop together. I parted
from him, poor fellow, at the comer of the street, with his
great kite at his back, a very monument of human misery.

My aunt was walking up and down the room when I re-
tumed, crimping the borders of her nightcap with her fingers.
1 warmed the ale, and made the toast on the usual infalhble
principles.  When it was ready for her, she was ready for it,
with her nightcap on, and the skirt of her gown tumed back
on her knees,

My dear,” said my aunt, after taking a spoonful of it,
"it’s 2 great deal better than wine. Not half so bilious.”

- SRR R TR NS

“1 should think so myself, aunt, I am sure,” sud L
"“Well, then, why don*? you think so?” said my aunt.
s
-
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«Because you and I are very different people,” 1 rer
turned.

# Stuff and nonsense, Trot!” replied my aunt.

My aunt went on with a quiet enjoyment, in which there
was very little affectation, if any, drinking the warm ale with
a teaspoon, and soaking her strips of toast nit.

“Trot,” said she, 1 don’t care for strange faces in general,
but T rather like that Barkis of yours, do you know1”

“T¢t’s better than a hundred pounds to hear you say so!”
said I

“Tt’s a most extraordinary world,” observed my aunt, rub-
bing her nose. “ How that woman ever got into it with that
name is unaccountable to me. It would be much more easy
to be born a Jackson, or something of that sort, one wouid
think.”

“ Perhaps she thinks so too; it’s not her fault,” said I.

“I suppose not,” returned my aunt, rather grudging the
admission ; “but it's very aggravating. However, she’s
Barkis #0w. That's some comfort. Barkis is uncommonly
fond of you, Trat.”

“‘There is nothing she would leave undone to prove it,”
said L.

“Nothing, I believe,” retumed my aunt. “ Here the poor
fool has been begging and praying about handing over some
of her money-—because she has got too much of it} A

~_ simpleton 1

My aunt’s tears of pleasure were positively trickling down
- into the warm ale.

““She'’s the most ridiculous creature that ever was born,”
said my aunt.  “T knew, from the first moment when I saw
her with that poor dear blessed baby of a mother of yaurs,
that she was the most ridiculous of mortals, But there are
good points in Barkis!”

Affecting to laugh, she got an opportunity of putting her
hand to her eyes.  Having availed herself of it, she resumed
her toast and her discourse together.

“Ah! mercy upon us!” sighed my aunt. “I know all
about it, Trot! Barkis and myself had quite a gossip while
you were out with Dick. T know all about it. I don’t know
where these wretched gitls expect to go to, for my part. 1

s
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wonder they don't knock out their brains against—against
mantelpfeces,” said my aunt; an idea which was probably
suggested to her by her contemplation of mine.

“Poor Emily!” said I.

“Oh, don’t talk to me about poor,” returned my aunt.
“She should have thought of that before she caused so much
misery. Give me a kiss, Trot. T am sorry for your early

en

expenence.”

As 1 bent forward, she put her tumbler on my knee to
detain me, and said,—

“O” Trot, Trot!  And so you fancy yourself in love, do

ou?
¥ “Fancy, aunt!” I exclaimed, as red as I could be. “I
adore her with my whole soul 1”

“Dora, indeed |” returned my aunt.  “ And you mean to
say the little thing is very fascinating, I suppose?”

“My dear auny,” I replied, “no one can form the least
idea what she is.”

“Ah! And not silly ?” said my aunt.

uSilly, nunt 17

1 senously believe it had never once entered my head for
a single moment to consider whether she was or not. I
{(sen!ed the idea, of course ; but I was in a manner struck

- »nly repeat this daring
K ling with which I had
repeated the preceding question.

“Well, well,” said my aunt, “¥ only ask. I don’t depre-
ciate her. Poor little couple! And so you think you were
formed for one another, and are to go through a party-supper-
table kind of life, like two pretty pieces of confectionery, do
you, Trot?”

She asked me this so kindly, and with such a gentle air,
half plagful and half sorrowful, that I was quite touched.

“\Ve are young and inexperienced, aunt, I know,” I re-
plied, “and I dare say we say and think a good deal that is
rather foolish ; but we love one another truly, T am sure.

I thought Dora could ever love anybody else..or ceaeasto
love me, or that T could ever Jove anybody i’ Ne
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love her, 1 don't know what I should do—go out of mj
mind, I think.” .

e Ah, Trot1” said my aunt, shaking her head and smiling
gravely, “blind, blind, blind !”

“Some one that I know, Trot,” my aunt pursued, after a
pause, “though of a very pliant disposition, has an earnest-
ness of affection in him that reminds me of poor Baby.
Earnestness is what that somebody must look for, to sus
tain him and improve him, Trot—deep, downright, faithful
earnestness 1 ” .

“If you only knew the earnestness of Dora, aunt !” I cried,

“ O Trot!” she said again ; “blind, blind {” And without
knowing why, I felt a vague, unhappy loss or want of some:
thing overshadow me like a cloud.

“However,” said my aunt, “I don’t want to put two young
creatures out of conceit with themselves, or to make them
unhappy ; so, though it is a girl and boy attachment, and gir]
and boy attachments very often—mind, I don’t say always.
—come to nothing, still we'll be serious about it, and hope
for a prosperous issue one of these days. There’s time
enough for it to come to anything.”

This was not upon the whole very comforting to a rapturous
lover; but I was glad to have my aunt in my confidence
and I was mindful of her being fatigued. So I thanked her
ardently for this mark of her affection, and for all her other
Lindnesses towards me; and after a tender good-night, she
took her nightcap into my bedroom.

How miserable I was when I lay down. How I thought
and thought about my being poor in Mr. Spenlow’s eyes
about my not being what I thought I was, when I proposed
to Dora; about the chivalrous necessity of telling Dora wha
my worldly condition was, and releasing her from her engage
ment if she thought fit; about how I should contrive to live
during the long term of my articles, when I was earning
nothing ; about doing something to assist my aunt, and see
Ing no way of doing anything ; about coming down to have
no money in my pocket, and to wear a shabby coat, and tc
be able to carry Dora no little presents, and to ride nc
gallant greys, and to show myself in no agreeable light'
Sordid and selfish as I knew it was, and as I tortured mysell
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by knowing that it was, to let my mind run on my own dis-
tress so much, I was so devoted to Dora that I could not
kelpit. I knew that it was base in me not to think more of
lmy aunt, and less of myself; but, so far, selfishness was in- .
 separable from Dora, and I could not put Dora on one side
for any mortal creature. How exceedingly miserable I was
’ that night !

- Asto sleep, I had dreams of poverty in all sorts of shapes,
1 seemed to dream without the previous ceremony of
going to sleep. “Nov;v I was ragged, w:msing to sell ]%gm

. . . 1
| hungnly picking up the crumbs that fell from old '1ifley’s daily
bisa‘xi!, regularly eaten when St Paul's struck one; now I
= e LT I T R
< 't -
or less conscious of my own room, I was always tossing about
like a distressed ship in a sea of bedclothes.

. . My aunt was restless too, for I frequently heard her walk-
Ing to and fro. Two or three times in the course of the
night, attired in a long flannel wrapper in which she looked
seven feet high, she appeared, like a disturbed ghost, in my
room, and came to the side of the sofa on which T lay. On
the first occasion 1 started vp in alarm, to leam that she
inferred, from 2 particular hight in the sky, that Westminster

was on fire, and to be consulted in reference to the
probability of its igniting Buckingham Street, in case the
wind changed. Lying still, after that, I found that she sat

-~ down near me, whispering to herself, “Poor boy!” And

- then it made me twenty times more wretched to know how

' unselfishly mindful she was of me, and how selfishly mindful

T was of myself.

. Thoeo e, wan ALY R IR ""'“—",Could
I - thinl

) . lewe

. PR . 30, 4N

(s Lud Hiusie meessanuy payiy onle e, and sy

JI ‘rln incessantly dancing one dance, without taking the leat
3 -~
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notice of me. The man who had been playing the harp all
night was trying in vain to cover it with an ordinary-sized
nightcap, when I awoke—or I should rather say, when I left

. off trying to go to sleep, and saw the sun shining in through

the window at last.

There was an old Roman bath in those days at the bottom
of ane of the streets out of the Strand—it may be there still
—in which I have had many a cold plunge. Dressing my-
self as quietly as I cotild, and leaving Peggotty to look after
my aunt, I tumbled head-foremost into it, and then went for
a walk to Hampstead. I had a hope that this brisk treat-
ment might freshen my wits a little ; and I think it did them
good, for I soon came to the conclusion that the first step I
ought to take was to try if my articles could be cancelled and

the premium recovered. I got some breakfast on the Heath,

and walked back to Doctors’ Commons, along the watered
roads, and through a pleasant smell of summer flowers grow-
ing in gardens and carried into town on hucksters’ heads,
intent on this first effort to meet our altered circumstances,

I arrived at the office so soon, after all, that I had half an
hour’s loitering about the Commons before old Tiffey, who
was always first, appeared with his key. Then I sat down in
my shady corner, looking up at the sunlight on the opposite
chimney-pots, and thinking about Dora, until Mr. Spenlow
came in, crisp and curly.

“How are you, Copperfield ?” said he. *Fine morning!”

“Beautiful morning, sir,” said I.  “Could I say a word to
you before you go into court?”

“By all means,” said he. *Come into my room.”

I followed him into his room, and he began putting on his
gown, and touching himself up before a little glass he had
hanging inside a closet door.

“1 am sorry to say,” said I, “that I have some rather dis-
heartening intelligence from my aunt,”

“No!” said he. “Dear me! Not paralysis, I hope?”

“It has no reference to her health, sir,” I replied. “She

has met with some large losses—in fact, sh :
left indecd.” E act, she has very little

*You as-tound me, Copperfield !” cried Mr. Spenlow.
I shook my head. *Indeed, sir,” said I, “her affairs are

A
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so changed, that I wished to ask you whether it would be
possible—at a sacrifice on our part of some portion of the
premium, of course”—(I put in this on the spur of the moment,
wamed by the blank expression of his face}—*to cancel my
articles?”

What it cost me to make this proposal, nobody knows.
It was Like asking, as a favour, to be sentenced to transporta-
tion from Dora,

“To cancel your articles, Copperficld? Cancel ?”

I explained, with tolerable firmness, that I really did not
know where my means of subsistence were to come from,
unless I could earn them for myself. 1 had no fear for the
future, I said—and I laid great emphasis on that, as if to
imply that I should still be decidedly eligible for a son-indaw
one of these days—but, for the present, I was thrown upon
My OWR IESOUTCES.

“1 am extremely sorry to hear this, Copperfield,” said Mr.
Spenlow—*‘extremely sorry. It 1s not usual to cancel articles
for any such reason.” It is not a professional course of pro-
ceeding. It is not a convenient precedent at all—far from
it. At the same time——"

“You are very good, sir,” I murmured, anticipating a con-
cession.

. “Not at all; don’t mention it,” said Mr. Spenlow. *At
the same time, I was going to say, if it had been my lot to
hase my hands unfettered—if I had not a partner—Mr,
Jorkins—"

B_My hopes were dashed in a moment, but I made another
effort.

“Do you think, sir,” said I, “if I were to mention it to
Mr. Jorkins—"

Mr. Spenlow shook his head discouragingly. * Heaven
forbid, Copperfield,” he replied, “that I should do any man
an injustice I—still less Mr, Jorkins. But I know my partner,
Copperfield. Mr. Jorkins is nof & man to respond to a pro-
position of this peculiar nature.  Mr. Jorkins 1s very difficult
to move from the beaten track.  You know what he is 1"

1 am sure I knew nothing about him, except that he
had originally been alone in the business, and now lived by
himself in & house near Montagu Square, which was fearfully

Iy
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in want of painting; that he came very late of a day, and
went away very early ; that he never appeared to be consulted
about anything; and that he had a dingy little black-hole of
his own upstairs, where no business was ever done, and where
there was a yellow old cartridge-paper pad upon his desk,
unsoiled by ink, and reported to be twenty years of age.-

“Would you object to my mentioning it to him, sir?” I
asked.

“By no means,” said Mr. Spenlow. “But I have some
experience of Mr. Jorkins, Copperfield. I wish it were
otherwise, for I should be bappy to meet your views in any

. respect. 1 cannot have the least objection to your men-
tioning it to Mr. Jorkins, Copperfield, if you think it worth
while.”

Availing myself of this permission, which was given with
a warm shake of the hand, I sat thinking about Dora, and
looking at the sunlight stealing from the chimney-pots down
the wall of the opposite house, until Mr. Jorkins came. I
then went up to Mr. Jorkins’s room, and evidently astonished
Mr. Jorkins very much by making my appearance there.

Come in, Mr. Copperfield,” said Mr. Jorkins; “comein.”

I went in, and sat down, and stated my case to Mr. Jor-
kins pretty much as I had stated it to Mr. Spenlow. Mr.
Jorkins was not by any means the awful creature one might

»,, have expected, but a large, mild, smooth-faced man of sixty,

who took so much snuff that there was a tradition in the

. _'vons that he lived principally on that stimulant, having
little room in his system for any other article of diet.

“You have mentioned this to Mr. Spenlow, I suppose?”
said I\c'llr. Jorkins, when he had heard me, very restlessly, to
an end.

. 1 answered, “Yes,” and told him that Mr. Spenlow had
introduced his name.

“He said I should object ?” asked Mr. Jorkins.

. I was obliged to admit that Mr, Spenlow had considered
it probable.

“1 am sorry to say, Mr. Copperfield, T can’t advance your
object,” said Mr. Jorkins nervously. “The fact is—but I
have an appointment at the Bank, if you'll have the goodness
to excuse me.”

[4
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With that he rose in a great hurry, and was going out of
the room, when I made bold to say that I feared, then, there
was no way of ammanging the matter,

“Nol” said Mr. Jorkins, stopping at the door to shake his
head. “Oh, no! I object, you know ! "—which he s2id very
rapidly, and went out  “#You must be aware, Mr. Copper-
field,” he added, looking restlessly in at the door again, “if
Mr. Spenlow objects——"

“ Personally, he does not object, sir,” said I.

“QOh 1 personally I” repeated Mr. Jorkins, in an impatient
manner,  “I assure you there’s an objection, Mr. Copper-
field. Hopeless! What you wish to be done can’t be done.
I—I really have got an appomtment at the Bank” With
that he fairly ran away, and, to the best of my knowledge, it
was three days before he showed himself in the Commens

Being very andious to leave no stone unturned, I waited

wntil Mr. Spenlow came in, and then descnbed what had

giving him to understand that I was not hopeless of

his being able to soften the adamantine Jorkins, if he would
undertake the task,

“ eld,” returned Mr. Spenlow, with a gracious
smile, *you have not known my partner, Mr. Jorkins, as
long as 1 have. Nothing is farther from my thoughts than
to attribute any degree of artifice to Mr. Jorkins; but Mr.
Jorkins has a way of stating his objections which often de-
ceives people. No, Copperfield,” shaking his head, “Mr.
Jorkins is not to be moved, believe met”

1 was completely bewildered between Mr. Spenlow and
Mr. Jorkins, as to which of them really was the objecting
partner; but I saw with sufficient clearness that there was
obduracy somewhere in the firm, and that the recovery of my
aunt's thousand pounds was out of the question. In a state
of despondency (which I ber with anything but satis-
faction, for T know it still had too much reference to myself,
though always in connaction with Dora), I left the office, and
went homeward. .

I was trying to familiarize my mind with the . dto
present 1o myself the arrangements we should ke
for the future in their sternest aspect, when a
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oming after me, and stopping at my very feet, occasioned
?ne toglook up. t2’A fair hand was stretched forth to me from
the window, and the face I had never seen without a feeling
of serenity and happiness, from the moment when it first
turned back on the old oak staircase with the great broad
balustrade, and when I associated its softened beauty with
the stained glass window in the church, was smiling on me.

# Agmes1” 1 joyfully exclaimed. *OQOh, my dear égnes, of
all people in the world, what & pleasure to see youl

“Is it, indeed 2 ” she <aid, in her cordial voice.

%1 want to talk to you so muchl” said 1. “It’s such a
lightening of my heart only to look at you! If I had bada
conjurer’s cap, there is no one I should have wished for but

oul”
y ¢ What ? " returned Agnes.

“Well | perhaps Dora first,” I admitted, with a blgs'h.

“ Certainly, Dora first, I hope,” said Agnes, laughing.

“But you next,” said L. * Where are you going?”

She was going to my tooms to see my aunt. ‘The day
being very fine, she was glad to come out of the chariot,
which smelt {I had iny head in it alt this time) like a stable
put under a cucumber frame. I dismissed the coachman,
and she took my arm, and we walked on together. She was
like Hope embodied to me. How different I felt in one

¥, short minute, having Agnes at my side}

% My aunt had written her one of the odd, abrupt notes—
very little Jonger than a bank-note—to which her epistolary
efforts were usually limited. She had stated therein that she
had fallen into adversity, and was leaving Dover for good ;
but had quite made up her mind to it, and was so well that
nobody nced be uncomfertable about her.  Agnes had come
to London to see my aunt, between whom and herself there
had been a mutual liking these many years—indeed, it dated
from the time of my taking up my residence in Mr. Wick-
field’s house. She was not alone, she said: her papa was
with her—and Uriah Heep.

" And now they are partners,” I said.  * Confound him1”

“Yes,” said Agnes. “They have some business here,
and I took advantage of their coming to come too. You
must not think my visit all friendly and disinterested, Trot-
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wood, for—TI am afraid I may be cruelly prejudiced—I do
not like to let papa go away alone with him.”

“Does he exercise the same influence over Mr, Wickfield
still, Agnes?”™

Agnes shook her head. “There is such a change at
home,” said she, “that you would scarcely know the dear old
house. ‘They live with us now.”

“They?” sard I,

“Mr. Heep and his mother  He sleeps in your old
room,” said Agnes, looking up into my face,

“I wish I had the ordening of his dreams,” said 1; “be
wouldn't sleep there long

“J keep my own httle room,” said Agnes, “where I used
to learn my lessens. How the time goes! You remember
—the little panelled room that opens from the drawing-
room ?”

“Remember, Agnes? when I saw you, for the first time,
coming out at the door, mith your quaint Lttle basket of keys
hanging at your side?”

“It 15 just the same,” said Agnes, smilmz. “I am glad
you think of it so pleasantly  We were very happy.”

“\Ve were, indeed,” smd I

“I keep that room to myself still. But I cannot always
desert Mrs. Heep, you know, and so,” sud Agnes quetly,
“I feel obliged to bear her company when I mught prefer to
be alone. But I have no other reason to complain of her.
If she tires me sometimes by her praises of her son, it is enly
natural in 2 mother,  He is 2 very good son to her.”

1 looked at Agnes, when she said these words, without
detecting in her any consciousness of Uriah's design. Her
mild but eamnest eyes met mne with their own beautiful
frankness, and there was no change in her gentle face,

“The chief evil of their presence in the house” said
Agres, “is that 1 cannot be as near papa as I could wish—
Uriah Heep being so much between us—and cannot watch
over him (if that is not too bold a thing to say) a5 closely as
1would. '‘But, if any fraud or treachery is practising against
kim, 1 hope that simple love and truth will be stro the
end. 1 hope that real love and truth are stronge;
than any ewl or misfortune in the world™

3
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A certain bright smile, which I never saw on any other
se, died away, even while I thought how good it was, and
w familiar it had once been to me; and she asked me,
th a quick change of expression (we were drawing vers
ar my street), if I knew how the reverse in my aunt’s cir
mstances had been brought about. On my replying, No,
e bad not told me yet, Agnes became thoughtful, and 1
ncied I felt her arm tremble in mine. .

We found my aunt alone, in a state of some excitement.
difference of opinion had arisen between herself and Mrs
rupp on an abstract question (the propriety of chamber:
siing inhabited by the gentler sex); and my aunt, utterly
different to spasms on the part of Mrs. Crupp, had cut the
spute short by informing that lady that she smelt of my
randy, and that she would trouble her to walk out. Both
f these expressions Mrs, Crupp considered actionable, anc
ad expressed her intention of bringing before a * Britist
udy” —meaning, it was supposed, the bulwartk of ow
ational liberties,

My aunt, however, having had time to cool while Peggotty
as out showing Mr. Dick the soldiers at the Horse Guard:
-and being, besides, greatly pleased to see Agnes—rathes
lumed herself on the affair than otherwise, and received u
rith unimpaired good-humour. When Agnes laid her bon
et on the table, and sat down beside her, I could nat buf
hink, looking on her mild eyes and her radiant forehead,
iow natural it seemed to have her there; how trustfully, al
hough she was so young and inexperienced, my aunt con
ideg in her ; how strong she was, indeed, in simple love and
ruth.

We began to tatk about my aunt’s losses, and I told them
vhat I had tried to do that morning.

“Which was injudicious, Trot,” said my aunt, “but wel
neant.  You are a generous boy—I suppose I must say
young man’ now—and I am proud of you, my dear. Sc
ar, so good. Now, Trot and Agnes, let us look the case o
3etsey Trotwood in the face, and see how it stands.”

I observed Agnes turn pale, as she looked very attentively
;t: Ky aunt. My aunt, patting her cat, looked very attentivels

gnes. :
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“ Betsey Trotwood,” said my aunt (who had always kept
her money matters to herself)—*“I don't mean your sister,
Trot, my dear, but myself—had a certain property, It don't
matter how h gh to live ; for she had
saved a little, and added to it. Betscy funded her property
for some time, and then, by the advice of her man of busi-
ness, laid it out on landed security. That did very well, and
returned very good interest, till Betsey was paid o, I am
talking of Betsey as if she was a man-ofwar. Well, then,
Betsey had to look about her for a new investment. She
thought she was wiser now than her man of business, who
was not such a good man of business, by this time, as he
used to be—I am alluding to your father, Agnes—and she
took it into her head to lay it out for herself. So she took
her pigs,” said my aunt, “to a foreign market; and a very
bad | e s IR 4 S S

or : . e, '
rubbing her nose; “and then she lost in the mining way
again; and, last of all, to set the thing entirely to rights, she
lost in the banking way, I don’t know what the bank shares
were worth for a little while,” sud my aunt—*“cent. per cent.
was the lowest of it, I believe—but the bank was at the other
end of the world, and tumbled into space, for what I know;
anyhow, it fell to pieces, and never will and never can pay
sixpence ; and Betsey's sixpences were all there, and there’s
an end of them, Least said, soonest mended 1”

My aunt concluded this philosophical summary by fixing
her eyes with a kind of triumph on Agnes, whose colour was
gradually returning.

N “Dear Miss Trotwood, is that all the history?” said
gnes,

*I hope it’s enough, child,” said my aunt.  “If there had
been more money to lose, it wouldn’t have been all, I dare
say. Betsey would have contrived to throw that after the rest,
and make another chapter, I have Little doubt.  But there was
no more money, and there's no more story.”

. Agnes had listened at first with suspended breath. Her
colour still came and went, but she breathed more freely, I
thought T knew why. I thought she had had some fear
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that her unhappy father might be in some way to blanie for
what had happened. My aunt took her hand in hers, and
laughed. :

- @Ts that all?” repeated my aunt. “Why, yes, that’s all,
except, And she lived happy ever afterwards.’ Perhaps I
may add that of Betsey yet, one of these days. Now, Agnes,
you have a wise head. So have you, Trot, in some things,
though I can’t compliment you always;” and here my aunt
shook her own at me, with an energy peculiar to herself.
“What's to be done? Here’s the cottage, taking one time
with another, will produce, say seventy pounds a year; I think
we may safely put it down at that. Welll that’s all we've
got,” said my aunt—with whom it was an idiosyncrasy, as it
is with some horses, to stop very short when she appeared to
be in a fair way of going on for a long while.

“Then,” said my aunt, after a rest, “there’s Dick, He's
good for a hundred a year ; but, of course, that must be ex-
rpended on himself, I would sooner send him away, though
I know I am the only person who appreciates him, than have
him, and not spend his money on himself, How can Trot
and I do best upon our means? What do you say, Agnes?”

“ I say, aunt,” I mterposed, that I must do something!”

“Go for a soldier, do you mean?” returned my aunt,
alarmed; “or go tosea? Iwon't hear of it. You are to be
a proctor. We're not going to have any knockings on the
head in #2is family, if you please, sir.”

I was about to explain that I was not desirous of intro-
wino that mode of provision into the family, when Agnes
inquired if my rooms were held for any long term?

“You come to the point, my dear,” said my aunt, *They
are not to be got rid of for six months at least, unless they
could be underlet, and that I don't believe. The last man
died here.  Tive people out of six wwon/Z die—of course—of
that woman in nankeen with the flannel petticoat. I havea

little ready money ; and I agree with you, the best thing we

can do is te live the term out here, and ick
hard by.” e, and get Dick a bedroom

I thought it my duty to hint at the discomfort my aunt
would sustain, from living in a continual state of guerilla war-
fare with Mrs, Crupp ; but she disposed of that objection
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easy-chair, imitating my aunt’s much easier chair, in its posi-
tion at the open window; and even the round green fan,
which my aunt bad brought away with her, screwed on to the
window-sill. I knew who had done all this, by its seeming
to have quietly done itself; and I should have known in a
moment who had arranged my neglected books in the old
order of my school-days, even if I had supposed Agnes to be
miles away, instead of seeing her busy with them, and smiling
at the disorder into which they had fallen.

My aunt was quite gracious on the subject of the Thames
(it really did look very well with the sun upon it, though not
like the sea before the cottage); but she could not relent
towards the London smoke, which, she said, * peppered
everything.” A complete revolution, in which Peggotty bore
a prominent part, was being effected in every comner of my
rooms, in regard of this pepper ; and I was looking on, think-
ing how little even Peggotty seemed to do with a good deal
of bustle, and how much Agnes did without any bustle at all,
when a knock came at the door.

T think,” said Agnes, turning pale, “it's papa. He prom-
ised me that he would come.”

I opened the door, and admitted, not only Mr. Wick-
field, but Uriah Heep. I had not seen Mr, Wickfield for
some time. I was prepared for a great change in him, after
~m What I had heard from Agnes; but his appearance shocked

e,

.+ 1Ttwas not that he looked many years older, though still
ressed with the old scrupulous cleanliness ; or that there

was an unwholesome ruddiness upon his face; or that his

eyes were full and bloodshot; or that there was a nervous
trembling in his hand, the cause of which I knew, and

had for some years seen at work. It was not that he had

lost his goad looks, or his old bearing of a gentleman—for

. that he had not. But the thing that struck me most was,
that, with the evidences of his native superiority still upon

him, he should submit himself to that crawling impersona-
tion of meanness, Uriah Heep. The reversal of the two
natures, in their relative positions—Uriah's of power, and
, Mr. Wickfield’s of dependence—was a sight more painfut
i tomethan I can express. If I had seenan Ape taking com-
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mand of a Man, I should hardly have thought it 2 more
degrading spectacle.

He appeared to be only too fous of it himself. When
he came in, he stood still, and with his head bowed, as if he
felt it. This was only for a moment ; for Agnes softly said to
him, “Papa, here is Miss Trotwood—and Trotwood, whom
you have not seen for 2 Jong while 7 and then he approached,
and constrainedly gave my aunt his hand, and shook hands
more cordially with me. In the moment’s pause I speak of,
T saw Uriah's countenance form itself into a most ill-favoured
smile. Agnes saw it too, I think, for she shrank from him.

What my aunt saw, or did not see, I defy the science of

hysiognomy to have made out without her own consent. 1
gelieve there never was anybody with such an imperturbable
countenance when she chose. Her face might have beena
dead wall, on the oceasion in question, for any light it threw
vpon her thoughts, until she broke silence with her usual
abruptness.

“Well, Wickfield 1” said my aunt, and he looked up at
her for the first time; “I have been telling your daughter
how well I have been disposing of my money for myself,
because I couldn't true * : )
in business matters,
and getting on very 1 '
worth the whole firm, in my opinion.”

_'_‘ If T may um}_:l): make the remark,” said"_Uriah Heep,

, an

' H . . J aunt,
“and that’s about enough for you, I expect. How do you
find yourself, sir?”

In acknowledgment of this question, addressed to him with
extraordinary curtness, Mr. Heep, uncomfortably clutching
the blue bag he camied, replied that he was pretty well, he
thanked my aunt, and hoped she was the same

“And you, Master—I should say, Mister—Copperfield,”
pursued Uriah; “I hope I see you well! T am rejoiced to
see you, Mister Copperfield, even under present circum-
stances.” I believed that, for he seemed to relish them ve
much.  “Present circumstances is not what your fiien
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would wish for you, Mister Copperfield; but it isn’t money
makes the man, it’s—— I am really unequal with my
umble powers to express what it is,” said Uriah, with a fawn-
ing jerk ; “but it isn’t money 1”

Here he shook hands with me—not in the common way,
but standing at a good distance from me, and lifting my
hand up and down, like a pump-handle that he was a little
afraid of. .

“ And how do you think we are looking, Master Copper-
field P—1I should say, Mister,” fawned Uriah. “Don’t you
find Mr. Wickfield blooming, sir? Years don’t tell much in
our firm, Master Copperfield, except in raising up the umble
—namely, mother and self; and in developing,” he added, as
an afterthought, “the beautiful—namely, Miss Agnes.”

He jerked himself about, after this compliment, in such an
intolerable manner, that my aunt, who had sat looking straight
at him, lost all patience,

* Deuce take the man | ” said my aunt sternly; “what’s he
about?—Don’t be galvanic, sir!”

“I ask your pardon, Miss Trotwood,” returned Uriah.
“I'm aware you're nervous.”

“Go along with you, sir!” said my aunt, anything but
speased. " Don't presume to say so! I am nothing of the
xt.  If you’re an eel, sir, conduct yourself like one; if
pure a man, control your limbs, sir] Good God!” said
1y aunt, with great indignation, “I am not going to be ser-
entined and corkscrewed out of my senses ! ¥

Mr. Heep was rather abashed, as most people might have
een, by this explosion, which derived great additional force
om the indignant manner in which my aunt afterwards
1oved in her chair, and shook her head as if she were
rking snaps or bounces at him. But he said to me, aside,
1 a meek voice,—

“I am well aware, Master Copperfield, that Miss Trot-
r00d, though an excellent lady, has a quick temper (indeed,
- think I had the pleasure of knowing her, when I was an
mble clerk, before you did, Master Copperfield) ; and it’s
mly natural, T am sure, that it should be made quicker by
resent circumstances.  The wonder is, that it isn’t much
vorsel I only called to say that if there was anything we
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could do, in present circumstances, mother or self;, or Wick-
field and Heep, we should be really glad.—T may go so far?”
tid Uriah, with 2 sickly smile at his partner.

“Urizh Heep,” said Mr. Wickfield, in 2 monotonous,
forced way, "is active in the business, Trotwood. 1What he
says, I quite concur in, You know, I had an old interest
in you, Apart from that, what Uriah says, I quite con-
curint”

“Oh, what a reward it is,” said Urizh, drawing up one leg,
at the risk of bringing down upon himself another visitation
from my aunt, “to be so trusted in!  But T hope I am able
to do something to relieve him from the fatigues of business,
Master Copperfield 1?

“Uriah Heep is a great relief to me,” said Mr, Wickfield,
in the same dull voice. “It’s a load off my nund, Trotwoed,
to have such a partner”

The red fox made him say all this, I knew, to exhibit him
to me in the light he had indicated on the night when he
poisoned my rest. I saw the same illfavoured smile upon
his face again, and saw how he watched me.

“You are not going, papa?” said Agnes anxiously. “Will
you not walk back with Trotwood and me?*

He would have looked to Utiah, I believe, before replying,
if that worthy had not antjcipated him,

“I am bespoke myself ” said Uriah, *on business; other-
wise, T should have been appy to have kept with my friends.
But I leave my partner to represent the firm. Miss Agnes,
ever yours] T wish you good-day, Master Copperfield ; and
leave my umble respects for Miss Betsey Trotwood.”

With those words he retired, kissing his great hand, and
leering at us like a mask,

We sat there, tatking about our pleasant old Canterbury
days, an hour or tvo  Mr. Wickfield, left to Agnes, soon
became more like his former self, though there was a settled
depression upon him which he never shook off.  For all that
he brightened, and had an evident pleasure in hearing us recall
the little incidents of our old life, many of which he remem-
bered very well. He said it was like those tim be alone
with Agnes and me again, and he wished t they
bad never changed. T am sure there was an -
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placid face of Agnes, and in the very touch of her hand upon
his arm, that did wonders for him, /

My aunt (who was busy nearly all this while with Peggotty,
in the inner room) would not accompany us to the place
where they were staying, but insisted on my going; and I
went. We dined together, After dinner, Agnes sat beside
him, as of old, and poured out his wine. He took what she
gave him, and no more—like a child—and we all three sat
together at the window as the evening gathered in.  When it
was almost dark, he lay down on a sofa, Agnes pillowing his
head, and bending over him a little while; and when she
came back to the window, it was not so dark but I could see
tears glittering in her eyes.

I pray Heaven that I never may forget the dear girl in her
love and truth, at that time of my life; for if I should, I
must be drawing near the end, and then I would desire to
remember her best! She filled my heart with such good
resolutions, strengthened my weakness so by her example, so
directed—I know not how, she was too modest and gentle
to advise me in many words—the wandering ardour and un-
settled purpose within me, that all the little good I have
done, and all the harm I have forborne, I solemnly believe
I may refer to her.

. And how she spoke to me of Dor, sitting at the window
in the dark ; listened to my praises of her; praised again;

. and round the little fairy figure shed some glimpses of her
“own pure light, that made it yet more precious and more

innocent to me ! Oh, Agnes, sister of my boyhood, if I had
known then, what I knew long afterwards !

There was a beggar in the street when 1 went down, and
as I tumed my head towards the window, thinking of her

calm, seraphic eyes, he made me start by muttering, as if he
were an echo of the morning,—

“Blind ! blind! blind 1”
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CHAPTER XXXVL
ENTHUSIASM.

1 sEcAN the next day with another dive into the Roman
bath, and then started for Highgate. I was not dispirited
now, I was not afraid of the shabby coat, and had no yeam-
ings after gallant greys. My whole manner of thinking of
our Jate misfortune was changed. What I had to do was,
o e e P U T ot been

What I bad
- . . -, younger days
to account, by going to wotk with a resolute and steady heart.
What 1 had to do was, to take my woodman’s axe in my
hand, and clear my own way through the forest of difficulty,
by cutting down the trees unul I came to Dora. And I

with which it was associated, it seemed as if a clomplete
change had come on my whole Lfe. But that did not dis-
courage me. With the new life came new purpose, new
intention. Great was the labour; priceless the reward.
Dora was the reward, and Dora must be won.

1 got into such a transport that I felt quite sorry my coat
was not a httle shabby already. I wanted to be cutting at
those trees in the forest of difficulty, under circumstances
that should prove my strength. I had a good mind to ask an
old man, in wire spectacles, who was breaking stones upon
the road, to lend me his hammer for a little while, and let
me begin to beat a path to Dora out of granite, 1 stimu-
lated myself into such a heat, and got so out-of breath, that I
felt as 1f I had been eaming I don’t know how much. In
this state, I went into a cottage that I saw was to let, and
exmined it narrowly ; for I felt it necessary to be practical
It would do for me and Dora admirably—with a Lttle front
garden for Jip to run about in, and bark at the tradespeople
through the rmlings, and a capital room upstairs frz.my aunt.
I came out again, hotter and faster than eve) <bi
up to Highgate, at such a rate that I was the
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early ; and, though I had not been, should have been obliged
to strell about to cool myself, before I was at all present-
able.

My first care, after putting myself under this necessary
course of preparation, was to find the Doctor’s house. It was
not in that part of Highgate where Mrs. Steerforth lived, but
quite on the opposite side of the little town. When I had
made this discovery, I went back, in an attraction I could
not resist, to a lane by Mrs, Steerforth’s, and looked over the
corner of the garden wall.  His room wasshut up close. The
conservatory doors were standing open, and Rosa Dartle was
walking, bareheaded, with a quick impetuous step, up and
down a gravel walk on one side of the lawn. She gave me
the idea of some fierce thing, that was dragging the length
of its chain to and fro upon a beaten track, and wearing its
heart out.

I came softly away from my place of observation, and
avoiding that part of the neighbourhood, and wishing I had
not gone near it, strolled about until it was ten o’clock. The
church with the slender spire, that stands on the tap of the
hill now, was not there then to tell me the time. An old
red-brick mansion, used as a school, was in its place; and a
fine old house it must have been to go to school at, as I
recollect it.

When I approached the Doctor’s cottage—a pretty, old

% place, on which he seemed to have expended some money,
if I might judge from the embellishments and repairs that
had the look of being just completed—1I saw him walking in
the garden at the side, gaiters and all, as if he had never left
off walking since the days of my pupilage. He had his old
companions about him, too; for there were plenty of high
trees in the nplghbourhood, and two or three rooks were on
the grass, looking after him, as if they had been written to
about him by the Canterbury rooks, and were observing him
closely in consequence.

Knowing the utter hopelessness of attracting his attention
from that distance, I made bold to open the gate, and walk
after him, so as to meet him when he should turn round.
When he did, and came towards me, he looked at me
thoughtfully for a few moments, evidently without thinking
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about me at all; and then his benev‘oler'xt face expressed

extraordinary inds.
*“Why, my ' . . “youarea
man! Howe¢ | N you. My
- NS . " You
e well,

and shell be delighted to see you. You were always her
favourite. She said so, last mght, when I showed her your
letter. And—yes, to be sure—you recolleet Mr. Jack
Maldon, Copperfield ?”

4 Perfectly, sir.”

“Of course,” said the Doctor. “To besure. Hs pretty
well, too.”

“ Has he come home, sir?” I inquired.

“From Indi2a?” said the Doctor. “Yes. Mr. Jack
Maldon couldn’t bear the climate, my dear. ’Mrs. Markle-
B B - PP e »

1t time!

» quite vexed
about him, poor thing; so we have got lm at home again,
and we have bought him a httle Patent place, which agrees
with him much better.”

I knew enough of Mr. Jack Maldon to suspect from this
account that it was a place where there was not much to do,
and which was pretty well pud. The Doctor, walluing up
and down with his hand on my shoulder, and his kind face
turned encouragingly to mine, went on,—

“Now, my dear Copperfield, in reference to this proposal
of yours. It's very gratifying and agreeable to me, 1 am
sure; but don't you think you could do better? You
achieved distinction, you know, when you were with us.
You are qualified for many good things. You have laid a
foundation that any edifice may be raised upon; and is it
not a pity that you should devote the spring-time of your life
to such a poor pursuit as I can offer?” . .

I became very glowing again, and, expressing ¥ina
thapsodieal style, 1 am afraid, urged my req
teminding the Doctor that I had already a pro
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4
wwel, well,” returned the Doctor, that's true. Certainly,
oour having 2 profession, and being actually engaged 10
studying 1t makes 2 difference- But, my good young friend,
what's seventy pounds 2 year?” .
«Jt doubles OUr income, Doctor Strong,” said L. .
«Dear me!” replied the Doctor, “To think of that ! Not

that 1 mean to say it's rigidly limited tO seventy, pour s
a yean because 1 have always contemplated making 2any

with his hand on ™Y shoulder, «1 have always taken an
annual present into account.”
aMy dear tutor,” said 1 (now, really, without any non-
ase), ‘1O whom 1 owe moreé obligations already than 1 ever
n acknowledge-———” .
«No, no,” interposed the Doctor. « Pardon mMe 1
«f you will take such time as 1 have and that is ™Y
Lornings and evenings, and ¢aP think it worth seventy
jounds a yeaT you will do me such 2 service as cannot
sxpress. '

« Dear mel” said the Doctor innocently. « To think that
so little should go for SO muchl Dean dear! And when
ou can do betteh you will? On your word, now?” said the

Doctor—-—which he had always made a very grave appeal 1

the honour of us boys-

%, “On my word, sir!” 1 returned, answering in Ouf ol
' pol manner.

«Then be it so,” said the Doctor, clapping me on th
choulder, and still keeping his hand there, 35 we still walke
up and dowT

«And I shall be twenty times happier, gir,” said T, with
Yittle—1 hope innocent—fatterys «if my employment isto
on the Dictionary.”

The Doctor stopped, smilingly clapped me on the sho
der again, and exclaimed, with 2 triumph most delightful
behold, as if 1 had penetrated to the profoundest depths
x_no:tal sagacity, « My dear young friend, you have hit it.
is the Dictionary 15

How could it be anything clse? His pockets were as
of it as his head. 1t was sticking out of him in all direct]
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He told me that since his retirement from scholastic life, he
had been advancing with it wonderfully; and that nothing
could suit him better than the proposed armrangements for
moming and evening work, as it was his custom to walk
about in the day-time with his considering cap on. His
papers were in a little confusion, in consequence of Mr, Jack
Maldon having lately proffered his occasional services as an
amanuensis, and not being accustomed to that occupation;
but we should soon put right what was amiss, and go on
swimmingly. Afterwards, when we were fairly at our work,
I found Mr, Jack Maldon’s efforts more troublesome to
me than I had expected, as he had not confined himself
to making istakes, but had sketched so many
soldiers, and ladies’ heads, over the Doctor’s manuscript, that
1 often became involved in labyrinths of obscurity

The Doctor was quite happy in the prospect of our going
to work together on that wonderful performance, and we
settled to begin next morming at seven o'clock.  We were to
work two hours every momung, and two or three hours every
night, except on Saturdays, when I was torest.  On Sundays,
of course, I was to rest also; and I considered these very
easy terms.

Our plans being thus arranged to our mutual satisfaction,
the Doctor took me into the house to present me to Mrs.
Strong, whom we found in the Doctor’s new study, dusting
his books—a freedom which he never permitted anybody else
to take with those sacred favourites.

They had postponed their breakfast on my account, and
we sat down to table together. We had not been seated
lonz, when I saw an approaching arrival in Mrs. Strong’s
face before I heard any sound of it. A gentleman on horse-
back eame to the gate, and leading his horse into the little
court, with the bridle over his arm, as if he were quite at
home, tied him to a ring in the empty coach-house wall, and
came into the «eakfast-parlour, whip in hand. It was Mr.

ack Maldon ; and Mr, Jack Maldon was not at all improved:’
India, T thought. T was in a state of ferocious virtw
ever, a5 to young men who were not cutting down the -

trees in the forest of difficulty, and my impression must be

teceived with due allowance.
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“Mr, Jack1” said the Doctor, *Copperfield 1™

Mr. Jack Maldon shook hands with me, but not very
warmly, I believed, and with an air of languid patronage,
at which I-secretly took great umbrage. But his languor
altogether was quite & wonderful sight—except when he ad-
dressed himself to his cousin Annie, .

“ Have you breakfasted this morning, Mr. Jack?” said the
Joctor.

%1 hardly ever take breakfast, sir,” he replied, with his
ead thrown back in an easy-chair, “1 find it bores me.”

“Is there any news to-day ?” inquired the Doctor.

“ Nothing at all, sir,” replied Mr. Maldon. *There’s an
ccount about the people being hungry and discontented
lown in the Northj but they are always being hungry and
liscontented somewhere.”

The Doctor looked grave, and said, as though he wished
o change the subject, “ Then there’sno news at all ; and no
1ews, they say, is good news.”

“There's a long statement in the papers, sir, about a
nurder,” observed Mr. Maldon. “But somebody is always
seing murdered, and I didn’t read it.”

A display of indifference to all the actions and passions of
nankind was not supposed to be such a distinguished quality
at that time, I think, as I have observed it to be considered
since, I have known it very fashionable indeed. I have
seen it displayed with such success, that I have encountered
some fine ladies and gentlemen who might as well have been
bomn caterpillats. Perhaps it impressed me the more then,
because it was new to me; but 1t certainly did not tend to
exalt my opinion of; or to strengthen my confidence in, Mr.
Jack Maldon,

“I came out to inquire whether Annie wouldd Jike to go tc
the opera to-night,” said Mr. Maldon, turning to her.  **It%
the last good night there will be this season, and there’s ¢
singer _there whom she really ought to hear. She is perfectl
exquisite. Besides which, she is so charmingly ugly,” 5
lapsing into languor,

The Doctor, ever pleased with what was likely to please h
young wife, turned to her and said,—

“You must go, Annie. You must go.”
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1 would rather not,” she said to the Doctor. “I prefe

PREDE a1 P N SRS R0
much disturbed, that T wondered how even the Doctor, but-
tering his toast, could be blind to what was so obvious.

But he saw nothing. He told her, good-naturedly, that
she was young, and ought to be amused and entertained, and
must not allow herself to be made dull by a dull old fellow.
Moreover, he said, he wanted to hear her sing all the new
singer’s songs to him ; and how could she do that well unless
she went? So the Doctor persisted in making the engage-
ment for her, and Mr. Jack Maldon was to come back to
dinner. This concluded, he went to his Patent place, I sup-
Eﬁse; but at all events went away on his horse, looking very
idle,

I was curious to find out next morning whether she had
been.  She had not, but had sent into London to put her

ing being delightful. I wondered then whether she would
have gone if Agnes had not been in town, and whether Agnes
had some good influence over her too!

She did not look very happy, I thought; but it was a good
face, or a very false one. I often glanced at 1, for she sat
in the window all the time we were at work ; and made our
breakfast, which we took by snatches as we were employed.
When 1 left, at nine o’clock, she was kneeling on the ground
at the Doctor’s feet, putting on s shoes and gatters for him.
There was a softened shade upon her face, thrown from some
roanm Yaneies poackemsto s dbe omoe efedem o the Jow ro0m §

‘. [ . ns, of the mght
I was pretty busy now—up at five in the moming, and
home at nine or ten at night.  But I had infinite satisfaction
In being so closely engaged, and never walked slowly on any’
account, and felt enthusiastically that the more I tired . | |
the more I was doing to deserve Dora. I had not revealed
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myself in my altered character to Dora yet, because she was
coming to see Miss Mills in a few days, and I deferred all I
had to tell her until then ; merely informing her in my letters
(all our communications were secretly forwarded through Miss
Mills) that I had much to tell her. In the meantime, I put
myself on 2 short allowance of bear's-grease, wholly aban-
doned scented soap and lavender water, and sold off three
waistcoats at a prodigious sacrifice, as being too luxurious for
my stern career. . .

Not satisfied with all these proceedings, but burning with
impatience to do something more, I went to see Traddles,
now lodging up behind the parapet of a house in Castle
Street, Holborn.  Mr. Dick, who had been with me to High.
gate twice already, and had resumed his companionship with
the Doctor, I took with me.

I took Mr, Dick with me, because, acutely sensitive to my

. aunt’s reverses, and sincerely believing that no galley-slave or
convict worked as I did, he had begun to fret and worry him-
self out of spirits and appetite, as having nothing useful to
do. In this condition, he felt more incapable of finishing the
Memorial than ever ; and the harder he worked at it, the
oftener that uniucky head of King Charles the First got into
it. Seriously apprehending that his malady would increase,
unless we put some innocent deception upon him and caused
him to believe that he was useful, or unless we could put him

. in the way of being really useful (which would be better), I
*made up my mind to try if Traddles could help us. Before
we went, I wrote Traddles a full statement of all that had
happened ; and Traddles wrote me back a capital answer,

_expressive of his sympathy and friendship.

We found him hard at work with his inkstand and papers,
refreshed by the sight of the flower-pot-stand and the little
round table in a corner of the small apartment. He received
us cordially, and made friends with Mr. Dick in a moment.
Mr. Dick professed an absolute certainty of having seen him
before, and we both said, “ Very likely.”

The first subject on which I had to consult Traddles was
this :—I had heard that many men distinguished in various
pursuits had begun life by reporting the debates in Parlia-
ment.  Traddles having mentioned newspapers to me, as one
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of his hopes, I had put the two things together, and told
Traddles in my letter that T wished to know how I could
qualey myself for this pursuit  Traddles now informed me,
esult of his that the mere mechanical

Coe : .t - r1ding—was about
' " guages; and that
it'might perhaps be anamed. by dmt of perseverance, in the
course of a few years. Traddles reasonably supposed that
this would settle the business ; but I, only feeling that here
indeed were a few tall trees to be hewn down, immediately
resolved to work my way on to Dora through this thicket, 2xe
in hand.

BT ol g el (T e e dane T (dleg |7 g0l

PR , o , but he bad

“T1 buy a book," sa.ld L« wn.h a good scheme of this art
init. I work at it at the Commons, where I haven’t half
enough to do. Il take down the speeches in our court
for pramce—'l‘mdd]s, my dear fellow, I'll master it1”

“Dear me,” said dedls, openmg his eya, “1 had no
idez you were such a

1 don't know how he should have hzd, for it wzs new

enough to me. I passed that off, and brought Mr. Dick on

“You see, said Mr. Dick wistfully, “if I could exert my-
self, Mr. Traddles—if I could beat a drum, or blow any-

e

Poor fellow! I have little doubt he would have preferred
such an employment in his heart to all others. Traddles,
who would not have smiled for the world, replied com-

posedly,—
“But you are a very good penman, sir.—You told me so,
ield?”

* Excellent1” s:ud 1L And indeed he was. He wrote
with eatness.

“Don’t you thmk, said Traddles, * you could copy writ-
ingy, sir, if T got them for you?”
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Mr. Dick locked doubtfully at me,  “Eb, :I‘rotwoori_r”

1 shook my head. Mr Dick shook his, and sighed.
“Tell him about the Memorial,” said Mr. Dick .

1 explained to Traddles that there was a difficulty in keep-
ing King Charles the First out of bIr. Dick’s manuscripts ;
Mr, Dick in the meanwhile looking very deferentially and
seriously at Traddles, and sucking his thumb. ‘

¢ But these vritings, you know, that I speak of, are already
drawn up and finiched,” said Traddles, after a little considera-
tion. “Mr. Dick has nothing to do with them. Wouldn't
that make a difference, Copperficld ? At all events, wouldn't
it be well to try?” )

This gave us new hope. Traddles and I laying our heads
tozether apart, swhile Mr. Dick anxiously watched us from his
chair, we concocted a scheme, in virtue of which we got him
to work next day. with triumphant success,

On z tzble by the window mn Buckingham Strect we sst
out the work Traddles procured for him-—which was to make,
I forget how many copies of a legal document about some
right of way—and on another table we spread the last un-
finished original of the great Memorial. Our instructions
to Mr. Dick were that he should copy exactly what he had
before him, without the least departure from the orginal ;
and that when he felt it necessary to make the slightest
allusion to King Charles the First, he should fly to the
. Memorizl, We exhorted him to be resolute in this, and Jeft
“my aunt to obzerve him. My aunt reported to us, afterwards,
that at first he was like a man playing the kettle-drums, and
constantly divided his attentions between the two 3 but that,
finding this confuse and fatiguz him, and having his copy
thar.e, plainly before his ¢yes, he coon sat at it in an orderly,
business-like manner, 2nd postponed the Memorial to a more
convenient time. In a word, although se took great care
that he chould have no more to do than was good for him,
and although he did not begin with the beginning of a weck,
he eamned by the following Saturday night ten shillings and
nminepence ; znd never, while 1 live, shall I forget his going
about to all the shops in the neighbourhood to change this
treasure into sixpences, or his bringing them to my aunt
arranzed in the form of a2 heart upon a waiter, with tears of
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joy and pride in his eyes.  He was ke one under the pro-
pitious influence of a charm, from the moment of his being
usefully employed ; and if there were a hzppy man in the
world, that Sz!uxday night, it was the grateful creature who
thought my aunt the most wonderful woman in existence, and
me the most wonderful young man.

“No fumn" now, l‘rozwood.' sid Mr. Dick, shaking
Fands with me in 2 comer  “1T provide for ker, sir1” :xnd
l;r‘&muhnmﬁ%mmmzw,dﬂthqwaetm

1 hardly know which was the better pleased, Traddles or L
3 mlly, eaid Traddles sudden]y. l:akmg a letter out of
gfispoc:;t,dandgmgnmmq put Mr. Micawber quite out

my ”

Tbc letter (Mr, Micawber never misted any possible op:

ity of writing a letter) was addressed to me, “Byzhe
m& of T. Traddles, Esquure, of the Inner Temple.” It
20 thus:—

“ 3y Deap CoPPERFIELD,

“You may possibly not be umprepared to receive the
intimation that something has twmed up, I may have men-
tioned to you on a former occanon that I was in expectation
of such an event.

“1 am about to establish myself in one of the provincial
tcwns cf our Lmured u!md (where the society may be
St v rf i gpricultural and the
. o ' . ore of the leamed

o LLE ring will accom-
}n:xy me  Qur ashes, at a furme penod. will probably be
found commingled in the cemetery attached to a venerable
file, for which the spot to which I refer has soquired 2
feputation, shall I say from China to Pern?

“ In bidding adien to the modem Babylon, where we have
wdergone many vicissitudes, 1 trost not ignobly, Mrs. M
cawber ard tmyself cannot disguise from our minds that we
fert, it may be for years end it may be for ever, with an
dividea] linked by strong essociatiors to the alter of ow
domestic life.  If, on the eve of such a departure, you will
eccompany our mutual friend, Ar. Thomas Traddles, to our
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present abode, and there reciprocate the wishes navural to
the occasion, you will confer a Boon
[13 on
“One
(13 ‘Vho
[13 Is
“ Ever yours,
“WiLkiNs MICAWBER.”

T was glad to find that Mr. Micawber had got rid of his
dust and ashes, and that something really had turned up at
last. Learning from Traddles that the invitation referred to
the evening then wearing away, I expressed my readiness to
do honour to it; and we went off together to the lodging
which Mr. Micawber occupied as Mr. Mortimer, and which
was situated near the top of the Gray’s Inn Road.

The resources of this lodging were so limited, that we
found the twins, now some eight or nine years old, reposing
in a turn-up bedstead in the family sitting-room, where Mr.
Micawber had prepared, in a washhand-stand jug, what he
called a “*brew” of the agreeable beverage for which he was
famous. I had the pleasure, on this occasion, of renewing
the acquaintance of Master Micawber, whom I found a prom-
ising boy of about twelve or thirteen, very subject to that
. restlessness of limb which is not an infrequent phenomenon
™ in youths of his age. T also became once more known to
" his sister, Miss Micawber, in whom, as Mr. Micawber told

us, “her mother renewed her youth, like the Pheenix.”

#“My dear Copperfield,” said Mr. Micawber, “yourself and
Mr. Traddles find us on the brink of migration, and will
excuse any little discomforts incidental to that position.”

Glancing round as I made a suitable reply, I observed that
the family effects were already packed, and’ that the amount
of luggage was by no means overvhelming, I congratulated
Mrs. Micawber on the approaching change.

“My dear Mr. Copperfield,” said Mrs. Micawber, “ of your
friendly interest in all our affairs, I am well assured. My
family may consider it banishment, if they please; but I

ain a wife and mother, and I never will desert Mr. Mi-
cawber.”



DAVID COPPERFIELD. 93

Traddles, appealed to by Mrs. Micawbers eye, feelingly
acquiesced.

“That,” said Mrs. Micawber, “that, at least, is my view,
my dear Mr. Copperfield and Mr. Traddles, of the obligation
which I took upon myself when I repeated the irrevocable
words, ‘I, Emma, take thee, Wilkins’ I read the service
over with a flat-candle on the previous night, and the conclu-
sion I derived from it was, that I never could desert Mr.
Micawber. And,” said Mrs. Micawber, “though it is pos-
::’g}e 1 may be mistaken in my view of the ceremony, I never

1t

My dear,” said Mr. Micawber, a little impatiently, I am
not ’t’:onscious that you are expected to do anything of the
sort.

“I am aware, my dear Mr. Copperfield,” pursued Mrs.
Micawber, “that I am now about to cast my lot among
strangers ; and I am also aware that the various members of
my family, to whom Mr. Micawber has written in the most
gentlemanly terms, announcing that fact, have not taken the
least notice of Mr. Micawber’s communication. Indeed I may
be superstitions,” said Mrs. Micawber, “baut it appears to me
that Mr. Micawber is destined never to receive any answers
whatever to the great majority of the communications he
writes, I may augur from the silence of my family, that they
object to the resolution I have taken; but I should not allow
myself to be swerved from the path of duty, Mr. Copperfield,
even by my papa and mamma, were they still living.”

T expressed my opimon that this was gomg in the right
direction.

It may be a sacrifice,” said Mrs, Micawber,  to immure
one’s sclf in a cathedral town ; but surely, Mr. Copperfield,
if it is a sacrifice in me, it is much more a sacrifice in a man
of Mr. Micawber’s abilities.”

“Oh{ you are going to a cathedral town ? ” said I

Mr. Micawber, who had been helping us all out of the
washhandstand jug, replied,—

UTPn Frsnah vl To fant mee Aane Macapefald T hoaen

R
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T stared at Mr. Micawber, who greatly enjoyed my sur-
«T am bound to state to you,” he said, with an official air,
“that the business habits, and the prudent suggestions of
Mrs. Micawber, have in a great measure conduced to this
result. ‘The gauntlet, to which Mrs, Micawber referred upon
a former occasion, being thrown down in the form of an
advertisement, was taken up by my friend Heep, and led to
a mutual recognition. Of my friend Heep,” said Mr. Micaw-
ber, “who is 2 man of remarkable shrewdness, I desire to
speak with all possible respect. My friend Heep has not
fixed the positive remuneration at too high a figure, but he
has made a great deal, in the way of extrication from the
pressure of pecuniary difficulties, contingent on the value of
my services ; and on the value of those services, I pin my
faith. Such address and intelligence as I chance to possess,”
said Mr, Micawber, boastfully disparaging himself, with the
old genteel air, “will be devoted to my friend Heep's service.
I have already some acquaintance with the law-—as a defend-
ant on civil process-——and I shall immediately apply myself
to the commentaries of one of the most eminent and remark-
able of our English jursts. I believe it is unnecessary to
add that I allude to Mr. Justice Blackstone,”
These observations, and indeed the greater part of the
observations made that evening, were interrupted by Mrs.
.. Micawber’s discovering that Master Micawber was sitting on
*his boots, or holding his head on with both arms as if he felt
it loose, or accidentally kicking Traddles under the table, or
shuffling his feet over one another, or producing them at
dl_stancps from himself apparently outrageous to nature, or
lying sideways with his hair among the wine-glasses, or de-
veloping his restlessness of limb in some other form incom-
patible with the general interests of society ; and by Master
Micawber’s receiving those discoveries in ‘a resentful spirit.
T sat all the while, amazed by Mr, Micawber’s disclosure, and
wondering what it meant ; until Mrs, Micawber resumed the
thread of the discourse, and claimed my attention.
“What I particularly request Mr. Micawber to be careful
of, is,” said Mrs. Micawber, *that he does not, my dear Mr.
Copperfield, in applying himself to this subordinate branch
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of the 1aw, place it out of his power to rise, ultimately, to the
top of the tree. 1 am convinced that Mr. Micawber, giving
his mind to a profession so adapted to his fertile resources,
and his flow of language, must distingnish himsell Now,
for example, Mr. Traddles,” said Mrs. Micawber, assuming a

ofound air, *a Judge, or even say a Chancellor. Does an
individual place himself beyond the pale of those prefer
ments by entenng on such an office as Mr, Micawber has
accepted ?”

%My dear,” observed Mr. Micawber—but glancing in-
quisitively 2t Traddles, too—*we bave time enough before
us for the consideration of those questions.”

“Micawber,” she returned, “no! Your mistake in life Is,
that you do not look forward far enough. You are bound,
in justice to your family, if not to yourself, to take in at 2

prehensive glance the point n the horizon to
which your abilities may lead you.”

Mr. Micawber coughed, and drank his punch with an air
of exceeding satisfaction—still glancing at Traddles, as if ke
desired to have his opinion.

“Why, the phin state of the case, Mrs. Micawber,” said
‘Traddles, mildly breaking the truth to her—*“I mean the real
prosaic fact, you know- ”»

“Just so,” said Mrs. Micawber. My dear Mr. Traddles,
1 wish to be as prosaic and literal as posstble on a subject of
$0 much importance.”

“1s,” said Traddles, “that this branch of the law, even
if Mr. Micawber were a regular soliator——"

“Exactly so,” returned Mrs. Micawber. (“Wilkins, you
are squinting, and will not be able to get your eyes back.”)

“Has nothing,” pursued Traddles, “to do with that
Only a barister is eligible for such preferments; and Mr.
Micawber could not be a barmister, without being entered at
an inn of court as & student, for five years.”

“Do I follow you?” said Mrs. Micawber, with her most
affable air of business “Do I understand, my dear Mr.

Traddlae that ns sha aunieatan A€ thas cprind A6 Afimahae

. - :
emphasis on that word.
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" T stared at Mr. Micawber, who greatly enjoyed my sur-
rise. .
«7 am bound to state to you,” he said, with an official air,
“that the business habits, and the prudent suggestions of
Mrs. Micawber, have in a great measure conduced to this
result. The gauntlet, to which Mrs. Micawber referred upon
a former occasion, being thrown down in the form of an
advertisement, was taken up by my friend Heep, and led to
a mutual recognition. Of my friend Heep,” said Mr. Micaw-
ber, “who is a man of remarkable shrewdness, I desire to
speak with all possible respect. My friend Hesp has not
fixed the positive remuneration at too high a figure, but he
has made a great deal, in the way of extrication from the
pressure of pecuniary difficulties, contingent on the value of
my services ; and on the value of those services, I pin my
faith. Such address and intelligence as I chance to possess,”
said Mr. Micawber, boastfully disparaging himself, with the
old genteel air, “will be devoted to my friend Heep’s service.
I have already some acquaintance with the law—as a defend-
ant on civil process—and I shall immediately apply myself
to the commentaries of one of the most eminent and remark-
able of our English jurists. I believe it is unnecessary to
add that I allude to Mr. Justice Blackstone.”,

These observations, and indeed the greater part of the
observations made that evening, were interrupted by Mrs.
Micawber’s discovering that Master Micawber was sitting on
his boots, or holding his head on with both arms as if he felt
it loo§e, or accidentally kicking Traddles under the table, or
shuffling his feet over one another, or producing them at
distances from himself apparently outrageous to nature, or
lying sideways with his hair among the wine-glasses, or de-
veloping his restlessness of limb in some other form incom-
patible with the general interests of society ; and by Master
Micawber’s receiving those discoveries in a resentful spirit.
I sat al% the while, amazed by Mr. Micawber’s disclosure, and
wondering what it meant ; until Mrs, Micawber resumed the
thr‘c‘:ad of the discourse, and claimed my attention.

.W;hat. I particularly request Mr, Micawber to be careful
of, is,” said Mrs. Micawber, “that he does not, my dear Mr.
Copperfield, in applying himself to this subordinate branch
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@ Thank you,” said Mrs. Micawber.  “That is quite suffi-
cient. If such is the case, and Mr M\ca\vhgr fogfmts no
privilege by cntering on these dutics, my anxiety is sct at
rest. I speak,” said Mrs. Micawber, “as a female, neces-
sarily ; but I have always been of opinion that Mr. Micawber
possesses what I have heard my papa call, when I lived nt.
home, the judicinl mind, and I hope Mr. Micawber is now
entering on o ficld where that mind will develop itself, and
take n commanding station.” . .

I quitc believe that Mr. Micawber saw himself, in his
judicial mind’s eyc, on the woolsack. Ie passed his hand
complacently over his bald head, and said with ostentatious
resignation,— .

“My dear, we will not anticipate the decrees of fortune,
If X am reserved to wear a wig, 1 am at least prepared, exter-
nally,” in allusion to his baldness, “for that distinction.  I'do
not,” said Mr, Micawber, “regret my hair, and T may have
been deprived of it for a specific purpose. I cannot say, It
is my intention, my dear Copperfield, to educate my son for
the church. T will not deny that I should be happy, on his
accotnt, to attain to eminence.”

“For the church?” said I, still pondering, betweenwhiles,
on Uriah Heep.

“Yes,” sald Mr. Micawber.  “ e has a remarkable head-
voice, and will commence as n chorister.  Our residence at
Canterbury, and our loeal connection, will, no doubt, enable
him to take advantage of any vacancy that may arise in the
cathedral corps.”

On looking at Master Micawber again, I saw that he had
certain expression of face, as if his voice were behind his eye-
brows ; where it presently appeared to be, on his singing us
(as an alternative between that and bed), *The Woodpecker
tapping.”  After many compliments on this performance, we
fell into some general conversation; and as 1 was too full of
my desperate intentions to keep my altered circumstances to
myself, I made them known to Mr. and Mrs. Micawber. I
cannot express how extremely delighted they both were by
the iden of my aunt’s being in difficultics, and how comfort-
able and friendly it made them,

When we were nearly come to the last round of the punch,
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1 addressed myself to Traddles, and reminded him that we
must not separate without wishing aur friends health, happi-
: * ¥ bt 2 R0

w ey ==Y ecnmaen b

L. T B P
sclf a sufficiently old friend to venture on the second.

*My dear Copperfield,” said Mr, Micawber, rising with
one of hi; thumbs 1n ezrchl of hisl:;xiszooat pockets, “the com-

jon of my youth—if 1 ma; allowed the expression—

mmy y"‘l’ricndT & if I may be permitted to
call him so—will allow me, on the part of Mrs. Micawber,
myself, and our offspring, to thank them in the warmest and
most uncompromising terms for their good wishes. It may
be that on the eve of 2 migration which will con-
sizn us to a perfectly new cxistence *—>Mr. Micawber spoke
as if they were going five hundred thousand miles—* I should
offer a few valedictory remarks to two such friends as I see
before me.  But 21l that I have to say in this way, I have
said.  Whatever station in society I may attam, through the
medium of the leamed profession of which I am about to
become an unworthy member, I shall endeavour not to dis-
grace, and Mrs. Micawber will be safe to adom. Under the
temporary pressure of pecuniary liabilities, contracted with a
view to their immediate Lquid: but ing tmliqui-
dated through a combination of circumstances, I have been
under the necessity of assuming a garb from which my
natural instincts i1—1 allude 1o sp 1 d possess
ing myself of a cognomen, to which I can establish no legit:-
mate pretensions,  All I have to say on that score is, that
the cloud has passed from the dreary scene, and the god of
day is once more high upon the mountain tops.  On Monday
next, on the amival of the four o'clock afternoon coach at
Canterbury, my foot will be on my rative beath—my name,

licawber1®

Mr. Micawber resumed his seat on the close of these re-
trks, and drank two glasses of punch 1n grave succession.
He then sud with much solemnity,—

'I“Oncmmgmore 1 have to do, before this separation s

'
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“Thank you,” said Mrs, Micawber. “That is quite suffi-
cient. If such is the case, and Mr. Micawber forfeits no
privilege by entering on these duties, my anxiety is set at
rest. I speak,” said Mrs. Micawber, “as a female, neces-
sarily ; but I have always been of opinion that Mr. Micawber
possesses what I have heard my papa call, when T lived at
home, the judicial mind, and I hope Mr. Micawber is now
entering on a field where that mind will develop itself, and
take a commanding station.”

I quite believe that Mr, Micawber saw himself, in his
judicial mind's eye, on the woolsack. He passed his hand
complacently over his bald head, and said with ostentatious
resignation,—

“My dear, we will not anticipate the decrees of fortune,
If I am reserved to wear a wig, I am at least prepared, exter-
nally,” m allusion to his baldness, “for that distinction. Ido
not” said Mr. Micawber, ¢ regret my hair, and I may have
been deprived of it for a specific purpose. I cannot say. It
15 my intention, my dear Copperfield, to educate my son for
the church. I will not deny that I should be happy, on his
account, to attain to eminence.”

“For the church?” said I, stil] i hi
on Urith Hean » stll pondering, betweenwhiles,

“Yes,” said Mr. Micawber, “Jje has a remarkable head-
voice, and will commence as a chorister. Qur residence at
Canterbury, and our local connection, will, no doubt, enable

him to take advantage of an va Y
cathedral corps.” g ¥ vacancy that may arise in the

brows ; where it presently appeared to be,

red circumstances to

- and Mrs. Micawber. 1
cannot express how extremely delighted they both were by

ulties, and how comfort-
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.+ 1 addressed myself to Traddles, and reminded him that we
= must not scparate without wishing aur friends health, happi-
i ness, and success in their new career. 1 begged Mr. Micaw-
ber to fill us bumpers, and proposed the toast in due form—
ghaking hands with him across the table, and kissing Mrs.
Mim\\'%)cr, to commemorate that eventful occasion. Traddles
mitated me in the first particular, but did not consider him-
.. sclf a sufficiently old friend to venture on the second.

*My dear Copperfield,” said Mr. Micawber, rising with
one of his thumbs in each of his waistcoat pockets, “ the com-
panion of my youth—if I may be allowed the expression—
and my esteemed friend Traddles—if I may be permitted to
call him so—will allow me, on the part of Mrs. Micawber,
myself, and our offspring, to thank them in the warmest and
most uncompromising terms for their good wishes. It may
be expected that on the eve of a migration which will con-
- e T ®oNf M ber spoke

. - “1 should
) .' Lt o . lsas5Isee
, before me, But all that X have to say in this way, I have
said, Whatever station in society I may attan, through the
medium of the learned profession of which I am about to
become an unworthy member, 1 shall endeavour not to dis-
grace, and Mrs, Micawber will be safe to adom. Under the
temporary pressure of pecuniary liabilities, contracted with &
siew to their immediate liquidation, but ining unliqui-
dated through a combination of circumstances, I have been
under the necessity of assuming a garb from which my
natural instincts i1—I allude to st ! d ess
ing myself of a cognomen, to which I can establish no legiti-
mate pretensions ~ All I have to say on that score is, that
the cloud has passed from the dreary scene, and the god of
day is once more high upon the mountain tops.  On Monday
next, on the arrival of the four o'clock afternoon coach at
Canterbury, my foot wilt be on my native heath—my name,
Miawbert®
Mr. Micawber resumed his seat on the close of these re-
marks, and drank two glasses of punch in grave succession
He then said with much solcmmity,—
:Onulhmgmom I have to do, befors this separatio”
1
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complete, and that is to perform an act of justice. My frier
Mr. Thomas Traddles has, on two several occasions, fput b
name,” if I may use a common expression, to bills of exchan
for my accommodation. On the first occasion Mr. Thom
Traddles was left—let me say, in shott, in the lurch., Tl
fulfilment of the second has not yet arrived. ‘The amow
of the first obligation "—here Mr. Micawber careful.ly referre
to papers—was, I believe, twenty-three, four, nine and
half; of the second, according to my entry of that tran
action, eightcen, six, two. These sums, united, make

total, if my calculation is correct, amounting to forty-one, tes
cleven and a half, My friend Copperfield will perhaps d
me the favour to check that total %

1 did so, and found it correct.

“To leave this metropolis,” said Mr. Micawber, “and m
friend Mr. Thomas Traddles, without acquitting myself of th
pecuniary part of this obligation, would weigh upon my min¢
to an insupportable extent. I have, therefore, prepared fo
my friend Mr. Thomas Traddles, and I now hold in m
hand, a document which accomplishes the desired object
I beg to hand to my friend Mr. Thomas Traddles my 1. O, U.
for forty-one, ten, eleven and a half; and I am happy to re
caver my moral dignity, and to know that I can once morc
walk erect before my fellow-man1”

With this introduction (which greatly affected him), Mr.
Micawber placed his I. O. U. in the hands of Traddles, and

~said he wished him well in every relation of life. Y am per
suaded, not only that this was quite the same to Mr, Micaw-
ber as paying the money, but that Traddles himself hardly
knew the difference until he had had time to think about it.

Mr. Micawber walked so erect before his fellow-man, on
the strength of this virtuous action, that his chest looked half
as broad again when he lighted us downstairs, We parted
with preat heartiness on both sides; and when I had seen
Traddles to his own door, and was going home alone, I
thought, among the other odd and contradictory things I
mused upon, that, slippery as Mr. Micawber was, I was prob-
ably indebted to some compassionate recollection he retained
of me as his boy-lodger, for never having been asked by him
for money, 1 certainly should not have had the moral



DAVID COPPERFIELD.

courage to refuse it; and I have no doubt he kmew that (to
his credit be it written) quite as well as T did.

CHAPTER XXXVIL
A LITTLE COLD WATER.

My new life had Iasted for more than a week, and I was
stronger than ever in those tremendous practical resolutions
that I felt the crisis required. I continued to walk extremely
fast, and to have a general idea that I was getting on. I
made it a rule to take as much out of mysell as I possibly
could, in my way of domng everything to which I applied
my energies. I made a perfect victim of myself. I even en-
tertained some idea of putung myself on a scgetable diet,
vaguely conceiving that, in becoming a graminn orous animal,
1 should sacrifice to Dora

As yet, little Dora was quite unconscious of my desperate
firmness, otherwise than as my letters darkly shadowed it forth,
But another Saturday came, and on that Saturday evening
she was to be at Miss Mills's ; and when Mr. Mills had gone
to his whist-club (telegraphed to me 1n the street by a bird-
cage in the dramng-room middle window), I was to go there
to tea.

By this time we were quite settled down m Buckingham
Street, where Mr. Dick continued Ius copying in a state of
Theetten £ T NFu a bn 3 Leatead S 1 Cavil
up and down the staircase, & supernumerary whom she en-
g2ged from the outer world.  These vigorous measures struck
such terror to the breast of Mrs. Crupp, that she subsided
into her own kitchen, under the impression that my aunt was
mad. My aunt being supremely indifferent to Mrs. Crupp's
opinion and everybody else’s, and mther favouring than dis-
couraging the idea, Mrs. Crupp, of late the bold, became
within & few days so faint-hearted, that rather than encounter
Iy aunt upon the staircase, she would endeavour to hide her
pertly form behind doors—leaving visible, howerr ™ ™\wi
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margin of flannel petticoat—or would shrink into dark comers,
This gave my aunt such_unspeakable satisfaction, that I be-
lieve she took a delight in prowling up and down, with ber
bonnet insanely perched on the top of her head, at times
when Mrs. Crupp was likely to be in the way.

My aunt, being uncommonly neat and ingenious, made so
many little improvements in our domestic arrangements, that
I seemed to be richer instead of poorer. Among the rest,
she converted the pantry into a dressing-room for me; and
purchased and embellished a bedstead for my occupation,
which looked as like a bookcase in the daytime as a bedstead
could. I was the object of her constant solicitude ; and my
poor mother herself could not have loved me better, or studied
more how to make me happy. . . .

Peggotty had considered herself highly privileged in being
allowed to participate in these labours; and, although she
still retained something of her old sentiment of awe in refer-
ence to my aunt, had received so many marks of encourage-
ment and confidence, that they were the best friends possible.
But the time had now come (I am speaking of the Saturday
when I was to take tea at Miss Mills’s) when it was necessary
for her to return home, and enter on the discharge of the
duties she had undertaken in behalf of Ham, “So good-bye,
Barkis,” said my aunt, “and take care of yourself! I am sure
I never thought I could be sorry to lose you1”

. Itook Peggotty to the coach-office and saw her off.  She

‘cried at parting, and confided her brother to my friendship,
as Ham had done. We had heard nothing of him since he
went away, that sunny afternoon.

“ And now, my own dear Davy,” said Peggotty, “if, while
you’re a prentice, you should want any money to spend ; or
if, when you're out of your time, my dear, you should want
any to sct you up {(and you must do one or other, or both,
my darling) ; who has such a good right to ask leave to lend
it you, as my sweet girl’s own old stupid me]*

I was not so savagely independent as to say anything in
reply, but that if ever I borrowed money of any one, I would
borrow it of her. Next to accepting a large sum on the spot,

1 believe this gave Peggotty more comfort than anything I
could have done,



M IFWR

DAVID COPPERFIELD. 101

“And, my deart” whispered Peggotty, “tell the pretty

little angel that I should so have liked to see her, only for a

minute] And tell her that before she mardes my boy, IT!

come and make your house so beautiful for you, if youll
et mel”

A LR T

‘ oo By P AR 11
and then 1 saw my own Dom hang up the birdeage and
peep into the halcony tolook for me, and run in sgain
when she saw 1 was there, while Jip remained behind to
bark injuriously at an immense butcher’s dog in the street,
who could have taken him Yike a pill.

Dora came to the drawing-room door to meet me; and
Jip came scrambling out, tumbling over his own growls,
under the impression that I was 2 bandit; and we 2l three
went in, as happy and loving as could be. I soon camied
desolation into the bosom of our joys—not that I meant to
d9‘it, but that I was 5o full of the subject—by askimg Dora,

o .

- ) e " . ' [ . R . "
crutches, or a wooden log, or a dog with a decanter-stand
in his mouth, or something of that kind; and she stared
at me with the most delightful wonder.

“How can you ask me anything so foolish 2 pouted Dora
“Love a beggar 1®

“Dora, my own dearest 1" said 1, 2 am a beggar,”

“How can you be such a silly thing,” rephied Dora, slap-
ping my hand, “as to sit there telling such stories? It
make Jip bite youl*®

Her childish way was the most delicious way in the world
o me; but it was necessary to be explicit, and 1 saemnly re-
peated,— . Y
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“Dora, my own life, I am your ruined David”

“] de%larg' I'll make Jip bite”you 1” said Dora, shaking her

1s, “*if you are so ridiculous. .
cui?&t I lgokcd so serious that Dora left off shaking her curls,
and laid her ‘trembling little hand upon my shoulder, and
first looked scared and anxious, then began to cry. - That
was dreadful. I fell upon my knees before the sofa, cares-
sing her, and imploring_her not to rend my heart ; but, for
some time, poor little Dora did nothing but exclaim, “Ohb
dear! oh dear! And oh, she was so frightened! And where
was Julia Mills? And oh, take her to Julia Mills, and go
away, please !” until I was almost beside mysell. )

At last, after an agony of supplication and protestation, I
got Dora to look at me, with a horrified expression of face,
which I gradually soothed until it was only loving, and her
soft, pretty check was lying against mine. Then I told her,
with my arms clasped round her, how I loved her so dearly,
and so dearly ; how I felt it right to offer to release her from
her engagement, because now I was poor ; how I never could
bear it, or recover it, il I lost her; how I had no fears of
poverty, if she had none, my arm being nerved and my heart
inspired by her; how I was already working with a courage
such as none but lovers knew; how I had begun to be prac-
tical, and to look into the future; how a crust well-carned
was sweeter far than a feast inherited ; and much more to

tloquence quite surprising to myself, though I had been
thinking about it, day and night, ever since my aunt had
astonished me.

“Is your heart mine still, dear Dora?” said I rapturously,
for I knew by her clinging to me that it was.

“Oh, yes1” cried Dora; “oh, yes, it's all yours. Oh
don’t be dreadful }” ’ T ’

J dreadful! To Dora)

“Don't talk nbout being poor and working hard1” said
Dora, nestling closer to me.  “Ob, don't, don't 1

My dearest love,” said I, “ the crust well-carned——?

“Oh, yes; but I don’t want to hear any more about
crusts1” said Dora. “And Jip must have a muttaon-chop
every day at twelve, or he'll dic!”

et tad [ R R -

4 . ot
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1 was charmed with her childish, winning way, 1 fondly
expluned to Dora that Jip should have his mutton-chop
with his sccustomed regularity, I drew a picture of our
frugal home, made independ my labour—sketchi
in the little house I had scen at Highgate, and my aunt
1n her room upstairs.

“I am not dreadful now, Dora?” said I tenderly,

“Oh, no, no!t” cried Dora. “But I hope your aunt will
keep in her own room a good deal.  And I hope she's not &
scolding old thing1”

If it were possible for me to love Dora more than ever, I
am sure I did. But I felt she was a little impracticable, It
damped my new-born ardour to find that ardour so difficult
of communication to her. I made another trial.  When she
was quite hersell again, and was curling Jip's cars as he lay
upon her lap, I became grave, and said,—

*Ay own, may I mention something?”

#Oh, please don't be practical,” said Dora coaxingly, *be-
cause it frightens me so1”

“Sweet heat,” T returned, “ there is nothing to alarm you
in all this, I want you to thmk of it quite differently, I
want to make it nerve you and mspire you, Dora,”

“Oh, but that's so shocking 1" ened Dora,

“My love, no, Perseverance and strength of character
will enable us to bear much worse things.”

“But I haven't got any strength at all,” said Dora, shaking
:;; (i.\ixls.—“Havc 1, Jip?~Oh, do kiss Jip, and be agree-

33

It was impossible to resist kissing Jip when she held him

up to me for that purpose, putting her o bright, rosy little

graver character for I don't know how long.
“But, Doz, my beloved1” safd I, at last resuming it; “T
»*fallen in
' - b Nahem
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“Tndeed I am not going to be, my darling!” I assured
her. “But, Dora, my love, if you will sometimes think—not
despondingly, you know; far from that!—but if you will some-
times think—just to encourage yourself—that you are engaged
to a poor man—-"

“Don't, don’t! Pray don’t!” cried Dora. “It’s so very
dreadful }” .

“My soul, not at all!” said I cheerfully. “If you will
sometimes think of that, and look about now and then at
your papa’s housekeeping, and endeavour to acquire a little
habit—of accounts, for instance »

Poor little Dora received this suggestion with something
that was half a sob and half a scream.

“_it would be so useful to us afterwards,” I went on.
“And if you would promise me to read a little—a little
Cookery Book that I would send you, it would be so excel-
ient for both of us. Tor our path in life, my Dora,” said I,
warming with the subject, “is stony and rugged now, and it
rests with us to smooth it. We must fight our way onward.
We must be brave. There are obstacles to be met, and we
must meet and crush them 17

I was going on at a great rate, with a clenched hand and
a most enthusiastic countenance; but it was quite unnecessary
to proceed. I had said enough. I had done it again. Oh,
she was so frightened! Oh, where was Julia Mills? Oh,
take her to Julia Mills, and go away, please! So that, in

- short, I was quite distracted, and raved about the drawing-

room.

I thought I had killed her this time. I sprinkled water on
her face. I went down on my knees. I plucked at my hair.
I denounced myself as a remorseless brute and a ruthless
beast. I implored her forgiveness. I besought her to look
up. I ravaged Miss Mills's work-box for a smelling-bottle,
and in my agony of mind applied an ivory needle-case in-
stead, and dropped all the needles over Dora. = I shook my
fists at Jip, who was as frantic as myself. I did every wild
extravagance that could be done, and was a long way beyond
the end of my wits when Miss Mills came into the room,

“Who has done this?” exclaimed Miss Mills, succouring
her friend.
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1 replied, “7, Miss Mills! 7 have done it] Behold the
destroyer 1 "—or words to that effect—and hid my face from
the light in the sofa cushion.

At first Miss Mills thought it was a quarre], and that we
were verging on the Desert of Sahara.  But she soon found
out how matters stood ; for my dear affectionate little Dora,

bracing her, laiming that I was “a poor la-
bourer;” and then cried for me, and cmbraced me, and
asked me would I let her give me all her money to keep;
and then fell on Miss Mills's neck, sobbing as if her ten-
der heart were broken.

Miss Mills must have been born to be a blessing to us.
She ascertained from me in a few words what jt was all
about, comforted Dora, and gradually convinced her that I
was not 2 Iabourer—from my manner of stating the case I
believe Dorz concluded that I was a navigator, and went
balancing myself up and down a plank all day with 2 wheel-
barrow—and so brought us together in peace. When we
were quite composed, and Dora had gone upstairs to put
some rosc-water to her eyes, Miss Mills rang for tea. In
the ensuing interval I told Miss Mills that she was ever-
more my friend, and that my heart must cease to vibrate
ere 1 could forget her sympathy,

I then expounded to Miss Mills what I had endeavoured,
so very unsuccessfully, to expound to Dora.  Miss Mills re.
Elcicd. on general principles, that the Cottage of content was

tter than the Palace of cold splendour, and that where love

was, all was,

1'5aid to Miss Mills that this was very true, and who should
know it better than I, who loved Dora with a love that never
mortal had experienced yet? But on Miss Mills observing,
with despondency, that it were well indeed for some hearts if
this were so, I explained that I begged lease to restrict the
observation to mortals of the masculine gender.

I then put it to Miss Mills to say whether she considered
that there was or was not any practical merit m the suggestion
I kad been anxious to make concerning the accounts, the
bhousekeeping, and the Coakery Book ?

Muss Mills, after some consideration, thrs ¥

*Mr. Copperfield, I will be plin with you
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“Indeed I am not going to be, my darling!” T assured
her. “But, Dora, my love, if you will sometimes thlpk—not
despondingly, you know; far from that!—but if you will some-
times think—just to encourage yourself—that you are engaged
to a poor man Y .

“Don't, don't! Pray don’t!” cried Dora. “It’s so very
dreadful 1” .

“My soul, not at all!” said I cheerfully. “If you will
sometimes think of that, and look about now and then at
your papa’s housekeeping, and endeavour to acquire a little
habit—of accounts, for instance——"

Poor little Dora received this suggestion with something
that was half a sob and half a scream.

“_it would be so useful to us afterwards,” I went on.
“And if you would promise me to read a little—a little
Cookery Book that I would send you, it would be so excel-
lent for both of us. For our path in life, my Dora,” said I,
warming with the subject, “is stony and rugged now, and it
rests with us to smooth it. We must fight our way onward.
We must be brave. There are obstacles to be met, and we
must meet and crush them !”

I was going on at a great rate, with a clenched hand and
a most enthusiastic countenance; but it was quite unnecessary
to proceed. I had said enough. I had done it again. O,
she was so frightened! Oh, where was Julia Mills? Oh,
take her to Julia Mills, and go away, please! So that, in
short, I was quite distracted, and raved about the drawing-
room.

I thought I had killed her this time. I sprinkled water on
her face. I went down on my knees. I plucked at my hair.
I denounced myself as a remorseless brute and a ruthless
beast. T implored her forgiveness. I besought her to look
up. I ravaged Miss Mills’s work-box for a smelling-bottle,
and in my agony of mind applied an ivory needle-case in-
stead, and dropped all the needles over Dora. = I shook my
fists at Jip, who was as frantic as myself. I did every wild
extravagance that could be done, and was a long way beyond
the end of my wits when Miss Mills came into the room.

“Who has done this?” exclaimed Miss Mills, succouring
her friend,
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tied, “f; Miss BMills{ £ pave done it! Behold the

dcz'.r“?cﬁi"'—or words to that effect—and hid my face from
the light in the sofa cushion.

At irst Miss Mills thought it was a quarrel, and that we
were verging on the Desert of Sshara  But she soon found
out haw matters stood ; for my dear affectionate little Dora,
embracing her, began exclriming that I was “a poor la-
bourer;® and then cried for me, and embraced me, and
asked me would I Jet her give me all ber money to keep;
and then fell on Miss Mills's neck, sobbing as if her ten-
der heart were broken.

Miss Mills must have been bom to be a blessing to us.
She ascertained from me 1n a few words what it was all

shout, comforted Dorg, and gradually c d her that I
w25 not a Ll r~from my manner of stating the case I
tefieve Dora ded that T was a and went

balancing myself up and down a plank all day with a wheel-
tarmow-—and so brought us together in peace. When we
wese quite composed, and Dora had gune upstairs to put
some vose-water to her eyes, Miss Mills rang for tea. In
the ensuing interval I tofd Miss Mills that she was ever
more my friend, and that my heart must cease 1o vibrate
eze I could forget her sympathy,

1 then expounded to Miss Mills what I had endeavoured,
50 very unsuccessfully, to expound to Dora, Miss Mills re-
Elcxcd, on gencral principles, that the Cottape of content was

tler than the Palace of cold splendour, and that where love

1said to Miss Mills that this was very true, and who should
know n'bc\tcr than 1, who loved Dora with a love that never
mewena e PRI O TR A O W never
PR
observation to martals of the masculine gender, '
l}u[ then put it to Miss Mills to say whether she considered
! »ﬁg’tﬁf W48 OF Was notany practical mentt in the suggestion
122 been anvious to make concerning the accounts, the
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ing and triai supply in some natures the place of years,and X
will be as plain with you as if I were a Lady Abbess, No.
The suggestion is not appropriate to our Dora. Our dearest
Dora is a favourite child of nature. She is a thing of light,
and airiness, and joy. I am free to confess that if it could be
done, it might be well; but——" And Miss Mills shook her
head,
I was encouraged by this closing admission on the part of
Miss Mills to ask her whether, for Dora’s sake, if she had any
, opportunity of luring her attention to such preparations for an
: earnest life, she would avail herself of it?  Miss Mills replied
( in the affirmative so readily, that I further asked her if she
would take charge of the Cookery Book, and if she ever could
insinuate it upon Dora’s acceptance without frightening her,
vndertake to do me that crowning service. Miss Mills ac
cepted this trust, too, but was not sanguine.

And Dora returned, looking such a lovely little creature
that I really doubted whether she ought to be troubled with
anything so ordinary. And she loved me so much, and was
so captivating (particularly when she made Jip stand on his
hind legs for toast, and when she pretended to hold that nose
of his against the hot teapot for punishment because he
wouldn’t), that T felt like a sort of monster who had got
into a fairy’s bower, when I thought of having frightened
*her, and made her cry.

+ After tea we had the guitar, and Dora sang those same

»~» old French songs about the impossibility of ever on any

account leaving off dancing, La ra la, La ra la, until I felt a

much greater monster than before.

We had only one check to our pleasure, and that hap-

: pened a little while before I took my leave, when, Miss
; Mills_chancing to make some allusion to to-morrow morn-
ing, I unluckily let out that, being obliged to exert myself
now, 1 got up at five o’clock. Whether Dora had any idea
that I was o private watchman, I am unable to say 3 but it
made a great impression on her, and she neither played nor
sang any more.
_ Elt :ms still 0}? her mind when I bade her adieu, and she
¢ Bad to me, in her pretty, coaxing way—as if I were 2 doll
~(, ased to think — pretty, £ way if I werea doll, X
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“Now don't get up at five o'clock, you naughty boy. It's
80 nonsensical | ”

“My love,” said 1, #T have work to do.”

G0 Aoy Ao 8 (7 satiemad Theee UL Lo 2L 3%
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“How? Any how!” sud Dora.

She seemed to think she had quite settled the question, and
gave me such a tnumphant little kiss, direct from her inno-
cent heart, that I would hardly have put her out of conceit
with her answer for a fortune,

. Well, 1 loved her, and I went on loving her, most absorb-
ingly, entitely, and completely. But gong on, too, working
g;lty hard, and busily keeping red-hot all the irons 1 now

in the fire, I would sit sometimes of a night, opposite my
aunt, thinking how I had frightened Dora that time, and
how T could best make wmy way with a guitarcase through
the forest of difficulty, until T used to fancy that my head was
fuming quite grey.

CHAPTER XOXXVIIL
A DISSOLUTION OF PARTNERSHIP.

1 pip not allow my resolution with respect to the parliament-
aty debates to cool. It was one of the irons 1 began to heat
immediately, and one of the irons I kept hot and hammered
at with 2 perseverance I may honestly admire. I bought an
approved scheme of the noble art and mystery of stenography.
(which cost me ten and sixpence), and plunged mto 4 sea of
LR Py :! ot e _..:'. AL LTI
Lot . ' 0
that gesulied from marks like flies’ legs; the =™
effects of a curve in a wrong place, not only
ing hours, but reappeared before me in my s



T LTINS LT T

108 DAVID COPPERFIELD,

had groped my way blindly through these difficulties, and had
mastered the alphabet, which was an Egyptian temple in it-
self, there then appeared a procession of new horrors called
arbitrary characters—the most despotic characters I have ever
known, who insisted, for instance, that a thing like the begm~
ning of a cobweb meant expectation, and that a pen-and-ink
sky-rocket stood for disadvantageous. When I had fixed these
wretches in my mind, I found that they had driven every-
thing else out of it; then, beginning again, I forgot them
while I was picking them up, I dropped the other fragments
of the system—in short, it was almost heart-breaking.

It might have been quite heart-breaking, but for Dora,
who was the stay and anchor of my tempest-driven bark. .
Every scratch in the scheme was a gnarled oak in the forest
of difficulty, and I went on cutting them down, one after
another, with such vigour, that in three or four months I was
in a condition to make an experiment on one of our crack
speakers in the Commons, Shall I ever forget how the crack
speaker walked off from me before I began, and left my im-
becile pencil staggering about the paper as if it were in a fit?

This would not do, it was quite clear. I was flying too
high, and should never get on so. I resorted to Traddles
for advice, who suggested that he should dictate speeches to
me at a pace, and with occasional stappages, adapted to my
Tw. weakness,  Very grateful for this friendly aid, I accepted the

woposal, and night after night, almost every night, for a

.ong time, we had a sort of private Parliament in Bucking-
ham Street, after I came home from the Doctor’s.

I should like to see such a Parliament anywhere elsel

My aunt and Mr. Dick represented the Government or the

Opposition (as the case might be), and Traddles, with the

assistance of Enfield’s Speaker or a volume of parliamentary

;  orations, thundered astonishing invectives against them.

it Standing by the table, with his finger on the page to keep the

e place, and his right arm flourishing above his head, Traddles,

as Mr. Pitt, Mr. Fox, Mr. Sheridan, Mr. Burke, Lord Castle-

: reagh, Viscount Sidmouth, or Mr. Canning, would work

Vi hx_msel.f into the tost wiolent heats, and deliver the most

++ withering denunciations of the profligacy and corruption of

L my aunt and Mr. Dick ; while I used to sit at a little distance

.
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with my notebook on my knee, fagging after him with all
my might and main. The inconsistency and recklessness
of Traddles were not to be exceeded by any real politician
He wa3 for any description of policy in the compass of 2
week, and nailed all sorts of colours to every denomination
of mast. My aunt, looking very like an immovable Chan-
cellor of the Exchequer, would occasionally throw in an
interruption or two, as “Hear1” or “No!” or “Ch1” when
the test seemed to requite it, which was always a signal to
Mr. Dick (a perfect country gentleman) to follow lustily with
the same ery.  But Mr. Dick got taxed with such things in
the course of his parljamentary career, and was made re-
sponsible for such awful consequences, that he became un-
comfortable in his mind sometimes, 1 believe he actually
began to be afraid he really had been doing something
tending to the annihilation of the British censtitution and
the rum of the country,

Often and often we pursued these debates until the clock

inted to midnight, and the candles were buming down.
The result of so much good practice was that by-and-by 1
began to keep pace with Traddles pretty well, and should
have been quite triumphant if T had had the least idea what
my notes were about.  But ss to reading them after T had
got them, I might as well have copied the Chinesc inscrip-
tions on an immense collection of teachests, or the golden
characters on all the great red and green bottles in the
chemists’ shops 1

There was nothing for it but to turn back and begin all
over agin. It was very hard; but I tumed back, though
with a heavy heart, and "began laboriously and methodically
10 plod over the same tedious ground at 2 snals pace,
stopping to examine minutely every speck in the way, on all
sides, and making the most desperate efforts to know these
elusive chamcters by sight wherever 1 met them. I was
always punctual at the office, at the Doctor's too; and I
really did work, a8 the common expression is, like a cart-

One day, when I went to the Commons as usua} ~ “ind
Mr. Speniow in the doorway looking extremely -
10 himself, As be was in the habitofec ',
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of pains in his head—he had naturally a short throat, and 1
do seriously believe he overstarched himself—I was at first
alarmed by the idea that he was not quite right in that
direction ; but he soon relieved my uneasiness.
Instead of retuming my “Good-morning ” with his usual
affability, he looked at me in a distant, ceremonious manner,
and coldly requested me to accompany him to a certain
coffee-house, which, in those days, had a door opening into
the Commons, just within the little archway in St. Paul’s

Churchyard. I complied in a very uncomfortable state, and

with a warm shooting all over me, as if my apprehensions

were breaking out into buds., When I allowed him to go
on a little before, on account of the narrowness of the way,

I observed that he carried his head with a lofty air that was

particularly unpromising, and my mind misgave me that he

bad found out about ‘my darling Dora.
If T had not guessed this on the way to the coffee-house,

I could hardly have failed to know what was the matter

when I followed him into an upstairs room and found Miss

Murdstone there, supported by a background of sideboard,

on which were several inverted tumblers sustaining lemons,
! and two of those extraordinary boxes, all corners and flutings,
for sticking knives and forks in, which, happily for mankind,
i, are now absolete.
., Miss Murdstone gave me her chilly finger-nails, and sat
verely rigid.  Mr. Spenlow shut the door, motioned me to
chair, and stood on the hearthrug in front of the fireplace.
“Have the goodness to show Mr. Copperfield,” said Mr.
Spenlow, “ what you have in your reticule, Miss Murdstone.”

I believe it was the old identical steel-clasped reticule of
my childhood, that shut up like a bite. Compressing her
lips, in sympathy with the snap, Miss Murdstone opened it—
opening her mouth a little at the same time—and produced
mﬁ)_r last letter to Dora, teeming with expressions of devoted
affection.

“I believe that is .your writing, Mr, Copperfield?” said
Mr. Spenlow.

I was very hot, and the voice I heard was very unlike
mine, when I said, “It is, sir!”

“If I am not mistaken,” said M, Spenlow, as Miss
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Murdstone brought a parcel of letters out of her reticule,
tied round with the dearest bit of blue ribbon, “those are
also from your pen, Mr. Copperfield 2*

I took them from her with a most desolate sensation, and
glincing at such phrases at the top as “ My cver dearest and
own Dora,” * M‘y best beloved " % My blessed one for

et Tt s .

ever,” <= =% head.
“ et ' 3 I me-
chanie | ¢ . * deprite

you of them.—Miss Murdstone, be so good as to proceed 1*

‘That gentle creatur, after 2 moment’s thoughtful suney
‘9 lthe carpet, dehvered herself with much dry unction as
ollows:—

“I must confess to having entertained my suspicions of
Miss Spenlow, in reference to David Copperfield, for some
time. I observed Miss Spenlow and David Copperfield
when they first met, and the impression made upon me then
“v:!h not agreca ble. The depravity of the human heart is
such—--*

“You will oblige me, ma'am,” interrupted Mr. Spenlow,
“by confining yourself to facts.”

., Miss Murdstone cast down her

P ing against this V|
frowning dignity resumed,—

“Since Tam to confine mysell to facts, I will state them
as dryly as I can. Perbaps that_will be considered an
zeceptable course of proceeding. I have already said, sir,
that I have had my suspicions of Miss Spenlow, in
to David Copperfield, for some time. I have frequently
endeavoured to find decisive corroboration of those suspi-
ons, but without effect, I have therefore forborne to men-
tion them to Miss Spenlow’s rath:r";—loohn severely at

o e T SN e eetitas staeas - Jpe

eyes, shook her head as
i iption, and with

[l . v . . )
stemness of Miss Murdstone's manner, n{ud deprecated
severity with a conciliatory little wave of his hand, .

“On my retum to Norwood, after the period of 2
Oumx'unedy by my brother's marriage,” pursued A
stone in a disdainful vorce, “and on the ret
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Spenlow from her visit to her friend Miss Mills, ¥ imagined
that the manner of Miss Spenlow gave me greater occasion
for suspicion than before, Therefore I watched Miss Spen-
low closely.” ] . ,

Dear, tender little Dora, so unconscious of this dragon’s
eyel .

“Still,” resumed Miss Murdstone, “I found no proof
until last night. It appeared to me that Miss Spenlow
received too many letters from her friend Miss Mills; but
Miss Mills being her friend with her father’s full concur-
rence "—another telling blow at Mr, Spenlow—**it was not
for me to interfere. If I may not be permitted to allude to
the natural depravity of the human heart, at least I may-+-1
must be permitted so far to refer to misplaced confidence.”

Mr. Spenlow apologetically murmured his assent,

“Last evening after tea,” pursued Miss Murdstone, “1
observed the little dog starting, rolling, and_growling about
the drawingroom, worrying something. I said to Miss
Spenlow, ‘Dora, what is that the dog has in his mouth?
It’s paper.” Miss Spenlow immediately put her hand to her
frock, gave a sudden cry, and ran to the dog. 1 interposed,
and said, * Dora, my love, you must permit me,’”

Oh, Jip, miserable spaniel, this wretchedness, then, was
your work !

“Miss Spenlow endeavoured,” said Miss Murdstone, “to
"~ bribe me with kisses, work-boxes, and small articles of

‘Jewellery—that, of course, I pass over. The little dog

retreated under the sofa on my approaching him, and was

with great difficulty dislodged by the firedrons. Even when
dislodged, he still kept the letter in his mouth; and on my
endeavouring to take it from him, at the imminent risk of
being bitten, he kept it between his teeth so pertinaciously
as to suffer himself to be held suspended in the air by means
of the document. At length I obtained possession of it.

After perusing it, T taxed Miss Spenlow with having many

such letters in her possession, and ultimately obtained from

her the packet which is now in David Copperficld’s hand.”
Here she ceased, and snapping her reticule again, and

shutting her mouth, Jooked as if she might be broken, but
could never be bent.

st
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“You have heard Mics !\rurdswne, said Mr. <pc:1lc-r. .
tering tome. “1 beg to sk, Mr. Copperfield, if you bave
znytaing to say in reply?*

The picture I had before me of the beantiful little treasure
of my heart sabbm" and crymb all nigl hl——of her being
dlone, o d th { her having so
}z"ubs]y begged and prayed that stony-hearted woman to
fogive ber—of her having vainly offered her those kisses,
r—rk-boxu, and trinkets—of her being in :uch gncvuus dxs~
tresy, and all for me— v
B2d been able to mr
suate for & minute or v

“There is nothing I can say, sxr,' T ren:mcd, "exc:pl
that ol the blame xsn;nm-_ AR

“\(xss Spenlow, if you please,” smd her father majestically.

“—was induced and perstaded by me® I went on,
swallowing that colder designation, “to consent to this con~

‘ment. and 1 bitterly regret it”

“You are very much to blame, sir,” s2i@ Mr. Spenlow,
wlking to and fro upon the hennhm 7, and emphasizing
what he said with his whole body mszad of his head, on
2ccount of the stiffness of his cravat and spine.  * You have
donz 2 stealthy and unbecoming action, Mr. Copperfield.

When 1 take a gentleman to my house, no matter whether
be iy nineteen, twenty-nine, or ninety, I take him there
ina spirit of ccnﬁdmc& If he abuses my conﬁdznoc, he
oommite o d bl acuon. Mr. Cop

“1 feel it, sir, I assure you,” I retumed.  “DBut 1 never

ceht so before, Sincerely, honestly, indeed, Mr. Spen-
kv, 1 rever lhou"ht so, before. 1 love Miss Spenlow to
st extent——®

“Pooh] 1™ £aid Mr. Spenl ddens “Pray
don't tell g_:c to my face that you love my dacghter, Mr.

Copperti
“Could T defend my conduct if I did not, sir?” I retumed,
i ol] hemiliry, —
“Can you defend your condoct il you do, sir?® 4
¥ SPCn-m'. stoppmg short upon the hearthrog. 1
your years, and my dacghters
f. Cvppcfﬁdd? Tiave you comsidered what &t is t
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undermine the confidence that should subsist between my
daughter and myself? Have you considered my daughter’s
station in life, the projects I may contemplate for her
advancement, the testamentary intentions I may haye with
reference to her? Have you considered anything, Mr.
Copperfield?” .
“Very little, sir, I am afraid,” I answered, speaking to
him as respectfully and sorrowfully as I felt; “but pray
believe me, I have considered my own worldly position.
When I explained it to you, we were already engaged~——"
“T pee,” said Mr. Spenlow, more like Punch than I had

" ever seen him, as he energetically struck one hand upon

the other—I could not help noticing that even in my de-
spair—“that you will ~oT talk to me of engagements, Mr.
Copperfield.”

The otherwise immovable Miss Murdstone laughed con-
temptuously in one short syllable.

“When I explained my altered position to you, sir,” I
began again, substituting a new form of expression for
what was so unpalatable to him, *this concealment, into
which I am so unhappy as to have led Miss Spenlow, had
begun. Since I have been in that altered position, I have
strained every nerve, I have exerted every energy, to improve
it. Iam sure I shall improve it in time. Will you grant me
time-any length of time? We are both so young, sir—-"

“You are right,” interrupted Mr. Spenlow, nodding his

“head a great many times, and frowning very much—“you

are both very young. It's all nonsense. Let there be an
end of the nonsense. Take away those letters and throw
them in the fire. Give me Miss Spenlow’s letters to throw
in the fire; and although our future intercourse must, you
are aware, be restricted to the Commons here, we will
agree to make no further mention of the past. Come, Mr.
Copperfield, you don’t want sense, and this is the sensible
course.”

No. T couldn'’t think of agreeing toit. I was very so
but there was a higher consideration than sen's&.ry Iﬂ“\?&;
was above all earthly considerations, and I loved Dora to
idolatry, and Dora foved me. I didn't exactly say so—I
softened it down as much as I could—but I implied it, and
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1 was resolute upon it. I don’t think I made myself very
ridiculous, but I know I was resolute,

“Very well, Mr. Copperfield,” said Mr. Spenlow, “1 must
try my influence with my daughter.”

Miss Murd: by an expressive sound, a longd
respiration, which was neither a sigh nor » moan, but was
{!ﬂxii: bo‘{h, gave it as her opinion that he shou!d have done

at first.

the table.

Yes. I told him I hoped he would not think it wrong,
bat 1 couldn't possibly take them from Miss Murdstone.

“Nor from me?” said Mr. Spenlow.

No, I replied with the profoundest respect—nor from him.

“Very well 1” said Mr. Spenlow.

A silence succeeding, I was undecided whether to go or
stay. At length T was moving quietly towards the door, with
the intention of saying that perhaps I should consult his
feelings best by withdrawing, when he said, with his hands
in his coat pockets, into which it was as much a3 he could
do to get them, and with what I should call, upon the
whole, a decidedly pious air,—

“You are pmﬁably aware, Mr. Copperfield, that 1 am
not altogether destitute of worldly p and that my
daughter is my nearest and dearest relative 27

1 hurricdly made him a reply to the effect that I hoped
the error into which I had been betrayed by the desperate
rature of my love, did not induce him to think me mer-
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I certainly supposed 'so.

"And you can hardly think,” said Mr. Spenlow, *having
experience of what we sie. in the Ccmmombuc,évcryday.



he various unaccountable and negligent praceedings of
, in respect of their testamentary arrangements—of all
ects, the one on which perhaps the strangest revelations
uman inconsistency are to be met with—but that mine
made?” - . '

inclined my head in acquiescence. . .

i should not allow,” said Mr. Spenlow, with an evident
ease of pious sentiment, and slowly shaking his head as
joised himself upon his toes and heels alternately, “my
able provision for my child to be influenced by a piece of
thful folly like the present. It is mere folly—mere non-
se.  In a little while it will weigh lighter than any feather.
- 1 might—I might—if this silly business were not com-
ely relinquished altogether, be induced in some anxious
mnent to guard her from, and surround her with protections
inst, the consequences of any foolish step in the way of
riage. Now, Mr. Copperfield, I hope that you will not
der it necessary for me to open, even for a quarter of an
ir, that closed page in the book of life, and unsettle, even
a quarter of an hour, grave affairs long since composed.”
Chere was a serenity, a tranquillity, a calm-sunset air about
,, which quite afiected me. He was so peaceful and re-
red—clearly had his affairs in such perfect train, and so
tematically wound up—that he was a man to feel tonched
the contemplation of. I really think I saw tears rise to
eyes, from the depth of his own feeling of all this.

But what could I do? I could not deny Dora, and my
n heart. When he told me I had better take a week to
isider of what he had said, how could I say I wouldn’t
e aweek? yet how could I faif to know that no amount of
cks could influence such love as mine?

“In the meantime, confer with Miss Trotwood, or with
7 person with any knowledge of life,” said Mr. Spenlow,
usting his cravat with both hands. “Take a week, Mr.
pperfield.”

L submitted, and, with a countenance as expressive as 1
s able to make it of dejected and despairing constancy,
ne out of the room. Miss Murdstone’s heavy eyebrows
lowed me to the door—1I say her eyebrows rather than her
s, because they were much more important in her face—

> il §0 Ehalt

£ oG, 1
~ied Th
_ndiheda
- ek mth
PR
ot
= em

f 2k, thinkd

- aertedly
Sl
i
wd Theid
ol of nyn
o it
h etling
oy owfy]
e t
e
it iy,
' Tﬂi:ltﬂ&
“ad g
2 'iC/)r of
~ Sfine
q R ﬁi’i
Ay
S I
< ad be

i
g
¢ S
e
"
w1

T
‘!LCO
Ty

M
“lb



DAVID COTTERFIELD 117
and she looked so exactly as she used to look, at about that
hour of the :noming. in our pa{lour at Blunderst that I
P S e v wllar e P

particular nook, thinking of this earthquake that had ‘taken
place so unexpectedly, and in the bitterness of my spirit
cunsing Jip, I fell into such a state of torment about Dora,
that I'wonder I did not take up my hat and rush insanely
to Norwood.  The idea of their frightening her, and making
her cry, and of my not being there to comlort her, was so
excruciating, that it impelled me to write & wild letter to Mr,
Spenlow, beseeching him not to visit upon her the conse
quences of my awful desting. I implored him to spare her
E:mle nature—not 1o crush a fragile flower—and addressed
im generally, to the best of my remembrance, as if, instead
of being her = "+t et L ot -
Wantley, % - )
he returned; . L | I
halfopened door of his room, take it up and read it.
He said nothing about it all the morning; but before he
went away in the afternoon he called me in, and told me
that I need not make myself at all uneasy about his daugh-
ter's happiness, He had assured her, he said, that it was all
nonsense; and he had nothing more to say to her. He
believed he was an indulgent father (as indecd he was), and

e

Qwghter abroad again, for &_term; but 1 have a Letter
opnion of you, 1 hope you will be wiser than 1,}1:;, ing fe!w
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this sentiment. All I had to do, I said, with gloomy sar-
casm, was to forget Dora. ‘That was all, and what was that?
I entreated Miss Mills to see me that evening, If it could
not be done with Mr. Mills’s sanction and concurrence, I
besought a clandestine interview in the back kitchen where
the mangle was. I informed her that my reason was totter-
ing on its throne, and only she, Miss Mills, could prevent its
being deposed. I signed myself hers distractedly; and 1
couldn’t help feeling, while I read this composition_ over,
before sending it by a porter, that it was something in the
style of Mr. Micawber. .
However, I sent it. At night T repaired to Miss Mills's
street, and walked up and down, until I was stealthily fetched
in by Miss Mills's maid, and taken the area way to the back
kitchen. I have since seen reason to believe that there was
nothing on earth to prevent my going in at the front door,
and being shown up into the drawing-room, except Miss
Mills’s love of the romantic and mysterious.
; In the back kitchen I raved as became me. I went there,
I suppose, to make a fool of myself, and I am quite sure I
did it. Miss Mills had received a hasty note from Dora,
telling her that all was discovered, and saying, *“Oh, pray
come to me, Julia, do, do!” But Miss Mills, mistrusting the
acceptability of her presence to the higher powers, had not yet
"ore, gone; and we were all benighted in the Desert of Sahara.
oM™ Miss Mills had a wonderful flow of words, and liked to

’ -« them out. I could not help feeling, though she min-
gled her tears with mine, that she had a dreadful luxury in
our afflictions. She petted them, as I may say, and made
the most of them. A deep gulf, she observed, had opencd
between Dora and me, and Love could only span it with its
rainbow. Love must suffer in this stern world ; it ever had
been so, it ever would be so. No matter, Miss Mills re-
marked. Hearts confined by cobwebs would burst at last,
and then Love was avenged.

This was small consolation, but Miss Mills wouldn’t en-
courage fallacious hopes. She made me much more wretched
; than I was before, and I felt (and told her with the deepest
.4 gratitude) that she was indeed a friend. We resolved that
- sbe should go to Dora the first thing in the morning, and
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find some means of assuning her, cither by looks or words,
of my devotion and misery, We parted, overwhelmed with
grief; and I think Miss Mills enjoyed hersclf completely.

1 confided all to my aunt when I got home, and in spite
of all the could say to me, went to bed despairing, I got
vp despairing, and went out despairing. It swas Saturday
marning, and I went straight to the Commons.

I was surpriscd, when I came within sight of our office
door, to sec the ticket-porters standing outside talking to-
gether, end some hall-dozen stragglers gazing at the windows,
which were shut up, I quickened my pace, and, passing
ameng them, wondering at their looks, went hurriedly in.
r_’{‘h’g.derks were there, but no}body was doin{; ?pything.

] « - RN A

5] entered.

“What is?> I exclaimed.  * What's the matter?”

*“Don't you know 2 cried Tiffey, and all the rest of them.

toming rotnd me.

“No1” said 1, looking from face to face.

*Mr, Spenlow,” said Tiffey.

*What ebout him2*

“Dead 1™
1 thought it was the office reeling, and not 1, as one of the

clerks caught hold of me. They sat me down in a_chair,
triied my neckeloth, and brought me some water. I have
o idea whether this took any time.

“Dead 7™ gaid 1.

*He dined in town yesterday, and drove down in the
hueton by himself,” said Tificy, “having sent his own groom
osa_bﬂ ?lhc coach, as he sometimes did, you know—--"

P
“The phaeton went home without him. The horses
stopped at the stable gate. The man went out with a lan
tem,  Nobody in the carriage.”

*Had they run away?* . .

. “They weze not bot,” said Tiffey, putting on his glasses;
£0 hotter, I understand, than they would have been, going
ot the usus) pace. The reins were broken, but they
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in a state to hear it, that he had spoken to me with the
wimost kindness and consideration, and had coupled noth-
iz but tenderness, not a single or reproachful word, with
ket name. T know I did this selfishly, to have my name
uzht before her; but T tried to believe it was an act of
ice to his memory. Perhaps I did belicse it.

My aunt received o few lines next day in reply—addressed,
ozside, to her ; within, to me,  Dora was overcome by grief,
and when her friend had asked her should she send her love
to me, had only cried, as she was always crying, “Oh, dear
ppaloh, poor papa!” But she had not said No, and that I
made the most of.

Mr. Jorkins, who had been at Norwood since the occur-
rence, came to the office a few days afterwards. He and
Tifley were closeted togethes for some few moments, and
then Tiffey looked out at the door and beckoned me in.

“Oh!1™ said Mr. Jorkins, “Mr. Tiffey and myself, Mr,

field, are about to examine the desk, the drawers, and
other such reposttones of the deceased, with the view of seal-
ing up his private papers, and searching for a will. There is
no trace of any, elsewhere. It may be as well for you to
assist us, if you plca.sc"'

1 been in agony to obtain some knowledge of the
dircumstances in which my Dora would be placed—as, in
whose guardianship, and so forth—and this was something
torards it We began the scarch at once—DMr. Jorkins
tlocking the draners and desks, and we all taking out the
papers. The office papers we placed on one side, and the
Tmv2te papers (which were not numerous) on the other.  We
were very grave; and nhen we came to a stray seal, or pen-
cl case, or ring, or any httle article of that Lind which we
associated personally with him, we spoke very low.

We had sealed up several packets, and were still going on
Custily and quictly, when My, Jorkins sud to us, applying
euctly the same words to his late partner as his late partner
had applied to him,—

“Mr. Spenlow was very difficult to move from the beaten

You know what he was. Iam disposed to think he
bad made no wilL”

0% Tknow he had” said L
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They both stopped and looked at me.

" Or? the very Fc’llz):\y when T last saw him,” saic} 1, "he told
me that he had, and that his affairs were long since settled.”

Mr. Jorkins and old Tifiey shook thewr heads with one
accord,

¢ That looks unpromising,” said Tiffey.

“Very unpromising,” said Mr. Jorkins,

“Surely you don't doubt——" I began. . .

“My good Mr. Copperfield,” said Tiffey, laying his hand
upon my arm, and shutting up both his eyes as he shook his
head, *if you had been in the Commons as long as I have,
you would know that there is no subject on which men are so
inconsistent, and so little to be trusted.”

“Why, bless my soul, he made that very remark!” I
replied persistently.

“J should call that almost final,” observed Tiffey. “My
opinion is—no wilL”

It appeared a wonderful thing to me, but it turned out
that there was no will.  He had never so much as thought of
making one, so far as his papers afforded any evidence ; for
there was no kind of hint, sketch, or memorandum of any
testamentary intention whatever, What was scarcely less
astonishing to me was, that his affairs were in a most dis-
ordered state. It was extremely difficult, I heard, to make
out what he owed, or what he had paid, or of what he died
possessed. It was considered likely that for years he could
have had no clear opinion on these subjects himself. By
little and little it came out that, in the competition on all
points of appearance and gentility then running high in the
Commons, he had spent more than his professional income,
which was not a very large one, and had reduced his private
means, if they ever had been great (which was exceedingly
doubtful), to a very low ebb indeed. There was a sale of the
furniture and lease at Norwood; and Tiffey told me, little
thinking how interested I was in the story, that, paying all
the just debts of the deceased, and deducting his share of
outstanding: bad and doubtful debts due to the firm, he
wouldn't give a thousand pounds for all the assets re-
maining

This was at the expiration of about six weeks. I had
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ppal” Also that she had no other relations than two

aznts, maiden sisters of Mr. Spenlow, who lived at Putney,

2nd who had not held any other than chance cormmunication

with their brother for many years. Not that they had ever

qaurelled (Miss Mills informed me) ; but (hl: having been,
Thmante 2 i .
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wayaway, Since which they had gone their road, and their
brother had gone his.

These two ladics now emerged from their retirement, and
Froposed 1o take Dora to live 2t Putney. Dorg, clinging to
them both and weeping, exclaimed, “Oh, yes, aunts! Please
take Julia Mills and me and Jip to Putney.”  So they went,
very soon after the funeral,

How I found time to haunt Putney I am sure I don't
know, but I contrived, by some means or other, to prowl
about the neighbourhood pretty often.  Miss Mills, for the
toze exact discharge of the »duties of friendship, kept a
Jozmal, and she used to meet me sometimes on the Common
and read i, or (if she had not time to do that) lend it to
me. ]Hovrl treasured up the entnes, of which I subjoin a
ample :—

“Monday, My swect D. sull much depressed. Head
whe. Called attention to { a3 being beautifully sleek, D,
fordled J,  Associations thus awakened, opened floodg:
Ay M e ten aaed (Arc tears the dewdrops

. " ous. Beautiful in pallor.
Do we not remark this in moon tikewise? J. M.) ‘D;' T .
M,and ], took airingi. RN R
5 barking violently & .
ad faturesof D, | . «
Srpesed! . ) . .
ednesday. D. comparatively cheesful. -



"7, inconsolable.  Renewed reference to young Gazelle. Ap-
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as congenial melody, Evening Bells. . Effect not soothing,
but reverse. D. inexpressibly affected. Found sobbing
afterwards in own room. Quoted verses respecting self and
young Gazelle. Ineffectually. Also referred to Patience on
Monument. (Qy. Why on Monument? J. M.)

- «Thursday. D. certainly improved. Better night.
Slight tinge of damask revisiting cheek. Resolved to
mention name of D. C. Introduced same, cautiously, in
course of airing. D. immediately overcome. “Oh, dear,
dear Julia] Oh, I have been a naughty and undutiful childt’
Soothed and caressed. Drew ideal picture of D. C, on verge
of tomb, D, again overcome. *Oh, what shall I do? what
shall T do? Oh, take me somewhere!’ Much alarmed.
Tainting of D., and glass of water from public-house. (Poeti-
cal affinity : chequered sign on door-post ; chequered human
life. Alast J. M.)

“Triday, Day of incident. Man appears in kitchen with
blue bag, ‘for lady’s boots left out to heel? Cook replies,
tNo such orders” Man argues point. Cook withdraws to
inquire, leaving man alone with J. On Cook’s return, man
still argues point, but ultimately goes. J. missing. D, dis-
tracted. Information sent to police. Man to be identified
by broad nose, and legs like balustrades of bridge. Search
made in every direction. No J. D. weeping bitterly, and

propriate, but unavailing. Towards evening strange boy calls,
Brought into parlour, Broad nose, but no balustrades,
Says he wants 2 pound, and knows a dog. Declines to ex-
plain further, though much pressed. Pound being produced
by D, takes Cook to little house, where J. alone tied up to
leg of table. Joy of D., who dances round J. while he cats
his supper. Emboldened by this happy change, mention D.
C. upstairs, D. weeps afresh, cries piteously, *Oh, don't,
don’t, don’t! It is so wicked to think of anything but poor
papa '—embraces J., and sobs herself to sleep.  (Must not
D. C, confine himself to the broad pinions of Time? J. M.)”

Miss Mills and her journal were my sole consolation at
this period. To see her, who had seen Dora but o little
while before—to trace the initial letter of Dora's name
through her sympathetic pages—to be made more and more
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pisenable by her—were my only comforts, I felt asif T had
been fiving in a palace of cards, which had tumbled down,
leaving only Miss Mills and me among the ruins; as if some
grim enchanter had drawn a magic circle round the inno-
cert goddess of my heart, which nothing indeed but those
wne strong pinions, capable of carrying so many people over
o much, would enable me to enter!

CHAPTER XXXIX.
WICKFIELD AND HEEP,

M eunt, beginning, I imagine, to be made serfously uncom.
forable by my prolonged dejection, made & pretence of
being anxious that I should go to Dover to see that all was
working well at the cottage, which was let; and to conclude
enagreemert Tt - N T
Cupation,
where T sav ) )
leaving Dover, whether or no to give the finishing touch to
#hat renunciation of mankind in which she had been edu-
ted, by manying a pilot; but she decided against that
venture. . Not so much for the sake of principle, I believe,
21 because she happened not to like him.

Although it required an effort to leave Miss Mills, I fell
Rther willingly into my aunt's pretence, as & means of en-
bling me to pass a few tranquil hours with Agnes. T con.
sulted the good Doctor relative to an absence of three days;
tnd the Doctor wishing me to take that relaxation—he
¥ished me to take more, but my cnergy could not bear that
~—I made up my mind to go. .

_As to the Commons, 1 had no great occasion to be par-
CLoulir about my duties in that quarter, To say the truth,
¥e were getting in no very good odour among the tiptop
froctors, and were sapidly shiding down to bul & doubtful
Position.  The business had been indifferent under Mr.
Jﬂgh'ns,bcfr- A Eaet e R A
Quickened "L v e« g
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as congenial melody, Evening Bells. . Effect not soothing,
but reverse. D. inexpressibly affected. Found sobbing
afterwards in own room. Quoted verses respecting self and
young Gazelle. Ineflectually. Also referred to Patience on
Monument. (Qy. Why on Monument? J. M.)

. %Thursday. D. certainly improved.  Better night.
Slight tinge of damask revisiting cheek. Resolved to
mention name of D. C. Introduced same, cautiously, in
course of airing. D. immediately overcome. ¢Oh, dear,
dear Julial Oh, I have been a naughty and undutiful child¥’
Soothed and caressed. Drew ideal picture of D. C, on verge
of tomb. D. again overcome. *Oh, what shall I do? what
shall I do? Oh, take me somewhere!’ Much alarmed.
Fainting of D., and glass of water from public-house. (Poeti-
cal affinity : chequered sign on door-post ; chequered human
life. Alas! J. M.)

“Friday. Day of incident. Man appears in kitchen with
blue bag, *for lady’s boots left out to heel’ Cook replies,
*No such orders’ Man argues point. Cook withdraws to
inquire, leaving man alone with J. On Cook’s return, man
still argues point, but ultimately goes. J. missing. D. dis-
tracted. Information sent to police. Man to be identified
by broad nose, and legs like balustrades of bridge. Search
made in every direction. No J. D. weeping bitterly, and
inconsolable. Renewed reference to young Gazelle. Ap-
propriate, but unavailing. Towards evening strange boy calis.
Brought into parlour. Broad nose, but no balustrades.
Says he wants a pound, and knows a dog. Declines to ex-
plain further, though much pressed. Pound being produced
by D., takes Cook to little house, where J. alone tied up to
leg of table. Joy of D., who dances round J. while he eats
his supper. Emboldened by this happy change, mention B.
C. upstairs.  D. weeps afresh, cries piteously, *Oh, don't,
don't, don’t! It is so wicked to think of anything but poor

pal’—cmbraces J., and sobs herself to sleep. (Must not

. C. confine himself to the broad pinions of Time? J. MJ)”

Miss Mills and her journal were my sole consolation at
this period. To see her, who had seen Dora but a little
while before—to trace the initial letter of Dora's name
through her sympathetic pages—to be made more and more
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rismable by her—were my only comforts. 1 felt as if Y had
been Iiving in 2 palace of cards, which had tumbled down,
Jearizg only Miss Mills and me among the ruins; as 1if some
Fia enchanter had drawn a magic circle round the inno
ezt goddess of my heart, which nothing indeed but those
e strong pinions, capable of carrying so many people over
s uch, would enable me to enter!

CHAPTER XXXIX,
WICKFIELD AND NEEP.

Mr2unt, beginning, 1 imagine, to be made sericusly uncom-
feruble by my prolonged dejection, made a prétence of
beizg anxious that T should go to Dover to see that all was
worlung well at the cottage, which was let; and to conclude
Aageemers — ghar et s € aat o am (F
expation. e . T B
ibzrcls.ﬂ-'-.‘-_ . i X LN
lasing Dover, whether of no to give the finithing touch ta
shat renunciation of mankind in which she had been edu-
cuted, by marying a pilot; but she decided egainst that
verture,” Not so much for the sake of principle, I believe,
2 because she happened not to hike him,

Although it roquired an effort to leave Miss Mills, I fell
rather willingly into my aunt’s pretence,as & means of en
ablng me to pass a few tranquil hours with Agnes. I con:
s2%ted the good Doctor relative to an absence of three days;
#2d the Doctor wishing me to take that relaxation—he
vished me to take more, but my energy could not bear that
=1 made up my mind to go. .

_As 1o the Commons, I had o great occasion to be par-
tohr gbout my duties in that quarter, To say the truth,
¥e were getting in no very good odour among the tiptop
Froctory, and were rapidly shiding down to but & doubtful
Posfon,  The business had been indifferent under Mg
Jerkins, before Mr, Spenlow’s time ; and althoughit had*
S<ickened by the infusion of new blood, and bg!hc A
¥Ech My. Spenlow made, still it was not establish
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sufficiently strong basis to bear, without being shaken, suc
a blow as the sudden loss of its active manager. It fell o
very much., Mr, Jorkins, notwithstanding his reputation 1
the firm, was an casy-going, incapable sort of man, whos
reputation out of doors was not calculated to back it up.
was turned over to him now; and when I saw him take hi
snuff, and let the business go, I regretted my aunt’s thousan:
pounds more than ever.

But this was not the worst of it.  There were 2 number ¢
hangers-on and outsiders about the Commons, who, withot
being proctors themselves, dabbled in common-form busines:
and got it done by real proctors, who lent their names i
consideration of a share in the spoil; and there were a goo
many of these too,  As our house now wanted business o
any terms, we joined this noble band, and threw out lures t
the hangers-on and outsiders to bring their business to u:
Marriage licences and small probates were what we all looke
for, and what paid us best; and the competition for thes
ran very high indeed.  Kidnappers and inveiglers wer
planted in all the avenues of entrance to the Commons, wit
instructions to do their utmost to cut off all persons i
mourning, and all gentlemen with anything bashful in thei
appearance, and entice them to the offices in which their r
spective employers were interested ; which instructions wer
so well observed that I myself, before' I was known by sigh
was twice hustled into the premises of our principal opponen
The conflicting interests of these touting gentlemen bein
of n nature to irritate their feclings, personal collisions too
place ; and the Commons was cven scandalized by our prir
aipal inveigler (who hnd formerly been in the wine tradl
and afterwards in the sworn brokery line) walking about fc
some days with a black eye.  Any one of thesc scouts usc
to think nothing of politely assisting an old lady in black ot
of a vehicle, killing any proctor whom she inquired for, repr
senting his employer ns the Jawful successor and represents
tive of that proctor, and bearing the old lady off (sometime
greatly affected) to his employer’s office. Many captive
were brought to me in this way. ~ As to marriage licences, th
compctition rose to such a pitch, that a shy gentleman §
want of one had nothing to do but submit himself to the firs
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fveigler, or be fought for and vecome the prey of the
srongest.  One of our clerks, who was an outsider, used, in
the height of this contest, to sit with his hat on, that he
izht be ready to rush out and swear before a surrogate
07 victim who was brought in. The system of inveigling
coztinues, I believe, to this day. The last time I was in
the Commons, a civil, able-bodied person in a white apron
pomnced out upon me from a doorway, and whicpering the
words “ marriage licence ® in my ear, was with great difheulty
prevented from taking me up in his arms and Lifting me into
& proctor’s.

oo bt (et

T e
1 wer - e FEPERP
that the tenant inherited her feud, and waged incessant war
aninst donkeys.  Having settled the httle business I had
to tnsact there, and slept there one night, I walked on to

terbury early in the morming It was now winter again,

#2d the fresh, cold, windy day, and the sweeping downland,
brizhtened up my hopes a htdle.

_Coming into Canterbury, I loitered through the old streets
with & sober pleasure that ealmed my epints end cased my
heart,  There were the old signs, the old names over the
thops, the old people serving in them. It appeared so long
since I had been a schoolboy there that I wondered the place
¥1s 30 little changed, until I reflected how bitle 1 was
changed myself,  Strange to say, that quiet influence which
was inseparable in my mind from Agnes, scemed to penade
even the city where she dwelt.  “The venerable cathedral
towers, and the old jackdaws and rooks whose airy voices
made them more retired than perfect silence would have
done; the battered gateways, once stuck full with statues,
long thromn down and erumbled away, like the reverential
Filgrims who had gazed upon them ; the still nooks, where
the ivied growth of centuncs crept over gabled ends and
fuined walls; the ancient houses, the pastoral landscape of
field, orchard, and garden; everywhere—on everything—I
fck the same serener air, the same calm, thovghtful, sofien-

g Fpirit,
Amived at Mr. Wickfield's bouse, I found, in the Lutle
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lower room on the ground floor, where Uriah Heep had been
of old accustomed to sit, Mr. Micawber plying his pen with
great assiduity. He was dressed in a legallooking suit of
black, and Joomed burly and large in that small office.

Mr. Micawber was extremely glad to see me, but a little
confused too.) He would have conducted me immediately
into the presence of Uriah, but I declined. :

“1 know the: house of old, you recollect,” said I, “and
will find 10y way upstairs. How do you like the law, Mr.
Micawber??”

“My dear Copperfield,” he replied, “to a man possessed
of the higher imaginative powers, the objection 1o legal studies
is the amount of detail which they involve. Even in our
professional correspondence,” said Mr. Micawber, glancing at
some letters he was writing, “the mind is not at liberty to
soar to any exalted form of expression. Still, it is a great
pursuit—a great pursuit }”

He then told me that he had become the tenant of Uriah
Heep's old house, and that Mrs. Micawber would be de-
lighted to receive me once more under her own roof.

“1t is humble,” said Mr, Micawber, “ to quote a favourite
cexpression of my friend Heep; but it ‘may prove the stepping:
stone to more ambitious domiciliary accommodation.”

I asked him whether he had reason, so far, to be satisfied

~with his friend Heep's treatment of him. He got up te
scertain if the door were close shut, before he replied, in 2
lower voice,~

“My dear Copperfield, a man who labours under the pres-

_ sure of pecuniary embarrassments is, with the generality of
people, at a disadvantage.  That disadvantage is not dimin-
1shed when that pressure necessitates the drawing of stipen-
diary emoluments before those emoluments are strictly due
and payable. All I can say is, that my friend Heep has
tesponded tc appeals, to which I need not more particularly
refer, in a manner calculated to redound equally to the
honour of his head and of his heart.”

" I should not have supposed him 1o be very free with his
tooney either,” I observed.

o Pardon me,” said Mr. Micawber, with an air of constraint.
“1 speak of my friend Yeep as 1 have experience.”
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- o Tees £oee et P T retumed.
( *od,” said Mr,

LR "

“ Do you sec much of Mr. \\‘ickﬁcld?" T asked, to change
the subject,

* Not much,” said Mr. Micawber stightingly.  “Mr. Wick-
field is, I dare say, a man of very excellent intentions§ but
he is—in short, he is obsolete.”

“T am afraid his partner secks to make him £0,” said 1.

%My dear Copperficld,” seturned Mr Micawber, after some
uneasy evolutions on his stool, “allow me to offer & remark t
T am here in 2 capacity of confidence. 1 am here in a posi-
tion of trust. ‘The discussion of some topics, even with Mrs.
Micasber hersell (so Jong the partner of my vanous vicissi-
tudes, and a woman of a rcmu{.i\.blc luaidity of intellect), ix,
Iamled to d ble with the functions now
devolving on me. [ would therefore take the liberty of sug.
gesting that in our friendly 1ntercourse—which I trust il
never be disturbed—we draw a ne.  On one side of this
line,” £aid Mr. Micawber, representing it on the desk with
the office ruler, “is the whole range of the human mlcllcct,
with a trfling cxccpuon on the other, ss that exception—
et g, IO geer o Y eld and Heep, with
- o - © TtustIgneno

AT [ *  in submitting this
proposmon to his coolcr Judgment &7

Though 1 saw an uneasy change in Mr. Micawber, which
sat mhu‘y an him, as if s new duncs were o misfit, l felt I
had no night to be offended. My telling him 80 appeared to
rclieve h:m. and he shook hands with me.

“1 am charmed, Coppctﬁcld." said Mr Micawber, “Jct me
assure you, with Miss Wickfield  She 15 a very superior

' {J ung l2dy, of very remarkable attractions, graces, and virtues.

pon my honour,” said Mr. Micawber, indefinutely kissing

his hand and bowing with his gcmed& air, “1 do homage
1o Misy Wickfield] Hem1”

M1 am glad of that, at least, said 1.

*1f you had not nssur:d | us, my dm.r Comcrﬁcld. on the
oceasion of that ag: of
pwn, with you, , that D. was your hvoumc lcxxcr, sud Me

S
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Micawber, “I should unquestionably have supposed that A.
had been so.” :

We have all some experience of a feeling, that comes over
us occasionally, of what we are saying and doing having been
said and done before, in a remote time—of our having been
surrounded, dim ages ago, by the same faces, objects, and
circumstances—of our knowing perfectly what will be said
next, as if we suddenly remembered it! I never had this
mysterious impression more strongly in my life than before
he uttered those words.

1 took my leave of Mr. Micawber, for the time, charging
him with my best remembrances to all at home. As I left
him, resuming his stool and his pen, and rolling his head in
his stock, to get it into easier writing order, I clearly perceived
that there was something interposed between him and me
since he had come into his new functions, which prevented
our getting at each other as we used to do, and quite altered
the character of our intercourse.

There was no one in the quaint old drawing-room, though
it presented tokens of Mrs. Heep’s whereabout. 1 looked
into the room still belonging to Agnes, and saw her sitting by
the fire, at a pretty, old-fashioned desk she had, writing.

My darkening the light made her look up. What a pleas-
ure to be the cause of that bright change in her attentive

<>, face, and the object of that sweet regard and welcome.

+ “Ah, Agnes!” said I, when we were sitting together, side
by side, “I have missed you so much lately.”

“Indeed,” she replied. “Again! And so soon??”

I shook my head.

*1 don't know how it is, Agnes; 1 seem to want some
faculty of mind that I ought to have. You were so much in
the habit of thinking for me, in the happy old days here, and
I came so naturally to you for counsel and support, that I
really think I have missed acquiring it.”

*And what is it?” said Agnes cheerfully.

*I don’t know what to call it,” I replied. I think I am
earnest and persevering ??

“I am sure of it,” said Agnes.

“And patient, Agnes?” I inquired, with a little hesitation.

“Yes,” returned Agnes, laughing.  “Pretty well.”
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“And yet,” s2id I, 41 get 50 miserable and worried, and
am s0 unsteady and frresolute in my power of assuring my-
sclf, that 1 know I must want—shall I call jt—reliance, of
some kind 2~

“Call it 30, if you will” said Agnes.

“Well,” I returned, “sce here!  You come to London:
1 rely on you, and I have an object and a course at omce. 1
am driven out of it: I come here, and in a moment I feel an
altered person.  The circumstances that distressed me are
not changed since I came tnto this room; but an influence
comes over me in that short interval that alters me, oh, how
much for the better? What is t2  What is your secret,
Agnes?”

Her head was bent down, Jooking at the fire,

“It's the old story,” said 1. “Don't laugh when I say
it was always the same in Lttle things as 1t s i greater
oncs, My old troubles were nonsense, and now they are
serious ; but whenever I have gone away from my adopted
sister—"

Agnes looked up-——with such a beavenly face l—and gave
me her hand, which I hissed.

LI S ..‘l:_..- *a R A

(21 T have always done), I have come to peace and happiness.
1 come bome, now, like a ured traveller, and find such a
blessed sense of rest 1™

I felt so deeply what I mid, it affected me so sincerely,
that my voice failed, and 1 corered my face with my hand
and brole into tears. I wnte the tnth. Whatever contra-
dictions and inconsistencies there were within me, as there
are within s0 many of us; whatever mught have been so
different, and so much better; whatever I had done, in which
I had penversely wandered away from the voice of my own
heart, I knew nothing of. 1 only knew that I was fervently
in camest, when I felt the rest and peace of having Agnes
near me.

In her pladd sisterly manner, with her beaming eyes,
with her tender voicr, and with thst sweet composure
which had long ago made the bouse that | °* ° -

f
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Micawber, I should unquestionably have supposed that A,
had been so.” o

We have all some experience of a feeling, that comes over
us occasionally, of what we are saying and doing having been
said and done before, in a remote time—of our having been
surrounded, dim ages ago, by the same faces, objects, and
circumstances—of our knowing perfectly what will be said
next, as if we suddenly remembered it! I never had this
mysterious impression more strongly in my life than before
he uttered those words. .

1 took my leave of Mr. Micawber, for the time, charging
him with my best remembrances to all at home. As I left
him, resuming his stool and his pen, and rolling his head in
his stock, to get it into easier writing order, I clearly perceived
that there was something interposed between him and me
since he had come into his new functions, which prevented
our getting at each other as we used to do, and quite altered
the character of our intercourse.

There was no one in the quaint old drawing-room, though
it presented tokens of Mrs. Heep’s whereabout. I looked
into the room still belonging to Agnes, and saw her sitting by
the fire, at a pretty, old-fashioned desk she had, writing.

My darkening the light made her look up.  What a pleas-
ure to be the cause of that bright change in her attentive
face, and the object of that sweet regard and welcome.

“Ah, Agnes !” said I, when we were sitting together, side
by side, “I have missed you so much lately.”

“Indeed,” she replied. “Again! And so soon??”

¥ shook my head. ,

“I don't know how it is, Agnes; I scem to want some
faculty of mind that I ought to have, You were so much in
the habit of thinking for me, in the happy old days here, and
I came so maturally to you for counsel and support, that I
really think I have missed acquiring it.”

“And what s it?” said Agnes cheerfully.

“I don’t know what to call it,” I replied. *I think T am
carnest and persevering 2

“1 am sure of it,” said Agnes.

*“ And patient, Agnes?” I inquired, with a little hesitation.

" Yes,” returned Agnes, laughing,  “Pretty well.”
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taks wozid be to wrmis fo those tvo bafs.  Den't you think
that any secret course i g2 cowenhy cned

*Yes; if you think s® w2id L

'lampoc-'qul.f.cdwj"d,, of goch matters,® renlied
Ao, with & modest hesintion, "!r"le::‘.xn!y foel—in
t‘-cr' I feel that yorr being secort 22d chndeime B oot
b:-_—gl‘xcyov—sdl'

*Like myself in l!‘-loo!-:'"nc;z:-mmlnr-c(mc.
Az, [amafmid oid L

*Like yoursclf, Ia the eandour of your matere” she

3 “and therefore T world write to those two Ladies. I
would relate, 23 phinly and s cpenly as postible, 2] that bag
e place; and [ would ask ther permussion 1o wisit somes
times at their bowse.  Conw’dering that you 2re young, and
siriving for & plee in Ui, Itk would be wel to say
that you wozld readly atide by any conditions they mizhe
impose wpon you I would entrear them not to dlsmuies your
request withont 2 reference to Dorz, and to discoss it with
Eer whan they shonld think the time suinble  1woeld net

100 vehement,” said Agnies pently, “or propose 100 moch,
Imdmw:yfd:‘va—xﬁmw—udwm

"Bt H they were to frighten Doma 2;2in, Agnes, by
speaking to her,” s.z.dl. “Ard if Dora were 1o oy, ad
nym‘..‘-.:ngn.be':z

that bke! I’i:V;'::ed Agnes, with the fame sweet
m‘r.dm::mm

'Godb.&br!s!znuu.?ysc:ed:nl’hd’sﬁdl.
“It be.  Orif the two Mies Spenlows (cidesty hdles
of that sont are odd chanaciers sometimes) should not be
Lxely persons ta address n thas way2®

=1 dom think, Trotwood,” retzmed Agres, raising her
so“eyuwz::x.'lmdar«_d'-t..;._ P::._x;wio;d

bz betier enly to consider whether it is right to do this;

and, if it i, to do 2"

Ibdmltz::’- do=tr on the sbiec With a
T5ieond heare, lhcr—-h r.ha;:—c'ocadscﬂcofl_.crq: ty
r:.;cv'.:nc: el ryu_k,ldﬂ-m:d the tbc"-a..".:—no:x to the
eozmpenit
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sacred place to me, she soon won me from this weakness, -
and led me on to tell'all that had happened since our last
meeting, R

“ And there is not another word to tell, Agnes,” said I,
when I had made an end of my confidence. “Now, my re-
liance is on you.”

«But it must not be on me, Trotwood,” returned Agnes,
with a pleasant smile, *It must be on some one else.”

“On Dora?” said L

« Assuredly.”

“Why, I have not mentioned, Agnes,” said 1, a little em-
barrassed, “that Dora is rather difficult to—I would not, for
the world say, to rely upon, because she is the soul of purity
and truth—but rather difficult to—1I hardly know how to ex-
press it, really, Agnes. She is a timid little thing, and easily
disturbed and frightened. Some time ago, before her father’s
death, when I thought it right to mention to her—but Tl
tell you, if you will bear with me, how it was.”

Accordingly, I told Agnes about my declaration of poverty,
about the Cookery Book, the housekeeping accounts, and all
the rest of it,

#Oh, Trotwood 17 she remonstrated, with a smile, * Just
your old headlong way! You might have been in earnest in
striving to get on in the world, without being so very sudden

. with a timid, loving, inexperienced girl. Poor Dora!”

Ft

I never heard such sweet forbearing kindness expressed in
a voice, as she expressed in making this reply. It was as if
I had seen her admiringly and tenderly embracing Dora, and
tacitly reproving me, by her considerate protection, for my
hot haste in fluttering that little heart. It was as if I had
seen Dora, in all her fascinating artlessness, caressing Agnes,
and thanking her, and coaxingly appealing against- me, and
‘loving me with all her childish innocence.

I felt so grateful to Agnes, and admired her so! I saw
those two together, in a bright perspective, such well-asso-
ciated friends, each adoming the other so much

“What ought I to do then, Agnes?” I inquired, after
iooé:m;g”nt the fire a little while. “What would it be right
o do

“I think,” said Agnes, “that the honourable course te
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ngu;h more, I think. How do you think my Ury looking,
5r2”

1 thought him Jooking £ villanots 25 ever, end T replied
that I saw no change in him.

*~Oh, don't you think be's changed?™ said Mrs. Heep.
®There 1 must umbly beg leave 10 differ from you Dont

see o thinness in him?®

*“Not more than usual,” T rtg}icd.

“ Dor’t you though?” said M Heep.  *But you dont
take notice of lim with 2 mother’s eye 1”

His mother's eye was an evil ey to the rest of the world,
T thought 2s it met mine, howsoever affectionate to him ; and
I Uelleve she and her son were devoted to one another, It
pasted me, and went on to Agnes.

“Don't yeu sec a wasting and a weanng in him, Mics Wick-
field?* inquired Mre, Heep.

“No,” 2id Agnes, quictly pursuing the work on which
the was enzaged. * You arc too solicitous about hum.  He
is very well™

ey Hare ol - ——n?alnse !‘-.R. ot b fols

23 an hourglats might have poured out its eands.  She sat
on one side of the firc, I sat at the desk in front of it; a
11le beyond me, on the other nide, sat Apnes. Whensoever,
slowly pondering over my letter, 1 Lfted up my cycs, and
meeting the thoughtful face of Agnes, raw it clear, and beam
encoursgement upon me, with its own angelic expression, I
w23 conscious presently of the evil cye passing me, and going
on to her, and coming back to me agan, and droppirg fur
tively upon the Lnitting.  What the Lnitting was I den't
know, not being leamed in that as, but it looked like 2
ret, and ey she worked 2way with those Chinese chopsticks
af knitting-needles, she showed in the firelight Lke an ill-
lookingy enchantress, batked as yct by the radiant goodness
opposite, but petting ready for a cast of her net b;;-;gg by.__\
At dinner ehe maintained her watch, with ¢ -~
winking eyes.  Afer dinner, her son took K7
when Me, Wickfield, himself end I were 11t 2!
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1 found Uriah in possession of a new, plaster-smelling
office, built out in the garden, looking extraordinarily mean,
in the midst of a quantity of books and papers. He received
me in his usnal fawning way, and pretended not to have heard
of my arrival from Mr. Micawber—a pretence 1 took the
Jiberty of disbelieving. He accompanied me into Mr. Wick-
field’s room, which was the shadow of its former self—having
been divested of a variety of conveniences, for the accommoda-

“tion of the new partner—and stood before the fire, warming
iis back, and shaving his chin with his bony hand, while
VIr. Wickfield and I exchanged greetings. o

“You stay with us, Trotwood, while you remain in Canter-
sury ?” said Mr. Wickfield, not without a glance at Uriah
or his approval.

" «Is there room for me?” said 1

“T am sure, Master Copperfield—1I should say Mister, but
he other comes so natural,” said Uriah—*1 would turm out
»f your old room with pleasure, if it would be agreeable.”

#No, no,” said Mr. Wickfield. *Why should yor be in-
zonvenienced? ‘There's another room; there’s another
room.”

“«QOh, but you know,” returned Uriah, with » grin, “I
shonld really be delighted }”

To cut the matter short, I said I would have the other
room, or none at all ; so it was settled that I shounld have the
other room, and taking my leave of the firm until dinner, I
went upstairs again,

I had hoped to have no other companion than Agnes.
But Mrs. Heep had asked permission to bring herself and .
her knitting near the fire, in that room; on pretence of its
having an aspect more favourable for her theumatics, as the
wind then was, than the drawingroom or dining-parlour.
Though I could almost have consigned her to the mercies of
the wind on the topmost pinnacle of the cathedral, without
remorse, I made a virtue of necessity, and gave her a friendly
salutation,

“I'm umbly thankful to you, sir,” said Mrs. Heep, in
acknowledgment of my inquiries concerning her health,
“but I'm only pretty well. I haven't much to boast of. If
I could see my Uriah well settled in life. 1 couldn’ expect
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tauch more, [ think. How do you think my Ury looking,
s
1 thought him looking a3 villanons ny ever, and T replied
that I saw no change in him,

= Oh, don't you think he's changed?” said Mrs. Heep.
*There T must umbly beg leave to differ from you  Don't
you gee a thinness in him ¢ *

# Not more than usual,” I repiied.

“ Dot you though?” said Mrs, Heep,  *But you dont
take notice cf him with & mother's cye {”

1is mother’s e3¢ was an el eye to the rest of the world,
1 thought s it met mine, howsoever affectionate to him; and
1 belleve she and her gon were devoted to one another, It
passed e, end went on to Agnea.

“Don't yeu see & wasting and a wearing In him, Mics Wick-
Gie! 42" inquired Mrs, Heep.

“No,” said Agnes, quictly pursuing the work on which
the was ensaged. * You are too solicitous about im,  He
fs very wedL™

Mrs, Heep, with a prodigious sniff, resumed her knitting.

She never leR off,or Jeft us fora moment. I had arnved early

in the day, and we had still three ot four hours before dinner;
but she sat there, plying her knitting naedles as monotonously
21 a0 hourglass might have poured out its sands. She sat
cn one slde of the fire; I sat at the desk in front of it; 2
11tle beyond me, on the other side, sat Agnes.  Whensoever,
dlowly pondering over my letter, 1 hited tp my cyes, and
mecting the thoughtful face of Apnes, gaw it clear, and beam
encouragement upon me, with its ovn angelic expression, I
wa3 conscious presently of the evil eye passing me, and going
€10 her, and coming back to me again, and dropping fur-
tively upon the knitung.  What the knitting was I dontt
know, not being leamned in that am, but jt looked e a
net, and ey she worked away with those Chinese chopsticks
o knitting needles, she showed in the firehight Like an ill
Iooking enchantress, balked as yet by the radiant goodness
oppasiie, but petting ready for a ‘east of her net by-and.by.

At dinner the maintained her watch, with the same tn-

winking eyer  After dinner, ber son took his tum, and
when Mr, WickSield, himsolf, #nd T were 1ot alone tocether,
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leered at me, and writhed until I could hardly bearit. In
the drawing-room, there was the mother knitting and watch-
ing again. All the time that Agnes sang and played, the
mother sat at the piano. Once she asked for a particular
ballad, which she said her Ury (who was yawning m a
great chair) doted on; and at intervals she looked round at
him, and reported to Agnes that he was in raptures with the
music. But she hardly ever spoke—I question if she ever
did—without making some mention of him. It was evident
to me that this was the duty assigned to her.

This lasted until bedtime. To have seen the mother and -
son, like two great bats hanging over the whole house, and
darkening it with their ugly forms, made me so uncomfort.
able, that I would rather have remained downstairs, knitting
and all, than gone to bed. I hardly got any sleep. Next
day the knitting and watching began again, and lasted all
day.

I had not an opportunity of speaking to Agnes for ten
minutes. I could barely show her my letter. I proposed
to her to walk out with me; but Mrs. Heep repeatedly com-
plaining that she was worse, Agnes charitably remained
within, to bear her company. Towards the twilight I went
out by myself, musing on what I ought to do, and whether
I was justified in withholding from Agnes any longer what
JUriah Heep had told me in London, for that began to trou-
- ¢ me again very much,

1 had not walked out far enough to be quite clear of the
town, upon the Ramsgate Road, where there was a good
path, when I was hailed through the dust by somebody
behind me. The shambling figure, and the scanty great-

coat, were not to be mistaken. 1 stopped, and Uriah Heep
came up.

“Well?” said 1.

“How fast you walkl” said he. “My legs are pretty
long, but you've given 'em quite a job.”

“ Where are you going?* said I.

“I am coming with you, Master Copperfield, if you'll
allow me the pleasure of a walk with an old acquaintance.”
Saying this, with a jerk of his body, which might have been
either propitiatory or derisive, he fell into step heside me.
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*Urah1® said T, as civlly as 1 could, after a wilence,

“Master Copperfield 1 s2id Uriah,

¥To tell your the trerh (a2 which you will not be ofend
I e et to walk 2lone, becamse T have had so m
eoopany” .

He Jocked 22 me sideways, and mid with his hardest
9, “You mean mother”

“Why, yes, 140" sd L

“Aht gf‘yw know we're
“And having such a knowledze of ourown we
mest really take care that we're not pushed to the wall by
them as it umble. Al stratazems are fair in love, sin®

Rahing his great hands untl they touched his chin, he
robbed them sofily, and sofdy chuckled, Jooking as like 2
mli‘-vo!m: taboen, 1 thought, as anything human could

“You see” he mid, il hegsing himself in that un.
plernt way, and.shaking his head at me, “you're quite
x dxl.-.;m.:s rival, Master Copperfield  You always was,
y01 know.”

“To you set 2 watch upon Miss Wickfield, and make her
kome no home, because of me?” said 1L

“0%1 Master Copperfieldl  Those are very arsh words,”
he replied.

*Put my meaning into any words yon like” said L
*You know what iz is, Urixh, as well as I do.”

“Qh, nol  You must put it into words,” he said.  “Oh,
reallyl 1 couldn't mysclf”

*“ Do you suppose,” said 1, constraining myself to be very
temperate and quiet with him, on account of Agnes, “that [
reand Miey Wickfield otherwise than as a very dear sister?”

“Well, Master perfield,” he rephed, “you perceive I
am not bound to answer that question.  You may not, you
know,  Dut then, you see, you may

,Anpthing to equal the low cunning of his sisage, and of
::' shadowless eyes without the ghost of an eyclash, T never

Gd'd(]_om_% then!™ sid I “For the sate of Miss Wicke

"My Agoes!® be excdiimed, with 2 sickly, ngulsr con

£0 very umble,” hf retumned.
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tortion of himself, “Would you be so good as call her
Agnes, Master Copperfield2” .

“ For the sake of Agnes Wickfield—Heaven bless her 1 "—

“Thank you for that blessing, Master Copperfield}” he
interposed. .

“_J will tell you what I should, under any other circum-
stances, as soon have thought of telling to—Jack Ketch.”

“To who, sir?” said Uriab, stretching out his neck, and
shading his ear with his hand. ]

“To the hangman,” 1 returned. *“The most unlikely
person I could think of,”—though his own face had sug-
gested the allusion quite as a natural sequence, “I am
engaged to another young lady. I hope that contents you.”

“Upon your soul?” said Uriah, .

1 was about indignantly to give my assertion the confirma-
tion he required, when he caught hold of my hand and gave
it a squeeze.

“Oh, Master Copperfield,” he said, “if you had only
had the condescension to return my confidence when I
poured out the fullness of my art, the night I put you so
much out of the way by sleeping before your sitting-room
fire, I never should have doubted you. As it is, I'm sure
T'll take off mother directly, and only too appy. I know
you'll excuse the precautions of affection, won't you? What

“.. @ pity, Master Copperfield, that you didn’t condescend to
~*7-return my confidence! I'm sure I gave you every oppor

- ke et oty A T A e T e e Y h R

" aity.  But you never have condescended to me, as much
as I could have wished. I know you have never liked mo
as I have liked you!”

All this time he was squeczing my hand with his damp
fishy fingers, while I made every effort I decently could to
get it away. But I was quite unsuccesstul. He drew it
under the sleeve of his mulberry-coloured greatcoat, and
}I‘-walked on, almost upon compulsion, arm in arm with

im.

*“Shall we turn?” said Uriab, by-and-by wheeling me face
about towards the town, on which the early moon was now
shining, silvering the distant windows.

“Before we leave the subject, you ought to understand,”
said 1, breaking n pretty long silence, "that I believe

\
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Agnes Wickfield to be as far above yo, and as far removed
from all your aspirations, as that moon herself1”

“Peaceful ! ain't she?” said Uriah, “Very! Now con-
fess, Master Copperfield, that you haven't liked me quite as
I bave liked you. All along you've thought me too umble
now, I shouldn’t wonder?” }

“T am not fond of professions of humility,” I returned,
“or professions of anything else.”

“There now!” said Uriah, looking flabby and lead-
coloured in the moonlight. “Didn't I know it] But how
litle you think of the rightful umbleness of a person in
my station, Master Copperfield! Father and me was both

10 be um'ble 10 this persun, and umole W thdl; ang w pun
off our caps here, and to make bows there; and atways to
know our place, end abase ourselves before our betters.
And we had such a lot of betters! Father gat the monitor-
medal by being umble. So did I Father got made a
sexton by being umble. He had the character, among the
gentlefolks, of being such a well-behaved man, that they
were determined to bring him in. *Be umble, Unah,’ says
father to me, “and youll get on. It was what was always
being dinned into you and me at school ; it's what goes down
best.  Be umble,’ says father, *and youl do1” And really
it ain’t done bad 1*

It was the first time it had ever occurred to me that this
detestable cant of false humility might have originated out of
the Heep family. I had seen the harvest, but had never
thought of the seed. s

“When I was quite a young boy,” said Uriah, “I got to
know what umbleness did, and I took to jt, T ate umble
pie with an appetite. I stopped at the umble point of m
leaming, and says 1, *Hold hard!® When you offer
teach me Latin, I knew better, 'I’eoPIe like to be 2 |
you,” says father ; ‘keep yourself down.” Iam very umb
the present moment, Master Copperfield, but I've
vower| .
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And he said all this—I knew, as I saw his face in the
noonlight—that I might understand he was resolved to re:
~ompense himself by using his power, I had never doubted
his meanness, his craft, and malice ; but I fully comprehended
now, for the first time, what a base, unrelent’ing, and revenge-
ful spirit must have been engendered by this early, and this
long, suppression. .

His account of himself was so far attended with an agree-
able result, that it led to his withdrawing his hand in order
that he might have another hug of himself under the chin.
Once apart from him, I was determined to keep apart; and
we walked back, side by side, saying very little more by the
way,

{Vhether his spirits were elevated by the communication 1
had made to him, or by his having indulged in this retro-
spect, I don’t know; but they were maised by some influence.
He talked more at dinner than was usual with him; asked
his mother (off duty from the moment of our re-entering the
house) whether he was not growing too old for a bachelor;
and once looked at Agnes so, that I would have given all I
had for leave to knock him down,

When we three males were left alone after dinner, he got
into & more adventurous state. He had taken little or no
wine; and I presume it was the mere insolence of triumph
.that was upon him, flushed perhaps by the temptation my

resence furnished to its exhibition.

I had observed yesterday that he tried to cntice Mr.
Wickficld to drink ; and interpreting the look which Agnes
had given me as she went out, had limited myself to one
glass, and then proposed that we should follow her. I would
have done so again to-day, but Uriah was too quick for me.

“We seldom see our present visitor, sir,” he said, address-
ing Mr, Wickfield, sitting, such a contrast to him, at the end
of the table, “and I should propose to give him welcome
in another glass or two of wine, if you have no objections.—
Master Copperfield, your elth and appiness1”

1 was obliged to make a show of taking the hand he
stretched across to me; and then, with very different emo-
tions, T taok the hand of the broken gentleman, his partner.

“Come, fellow-partner,” said Urish, “if I may take the
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liberty —now, suppose you_ give us something or another
appropriate to Copperfield 1*

1 pass over Mr. Wickfield's proposing my eunt, his
proposing Mr, Du:k. his proposing Doctors’ Commons, his
proposing Uriah, his drinking everything twice; his con-
tciousness of his own weakness, the ineffectual effort that
he made against it; the struggle between his shame in
Uriah's deportment, and his desire to conciliate him; the
manifest exultation with which Urish twisted and tumed
and held him up before me. It made me sick at heart to
see, and my hand recoils from writing it.

“Come, fellow-partner 1* said Uriah at last, “ 71 give you
another one, and I umbly ask for bumpers, seeing I intend
to make it the divinest of her sex.*

Her father had his empty glass in his hand. 1 saw him
set it down, look at the picture she was so like, put his hand
to his forehead, and shrink back in his elbow-chair.

“T’'m an umble individual to give you her elth,” proceeded
Uriah, *but I admire—adore her.®

No physical pain that her father’s grey head could have
bome, I think, could have been more terrible to me than
the mental endurance I saw compressed now within both his

hands.
"Agnes." md Unah, m:hst nct reg.u'dmg him, or not

* 15, % Agnes Wickfield
N e L « " a:c May I speak
L L T e is a proud distine-
tion, but to be her usband—-*
Sl . 2as that with

[} . - . o .
of & deadly
colour. “You are not gone mad, aﬁer all Mr. Wickfield, T
hvpe? If Isay Pve an ambitio make your Agnes my
. e - - man, I bave

= * ploring him by
tVeer.hmg that 1 cauld thmk of, oftenest of all byhns Tove
for Agnes, to calm himself & Ettle. He\vasmadfor"
moment-tmnng out his halr, beating his hep o=
force me from him. and fo force himself f
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answering a word, not looking at or seeing any one—blindly
striving for he knew not what, his face all staring and dis
torted—a frightful spectacle. . .

I conjured him incoherently, but in the most impassioned
manner, not to abandon himself to this wildness, but to hear
me. I besought him to think of Agnes, to connect me with
Agnes, to recollect how Agnes and I had grown up together,
how I honoured her and loved her, how she was his pride
and joy! 1 tried to bring her idea before him in any form;
I even reproached him with not having firmness to spare her
the knowledge of such a scene as this. I may have effected
something, or his wildness may have spent itself; but by de-
grees he struggled less, and began to look at me—strangely
at first, then with recognition in his eyes. At length he said,
“Y know, Trotwood! My darling child and you—I know!
But look at him I”

He pointed to Uriah, pale and glowering in a corner,
evidently very much out in his caleulations, and taken by
surprise.

“Look at my torturer,” he replicd. “Before him I have
step by step abandoned name and reputation, peace and
quiet, house and home.”

“Y have kept your name and reputation for you, and your
peace and quiet, and your house and home too,” said Uriah,

~with a sulky, hurried, defeated air of compromise. “ Don't

" s foolish, Mr. Wickfield. If I have gone a little beyond
wuat you were prepared for, I can go back, I suppose?
There’s no harm done.”

“I looked for single motives in every one,” said Mr.
Wickfield, “and T was satisfied I had bound him to me by
hmogw!c,s of interest. But see what he is—oh, see what

eis!”

“You had better stop him, Copperfield, if you can,” cried
Uriah, with his long forefinger pointing towards me.  * He'll
say something presently—mind you I—he'll be sorry to have
said afterwards, and you'll be sorry to have heard 1”

_“Tll say anything 1” cried Mr. Wickfield, with a desperate
air.  “Why should I not be in all the world’s power if I am
in yours?”

Mind, I tell you!” said Uriah, continuing to warn me.
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“If you don't stop his mouth, youre not his friend I—Why
shouldnt you be in all the world’s power, Mr. Wickfield?
Because you have got 2 danghter.  You and me know what
we know, don't we? Let sleeping dogs Lie—who wants to
ruse’em? Idon’t. Can't yousee I am asumbleasIcan
be? I tell you, if I've gone too far, Pm somry, What would
you have, 5ir?”

“0 Trotwood, Trotwood!” exclaimed Mr. Wickfield,
wringing his hands, “what I bave come down to be since T
first saw you in this house! I was on my downward way
then; but the dreary, dreary road I have traversed since!
Weak indulgence has rumed me. Indulgence in remem-
brance, and indulgence in forgetfulness. My natural grief
for my child’s mother fumed to disease ; my natural love for
my child turned to disease. I have infected everything I
touched. I have brought misery on what I dearly love, T
know—jyox know! I thought it possible that I could truly
love one creature in the world, and not love the rest; I
thought it possible that I could truly mourn for one crea-
ture gone out of the world, and not have some part in the
grief of all who moumed. Thus the lessons of my life
have been perverted. I have preyed on my own morbid,
coward heart, and it has preyed on me. Sordid in my grief,
sordid in my love, sordid in my miserable escape from the
darker side of both, oh, see the rtin I am, and hate me, shun
nel”

He dro into a chair, and weakly sobbed. The ex-
citement into which he had been roused was leaving him.
Urizh came out of his comer.

“I don't know all T have done in my fatuity,” said Mr.
Wickfield, putting out his hands as if to deprecate my con-
demnation. *He knows best”~—meaning Uriah Heep—*‘for
be has elways been at my elbow, whispering me. You see
the millstone that he is about my n You find him in
my house, you find him in my business. Yot heard him
but a Jittle time ago.  What need have I tosay more‘? -

awwe e TG . S e? i
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T,

-~ “Dearest Agnes,” I returned, “I see you ask me not to

said too much, or more than I meant, what-of it? I haven't
stood by it1” L. .

The door opened, and Agnes, gliding in, without a vestige
of colour in her face, put her arm round his neck, and
steadily said, “Papa, you are not well. Come with mel”
He laid his head upon her shoulder, as if he were oppressed
with heavy shame, and went out with her. Her eyes met
mine for but an instant, yet I saw how much she knew of
what had passed.

“T didn't expect he’d cut up so rough, Master Copper-
field,” said Uriah. “But it’s nothing. T'll be friends with
him to-morrow. Its for his good. I’m umbly anxious for
his good.”

I gave him no answer, and went upstairs inta the quiet
room where Agnes had so often sat beside me at my bocks.
Nobody came near me until late at night. T took up a book
and tried to read. I heard the clock strike twelve, and was
stil reading, without knowing what I read, when Agnes
touched me.

“You will be going early in the morming, Trotwood! Let
us say good-bye now.”

She had been weeping, but her face then was so calm and
beautiful{

“ Heaven bless you ! ” she said, giving me her hand.

of to-night, but is there nothing to be done?”

“There is God to trust in1” she replied.

“Can [ do nothing—/, who come to you with my poor
sorrows ?

“And make mine so much lighter,” she replied. * Dear
Trotwood, nol”

“Dear Agnes,” 1 said, “it is presumptuous for me, who
am 5o poor in all in which you are so rich—goodness, resolu-
tion, all noble qualities—to doubt or direct you; but you
know how much I love you, and how much I owe you.
You will never sacrifice yourself to a mistaken sense of duty,
Agnesg”

More agitated for a moment than T had ever seen her, she
took her hand from me, and moved a step back.

“Say you have no such thought, dear Agnes!—much
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more than sister! Think of the priceless gift of such a he:
as yours, of such a love as yours|”

Oh, long, long afterwards I saw that face tise up befc

‘ me, with its momentary look, not wondering, not aceusir
‘not regretting! Oh, long, long afterwards I saw that lo
subside, as it did now, into the Jovely smile with which s

told me she had no fear for herself-—T need have none |

her—and parted from me by the name of Brother, and w

ol .

unaus nead,

“Copperfield,” said he, in & croaking whisper, as he hu
by the iron on the roof, “I thought yow'd be glad to he:
before you went off, that there are no squares broke betwer
us. T've been into his room already, and we've made it :
smooth, Why, though I'm umble, 'm useful to him, y
know; and he understands his interest when he isn't
liquor. What an agreeable man he is after all, Master Co
perfield1”

1 obliged myself to say that I was glad he had made !

ogy.

I“?‘C)gl-z', to be sure$® said Urizh, *When a person’s umb!
you knosw, what's an apology? Soeasy! Isay! Isupposc
with a jerk, “you have sometimes plucked a pear before
was 1ipe, Master Copperfield?”

I suppose I have,” I replied.

t 7 did that last night,” said Uriah; “but it1l ripen ye
1t only wants attending to. I can wait!”

Profuse in his farewells, he got down again as the coac
man got up.  For anything I know, he was eating somethi:
10 keep the raw morning air out; but he made motions wi
his mouth as if the pear were ripe already, and he were stac
ing his lips over it
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CHAPTER XL.
THE \WANDERLR.

WEe had a very serious conversation in Buckingham Street
that night, about the domestic occurrences I have detailed
in the last chapter, My aunt was deeply interested in them,
and walked up and down the room with her arms folded
for more than two hours afterwards. Whenever she was par-
ticularly discomposed, she always performed one of these
pedestrian feats, and the amount of het discomposure might
always be estimated by the duration of her walk. On this
occasion she was so much disturbed in mind as to find it
necessary to open the bedroom door, and make a course for
herself, comprising the full extent of the bedrooms from wall
to wall; and while Mr. Dick and I sat quietly by the fire
she kept passing in and out, along this measured track, at ar
unchanging pace, with the regularity of a clock pendulum.

: When my ar ~d X were left to ourselves by Mr, Dick’

" goingoutto! . - down to write my letter to the two ol
.+ ladies, Byt - was tired of walking, and sat by tt
o fire, withher - - ~susual. Butinstead of sittir
her usunt . ov glass upon her knee, sl

Aitte -+ chimney-piece, and re:

her left - - ool and her ¢t on kb
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this state of expectation, and had been for nearly a week,
when I left the Doctor’s one snowy night to walk home,

It had been a bitter day, and a cutting north-east wind had
blown for some time. The wind had gone down with the
light, and so the snow had come on. It was a heavy, settled
fall, T recollect, in great flakes, and it Jay thick. The noise
of wheels and tread of people were as hushed as if the
streets had been strewn that depth with feathers,

My shortest way home—and I naturally took the shortest
way on such a night—was through St. Martin’s Lane, Now,
the church which gives its name to the lane stood in a
less free situation at that time, there being no open space
before it, and the lane winding down to the Strand. As I
passed the steps of the portico, I encountered, at the corner,
a woman’s face. It locked in mine, passed across the narrow
lane, and disappeared. I knew it. I had seen it some-
where, but I could not remember where. I had some asso-
ciation with it, that struck upon my heart directly; but I
was thinking of anything else when it came upon me, and
was confused.

On the steps of the church there was the stooping figure
of a man, who had put down some burden on the smooth
snow to adjust it. DMy sceing the face, and my secing
him, were simultaneous. I don’t think I had stopped in
my surprise ; but, in any case, as I went on, he rose, tumned,

, and came down towards me. I stood face to face with
Mr. Peggotty !

Then I remembered the woman. It was Martha, to whom
Emily had given the money that night in the kitchen—Mar-
tha Endell, side by side with whom he would not have seen
his dear niece, Ham had told me, for all the treasures wrecked
in the sea.

We shook hands heartily. At first neither of us could

®

PO o

a word. L. . ; )
Mas't Davy,” he said, gripping me hg}:t, “it do my’art
s S g

¢ir, to-night,” he said, *but knowing as your aunt was
ﬂéﬂg wi’ you—Tfor I've been down yonder—Yarmouth
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I was afeerd it was too late. I should have come early in
the morning, sir, afore going away.”

“Again?” said I . . . ,

“Yes, sir,” he replied, patiently shaking his head, “I'm
away to-morrow.” .

®YWhere were you going now?” I asked. . .

#1Vell,” he replied, shaking the snow out of his long hair,
7 was a-going to turn in somewheers.”

In those days there was a side entrance to the stable-yard
of the Golden Cross, the inn so memorable to me in con-
nection with his misfortune, nearly opposite to where we
stood. I pointed out the gateway, put my arm through his,
and we went across. 'Two or three public rooms opened out
of the stable-yard ; and looking into one of them, and finding
it empty, and a good fire burning, I took him in there.

When I saw him in the light, I observed, not only that his
hair was long and ragged, but that his face was burnt dark
by the sun. He was greyer, the lines in his face and fore-
head were decper, and he had every appearance of having
toiled and wandered through all varieties of weather ; but he
looked very strong, and like & man upheld by steadfastness
of purpose, whom nothing could tire out. He shook the
snow from his hat and clothes, and brushed it away from his

.~ face, while I was inwardly making these remarks. As he sat

own opposite to me ata table, with his back to the door by
vhich we had entered, he put out his rough hand again and
grasped mine warmly.

“Ill tell you, Mas’r Davy,” he said, “wheer all T've been,
and what all we've heerd., I've been fur, and we've heerd
little; but I'l tell youl”

I rang the bell for something hot to drink. He would
have nothing stronger than ale; and while it was being
brought, and being warmed at the fire, he sat thinking.
There was a fine massive gravity in his face I did not
venture to disturb,

** When she was a child,” he said, lifting up his head soon
after we were left alone, *she used to talk to me a deal about
the sea, and about them coasts where the sea got to be dark
blue, and to lay a-shining and ashining in the sun. I thowt,
oda times, as her father being drownded made her think on
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it so much. 1 doen’t know, you see, but maybe she believed
—or hoped—he had drifted out to them parts, where the
- Bt bl o Ead

eplied.
b ) * § knowd in

. . [ ' oo I know'd
in my mind as be’d have told her wonders of %em, and how
she was to be a lady theer, and how he got her listen to him
fust along o sech ke, When we see his mother, I know'd
quite well as I was right. I went across-channel to France,
and landed theer, as 1f I'd fell down from the sky.”

I saw the door move, and the snow drift in. I saw **
move a little more, and a hand softly interpose to keep
open.

“1 found out an Englsh gen'leman as was in authorit,
said Mr, Peggotty, “and told him I was a-going to seek 1
niece, e got me them papers as I wanted fur to carry 1
through—I doen't rightly know how they’re called—and
would have give me money, but that I was thankful to ha
no need on, [ thank him kind for 2all he done, I'm sur
*P've wrote afore you,' he says to me, *and I shall speak
many as will come that way, and many will know you, |
distant from here, when you're a-travelling alone.’ I tc
him, best as I was able, what my gratitoode was, and we¢
away through France.,”

“Alone, and on foot?» said L.

“Mostly a-foot,” he rejoined ; “sometimes in carts alo
with people going to market, sometimes in empty coach
Many mile a day a-foot, and often with some poor soldier
o, w5 PR et A N

. .
1 was on ‘my w'ny to seck my niece, and they told me wh
manner of gentlefotks was in the house, and I waited to s
any as seemed like her, going in or out When it wa
Enly, I went on agen. By nittle and lutle, when
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T was afeerd it was too Jate. I should have come early ir
the morning, sir, afore going away.”

“ Again?” said L . .

“Ves, sir,” he replied, patiently shaking his head, “T'n
away to-morrow.”

“YWhere were you going now ?” I asked. .

«1Vell,” he replied, shaking the snow out of his long hair
«T was a-going to turn in somewheers.” .

In those days there was a side entrance to the stable-yar
of the Golden Cross, the inn so memorable to me in con
nection with his misfortune, nearly opposite to where we
stood. I pointed out the gateway, put my arm through his
and we went across. ‘Two or three public rooms opened ou
of the stable-yard ; and looking into one of them, and findin
it empty, and a good fire burning, I took him in there,

When I saw him in the light, I observed, not only that hi
hair was long and ragged, but that his face was bumnt darl
by the sun. He was greyer, the lines in his face and fore
head were deeper, and he had every appearance of havin
toiled and wandered through all varieties of weather ; but he
looked very strong, and like a man upheld by steadfastnes:
of purpose, whom nothing could tire out. He shook the
snow from his hat and clothes, and brushed it away from hi:

.face, while 1 was inwardly making these remarks, As he sa

lown opposite to me at a table, with his back to the door by
which we had entered, he put out his rough hand again anc
grasped mine warmly,

Tl tell you, Mas'r Davy,” he said, “wheer all T’ve been
and what all we've heerd,” I've been fur, and we've heer
little; but Tl tell you!”?

I rang the bell for something hot to drink. He woulc
have nothing stronger than ale; and while it was being
brought, and being warmed at the fire, he sat thinking
There was a fine massive gravity in his face I did no
venture to disturb,

* When she was a chilg,” he said, lifting up his head soor
after we were left alone, “she used to talk to me a deal abou
the se, and about them coasts where the sea got to be darl
blug, and to lay a-shining and a-shining in the sun. 1 thowt
odd times, as her father being drownded made her think o
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drooped at the door, and the hands begged me—prayed me
—rot to cast it forth.

“I never doubted ber,” said Mr. Peggotty. “Nolnota
bit] On'ylet her sce xnyfzce—ony let her hear my voice—~—
ony let my stanning still afore her bring to her thovzhts the
bome she had fed awzy from, and the ‘child sh he had been—
and if she had growed t0 be a royal lady, she'd kave fell down
at my feet] I knowd it welll Many 2 time in my sleep
b2d 1 heerd her cry ont, ¢ Uncle 1" 2nd seen her 21 like death
afore me. Many a time in my sleep had I raised her up, 2nd
whispered to her, * Em'ly, my dear, I am come for to bring
forgiveness, and to tzke you home ' ”

He stopped and shook his head, and went on with a sigh.

“Ke was nowt to me now. Emly wasall I boughta
country dress to put upon herj and I knowd that, once
found, she would walk beside me over them stony roads, go
where I would, and never, never leave me more. To put
that dress upon ber, and to cast off what she wore—to tzke
her on my arm again, and wander towards home—to stop
sometimes upon the road, and heal her briused feet and her

worse-bruised heart—was all that I thost of now. T doen't
beh:ve 1 should have done so much as look at him. But,

Mg’ Davy, it wamn't to be—not yet! I was too late, and

. they was gone. Wheer, I couldn’t leam, Some said here,
sazze said theer, T travelled bere, and I u:avclledtheer but
A

T ormd oo TP X { 4l

I come mgb and looked in through the g!as. I see
thefzxthful creetur Missis Gummidge sittin’ by the fire, as we
had fixed upon, zlone. I called out, ‘ Doen’t beafeerd! It's
DanT!* and I went in. I neser could have thowt the old
beat would have been so strange "

From some pocket in his breast he took ont, with a very
careful hand, a small paper bundle centaining two or three
Ietters or little packets, which be laid upon the table,

“This fust one come,” ke s2id, selecting it from the rest,
“afore T had been gone 2 wesk—a fifty pound bank-note,
muheetcflnpcf.dmed to me, and put cndemneath the
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a new village or that, among the poor people, I found they
know'd about me. They would set me down at their cottage
doors, and give me what-not fur to eat and drink, and show
me where to sleep; and many a woman, Mas’r Davy, as has
had a daughter of about Em'ly’s age, I've found a-waiting
for me, at Our Saviour’s Cross outside the village, fur to
do me sim’lar kindnesses. Some has had daughters as was
dead. And God only knows how good them mothers was
to mel”

It was Martha at the door, I saw her haggard, listening
face distinctly. My dread was lest he should turn his head
and see her too.

“They would often put their children, particlar their little
gitls,” said Mr. Peggotty, “upon my knee ; and many a time
you might have seen me sitting at their doors, when night
was coming on, a'most as if they’d been my Darling’s chil-.
dren, Oh, my Darling {”

Overpowered by sudden grief, he sobbed aloud. T laid
my trembling hand upon the hand he put before his face.
“Thankee, sir,” he said; “doen’t take no notice.”

In a very little while he took his hand away and put it on
his breast, and went on with his story.

*“They often walked with me,” he said, “in the morning,
maybe a mile or two upon my road; and when we parted,
and I said, ‘I’'m very thankful to you! God bless you !’ they
always seemed to understand, and answered pleasant, At
last I come to the sea. It wam't hard, you may suppose, for
a seafaring man like me to work his way over to Italy. When
T got theer, I wandered on as I had done afore. The people
was just as good to me, and I should have gone from town to
town, maybe the country through, but that I got news of her
being scen among them Swiss mountains yonder. One as
know’d his sarvant see 'em there, all three, and told me how
they travelled, and where they was. I made for them moun-
tains, Mas’r Davy, day and night. Ever so fur as I went,
cver so fur the mountains seemed to shift away from me.
But I come up with ’em, and I crossed ’em. When I got
nigh the place as T had been told of, T began to think within
my own self, *What shall I do when I see her?'” :

The listening face, insensible to the inclement night, still
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drooped at tke docr, and the hands begged me—prayed me
—not to cast it forth.

“I never doubted ber,” sald Mr. Pegzotty. “Nolnota
bitl On'ylet her see my f2ce—on’y let her bear my voice~
on'y let my stanning still afore her bring to ker thoczhts the
bome she had fed away from, and the child she bzd been—
and if she had growed to be a royal lady, she’d have fell down
at my feet) I knowd it welll Many a time in my sleep
tad I heerd her cry o, * Uncle §* and seen her 211 like death
afote me,  Many 2 time in my sleep had I raised her up, 2nd
whispered to her, ¢ Emly, my dear, I am come fur to bring

' with a sizh.

- . 1 bought 2
country dress to put upon her; and I knowd that, once
found, she wonld walk beside me over them stony roads, go
where I wonld, and never, never leave me more. To put
that dress upon her, and to cast off what she wore—to take
ker on my arm 2gain, and wander towards home—to stop
sometimes upon the road, and heal her bruised feet and her
worse-braised heart—was all that I thowt of now, I doen't
believe I should have done so much as Jook at bim, But,
Mag'r Davy, it wam't to be—not yet! I was too late, and
they was gone. Wheer, I couldn’t learn. Some said here,
soze s:.ﬁd theer, 1 travelled here, and I"tnvelled theer; but

3 veggotty. *I sighted
the old boat arter dark, and the light a-shining in the winder.

T come nigh and looked in through the glass, I see
the faithful creetur Missis Gummidge sittin’ by the fire, as we
bad fixed upon, alone. I called out, *Doen’t beafeerd! It's
Dan1® and I went in. T never could have thowt the old

would have been so strange!” .

From some pocket in his breast he took out, with a very
careful hand, a small paper bundle containing two or three
letzers or Jitle packets, which he Liid upon the table. [

“This fust one come,” he said, selecting it from the
wafore | had been gone a week-—a fifty pound
Ba sheet of paper, disected to me, and pit
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door in’the night. She tried to hide her writing, but she
couldn't hide it from me!” .

He folded up the note again, with great patience and care,
in exactly the same form, and laid it on one side. .

“This come to Missis Gummidge,” he said, opening
another, “two or three months ago.” After looking at it
for some moments, he gave it to me, and added in a low
voice, “ Be so good as read it, sir.”

I read as follows :—

“Oh, what will you feel when you see this writing, and
know it comes from my wicked hand! But try, try—not for
my sake, but for uncle’s goodness—try to let your heart soften
to me, only for a little, little time! Try, pray do, to relent
towards a miserable girl, and write down on a bit of paper
whether he is well, and what he said about me before you left
off ever naming me among yourselves—and whether, of a night,
when it is my old time of coming home, you ever see him
look as if he thought of one he used to love so dear. Oh,
my heart is breaking when I think about it! I am kneeling
down to you, begging and praying you not to be as hard with
me as I deserve-—as I well, well know I deserve—but to be
so gentle and so good as to write down something of him,
and to send it to me. You need not call me Little, you need

“ not call me by the name I have disgraced ; but oh, listen to
my agony, and have mercy on me so far as to write me some
word of uncle, never, never to be seen in this world by my
eyes again!

“Dear, if your heart is hard towards me—justly hard, I
know—but, Listen, if it is hard, dear, ask him I have wronged
the most—him whose wife I was to have been—before you
quite decide against my poor, poor prayer! If he should be
5o compassionate as to say that you might write something
for me to read—1I think he would, oh, I think he would, if

you would only ask him, for he always was so brave and so

forgiving—tell him then (but not else), that when I hear the
wind blowing at night, T fecl as if it was passing angrily from
seeing him and uncle, and was going up to God against me.
Tell him that if I was to die to-morrow (and oh, if I was fit,
T would be so glad to diel) I would bless him and uncle with

P N s T
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my last words, and pray for his happy howe with my last
breath I

Some money was enclosed in this letter also—five pounds.
It was untouched, like the previous sum, and he refolded it in
the same way, Detailed instructions were added relative to
the address of a reply, which, although they betrayed the in-
tervention of several hands, and made it difficult to arrive at
any very probable concluston in reference to her place of con-
cealment, made it at Jeast not unlikely that she had written
from that spot where she was stated to have been seen,

“WWhat answer was sent?” I inquired of Mr. Peggotty.

“Missis Gummdge,” be returned, “not being a good
scholar, sir, Ham Kkindly drawed it out, and she made a copy
onit. They told her I was gone to seek her, and what my
parting words was ”

*Is that another letter in your hand?” said I.

“It's money, sir,” said Mr. Peggotty, unfolding it a little
way, “Ten pound, you see. And wrote inside, ‘From a
true friend,’ like the fust. But the fust was put underneath
the door, and this come by the post, day afore yesterday, I'm
a-going to seek her at the post-mark.”

He showed it to me. It was a town on the Upper Rhine.
He had found out, at Yarmouth, some foreign dealers who
knew that country, and they had drawn him 2 rude map on
paper, which he could very well understand. He lad it
between us on the table, and, with his chin resting on one
hand, tracked his course upon it with the other.

1 asked him how Ham was? He shook his head.

“He works,” he said, ““as bold as a man can. His name’s
as good, in all that part, as any man’s is, anywheres in the
wureld.  Any one’s hand is ready to help htm, you under-
stand, and his is ready to help them. He's never been hr
fur to complain.  But my sister’s belief is (twixt ours
as it has cut him deep.”

*Poor fellow, I can believe it1” g

“He ain’t no care, Mas’t Davy,” said Mr.x A
solemn whisper—'*keinder no care nohow for 4 e
aman's wanted for rough sarvicein roughw  *
When there's hard duty to be done with dang
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" youth, and designing now to go out there again in the capac-
ity of resident partner. But this was nothing to me. How-
ever, it was so much to him that for India he was bound,
and Julia with him; and Julia went into the country to take
leave of her relations ; and the house was put into a perfect
suit of bills, announcing that it was to be let or sold, and
that the furniture {mangle and all} was to be taken at a valu-
ation. So, here was another earthquake of which I became
the sport, before I had recovered from the shock of its pre-
decessor |

I was in several minds how to dress myself on the im-
portant day, being divided between my desire to appear to
advantage, and my apprehensions of putting on anything that
might impair my severely practical character in the eyes of
the Misses Spenlow. I endeavoured to hit & happy medium
between these two extremes ; my aunt approved the result;
and Mr. Dick threw one of his shoes after Traddles and me,
for luck, as we went downstairs.

Excellent fellow as I knew Traddles to be, and warmly
attached to him as I was, I could not help wishing, on that
delicate occasion, that he had never contracted the habit of

. brushing his hair so very upright. It gave him a surprised

", look—not to say a hearth-broomy kind of expression—which,

"*<"yny apprehensions whispered, might be fatal to us.

" 1 took the liberty of mentioning it to Traddles as we were
walking to Putney, and saying that if he won/d smooth it
down a little———

“My dear Copperfield,” said Traddles, lifting off his hat,
and rubbing his hair all kinds of ways, “nothing would give
me greater pleasure.  But it won't.”

~“Won't be smoothed down?” said 1.

“No,” said Traddles. “Nothing will induce it. If T was
to carry a half-hundredweight upon it, all the way to Putney,
it would be up again the moment the weight was taken off
You have no idea what obstinate hair mine is, Copperfield.
I am quite a fretful porcupine.”

1 was a little disappointed, I must confess, but thoroughly
charmed by his good-nature too. I told him how I estcemed
his good-nature, and said that his hair must have taken all
the obstinacy out of his character, fot 4¢ bad none )
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“0Oh1” returned Traddles, laughing, “I assure you it
quite an old story, my unfortunate hair. My uncle’s wit
couldn’t bear jt. She said it exasperated her. ~ It stood ver
much in my way, too, when I first fell in love with Sophy-
very much1”

“Did she object to it?”

“Ske didn't,” rejoined Traddles; “but her eldest sister~
the one that's the Beauty—quite made game of it, I unde:
sta owon e RS

T ' .. _ tinnocence, “it’s.
joke for us. They pretend that Sophy has a lock of it in he
desk, and is obliged to shut it in a clasped book to keep i
down. We laugh about it.”

“By-the-bye, my dear Traddles,” said 1, “your experienc
may suggest something to me. When you became engage:
to the young lzdy whom you have just mentioned, did yor
make a regular proposal to her family? Was there anythin;
Jike—what we are going through to-day, for instance?”
added nervously.

“Why,” replied Traddles, on whose attentive face :
thoughtful shade had stolen, “it was rather a painful trans
action, Copperfield, in my case. You see, Sdphy being ¢
so much nse in the family, none of them could endure th
thought of her ever being married. Indeed, they had quit
settled among themselves that she never was to be married
and they called her the old maid. Accordingly, when T mer.
tioned it with the greatest precaution to Mrs. Crewler—-"

“The mamma ? ¥ said I

“The mamma,” said Traddles - “Reverend Horac
Crewler—when I mentioned it with every possible precau
tion to Mrs. Crewler, the effect upon her was $uch that sh
gave a scream and became insensible, I couldn’t approacl
the subject again for months.”

“You did at last,” said I
. “Well, the Reverend Horace did,” said Traddles. “H
is an excellent man, most exemplary in every way; and h
pointed out to her that she ought, as a Christian, to recon
cile herself to the sacrifice (especially as it was so
and to bear no uncharitable feeling towards me. As &
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myself, Copperfield, I give you my word, I felt a perfect bird
of prey towards the family.”

¢« The sisters took your part, I hope, Traddles?”

“Why, I can't say they did,” he returned. “When we
had comparatively reconciled Mrs. Crewler to it, we bad to
break it to Sarah. You recollect my mentioning Sarah as
the one that has something the matter with her spine?”

“ Perfectly ! * .

#She clenched both her hands,” said Traddles, looking at
me in dismay, “shut her eyes, turned lead-colour, became
perfectly stiff, and took nothing for two days but toast-and-
water, administered with a teaspoon.”

“What a very unpleasant girl, Traddles” I remarked.

“QOh, I beg your pardon, Copperfield!” said Traddles.
“She is a very charming girl, but she has a great deal of
fecling. In fact, they all have. Sophy told me afterwards
that the self-reproach she underwent while she was in attend-
ance upon Sarah, no words could describe. I know it must
have been severe, by my own feelings, Copperfield, which
were like a criminal’s.  After Sarah was restored, we still had
to break it to the other eight ; and it produced various effects
upon them of a most pathetic nature. The two little ones,
whom Sophy educates, have only just left off de-testing me.”
.- :1 A}t any rate, they are all reconciled to it now, I hope?”

Tdsad L

“Ye—yes, I should say they were, on the whole, resigned
to it,” said Traddles doubtfully, “The fact is, we avoid
mentioning the subject; and my unsettled prospects and
indifferent circumstances are a great consolation to them.
There will be a deplorable scene whenever we are married.
It will be much more like a funeral than a wedding. And
they'll all hate me for taking her away {*

His honest face, as he Jooked at me with a serio-comic
shake of his head, impresses me more in the remembrance
than it did in the reality, for I was by this time in a state of
such excessive trepidation and wandering of mind as to be
quite unable to fix my attention on anything. On our ap-
proaching the house where the Misses Spenlow lived, T was
at such a discount in respect of my personal looks and pres-

ence of mind, that Traddles proposed a gentle stimulant in

o p o e——

-t ew

-,
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(e famme of p plnce (Fala,  Thig Tonn pdetatiared at
‘ o .. totter

: L e ' . .t 1 rwhen
the maid opened it, and of wavenng somehow across a hall
with & weatherglass in it, into a quiet little drawing-room
on the 'gmun'd floor, commandi‘ng a neat garden, Also of

found myself backing Traddles info the fireplace, and bowing
ﬂ great confusion to two dry lritﬂe ‘g‘lder!y ladies, dressed in
R T b A KR e

U Y
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six or eight years between the two sisters; and that the younger

ppeared to be the ger of the confe , i has
she had my letter in her hand—so familiar as it Jooked to me,
and yet s0 odd}—and was referring to it through an eye
glass. They were dressed alike, but this sister wore her dress
with & more youthful air than the other, and perhaps had a
trifle more frill, or tucker, or brooch, or bracelet, or some lml-\
thing of that kind, which made her look more lively.
were both upright in their carriage, formal, precise, com) N
and quiet. ‘The sister who had not my letter, had herk -
crossed on her breast, and resting on each other, like an

"‘Mr. Copperfield, I believe,” mid 'lhu sister who had
my lattae ~a mneatere bae.

A en T Adlag
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again—if I may call anything so calm a breaking out—*wished
to surround himself with an atmosphere of Doctors’ Com-
mons, and of Doctors’ Commons only, what right or desire
had we to object? None, I am sure.- We have ever been far
from wishing to obtrude ourselves on any one. But why not
say so? Let our brother Francis and his wife have their
society. Let my sister Lavinia and myself have our society.
We can find it for ourselves, I hope!”

As this appeared to be addressed to Traddles and me,
both Traddles and I made some sort of reply. Traddles
was inaudible, I think I observed, myself, that it was highly
creditable to all concerned. I don't in the least know what
I meant.

“Sister Lavinia,” saild Miss Clarissa, having now relieved
her mind, “you can go on, my dear.”

Miss Lavinia proceeded,—

“Mr. Copperficld, my sister Clarissa and I have been very
careful indeed in considering this letter; and we have not
considered it without finally showing it to our niece, and
discussing it with our niece. We have no doubt that you
think you like her very much.”

“Think, ma’am,” I rapturously began, “oh! ?

But Miss Clarissa giving me a look (just like a sharp
canary), as requesting that I would not interrupt the oracle,

I bepged pardon.

-3 “Affection,” said Miss Lavinia, glancing at her sister for
corroboration, which she gave in the form of a little nod to
every clause, “mature afiection, homage, devotion, does not
casily express itself. Its voice is low. It is modest and
retiring; it lics in ambush, waits and waits. Such is the
mature fruit. Sometimes a life glides away, and finds it still
ripening in the shade.”

Of course I did not understand then that this was an
; allusion to her supposed experience of the stricken Pidger;
but I saw, from the gravity with which Miss Clarissa nodded

her head, that great weight was attached to these words.

i “The light—for I call them, in comparison with such

E sentiments, the light—inclinations of very young people,”

pursued Miss Lavinia, “are dust, compared to rocks. It is
owing to the difficulty of knowing whether they are likely to

Drrm,
. .T:\M‘
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endere or kave any real foundation, that my sister Clarissa
and myself kave been very imdecided bow to zct, Mr. Cop-
perfield, and Mr.——"

“Traddles,” said my friend, finding himself looked at.

“I beg pardon.  Of the Inner Temple, I believe?” s2id
Miss Lavima, again glancing 2t my letter.
ﬁ;mdd!s said, “Exactly so,” and became pretty red in the

Now, although I had not received any express encourage-
ment as yet, I fancied that I saw in the two Lttle sisters, and
pesticularly in Miss Lavinsz, an intensified enjoyment of this
new and freitful subject of domestic interest, 2 settling down
to make the rmost of 1t, 2 disposition to pet it, in which there
wasa good bright ray of kope. I thought T perceived that
Miss Lavinia would have uncommon satisfzction in supet-
intending two young lovers like Dora and me; and that
Miss Clarissa would have hardly less satisfaction in seeing
ber superintend us, ard 1n chiming in with her own par-
ticnlar department of the subject whenever that impulse was
strong upon ber, This gave me courage to protest most
vehemently that 1 loved Dora better than I cocid tell, or
2ny one believe ; that all my friends knew how I loved her;
that my aunt, Agnes, Traddles, every one who knew me,
inew how I loved her, and how earnest my Jove had made
me.  For the truth of this, I appealed to Traddles Ard
Traddles, firing up as if he were plunging into a parlia-
mentary debate, really did come out nobly, confirming me in
good round terms, and in a plain, sensible, practical manner,
that evidently made 2 ble i i

“I speak, if I may presume to say so, as one who has
some little experience of such things,” said Traddles, ¥ being
&yself engaged to 2 young lady—one of ten, down in Devorr
thire—and seeing no probability, at present, of our engage-
Tent coming to a termination.” .

“You may be able to confirm what I have said, M=
Treddles” observed Miss Lavinia, evidently taking & B’
Interest in him, “ of the affection that is modest and '
that waits and waits?”

» “Entirely, ra'am,” said Traddles, |
iss Clarissa looked at Miss Laviniz, 2ad shoot
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gravely. Miss Lavinia looked consciously at Miss Clarissa,
and heaved a little sigh.

“Sister Lavinia,” said Miss Clarissa, “take my smelling-
bottle.”

Miss Lavinia revived herself with a few whiffs of aromatic
vinegar—Traddles and I looking on with great solicitude the
while ; and then went on to say, rather faintly,—

“My sister and myself have been in great doubt, Mr.
Traddles, what course we ought to take in reference to the
likings, or imaginary likings, of such very young people as
your friend Mr. Copperfield and our niece.”

«“Qur brother Francis’s child,” remarked Miss Clarissa.
“If our brother Francis's wife had found it convenient in
her lifetime (though she had an unquestionable right to act
as she thought best) to invite the family to her dinner-table,
we might have known our brother Francis's child better at
the present moment. Sister Lavinia, proceed.”

Miss Lavinia turned my letter, so as to bring the superscrip-
tion towards herself, and referred through her eyeglass to
some orderly-looking notes she had made on that part of it.

“Jt seems to us,” said she, “prudent, Mr, Traddles, to
bring these feelings to the test of our own observation. At
present we know nothing of them, and are not in a situation

. to judge how much rcality there may be in them. Therefore
"~ we are inclined so far to accede to Mr. Copperficld’s proposal
=~ to admit his visits here”
. "I shall never, dear ladies,” 1 exclaimed, relieved of an
immense load of apprehension, “forget your kindness 1”

“But,” pursued Miss Lavinia—‘“but we would prefer to
regard those visits, Mr. Traddles, as made, at present, to us.
We must guard oursclves from recognizing any positive en-
gagement between Mr. Copperficld and our nicce, until we
have had an opportunity—-—"

“Until yox have had an opportunity, sister Lavinia,” said
Miss Clarissa.

“Be it so,” assented Miss Lavinia, with a sigh—<until |
have had an opportunity of observing them.”

“Copperficld,” said Traddles, tuming to me, * you fec], Tar
sure, that nothing could be more reasonable or considerate.

“Nothing!” cried 1. *I am deeply sensible of it.”
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*~1In this gosiﬁcn of affairs,® said Miss Lavinia, again
referring to bet notes, “and admitting his visits on this un.
derstanding cnly, we must require from Mr. Copperfield a
distinet assurance, on his word of honour, that no communi-
cation of any kind shall take place between him and our
niece without our knowledge ; that no project whatever shall
be entertained with regard to our niece, without being first
submitted to us—"

“To you, sister Lavinia,” Miss Clarissa interposed.

“Be it 50, Clarissa ™ d Miss Lavinia resigned]
“to d iving our cc We must make
this 2 most express and serious stipulation, not to be broken
on any account.  We wished Mr. Copperfield to be accom-
panied by some confidential fnend to-day "—with an inclina-
tion of her head towards Traddles, who bowed—*'in order
that there might be no doubt or misconception on this
subject. If Mr. Copperfield, or if you, Mr. Traddles, feel the
least scruple, in giving this promise, I beg you to take time
to consider it.”

1 exclaimed, in a state of high ecstatic fervour, that not a
moment’s consideration could be necessary. I bound myself
by the required promise, in a most impassioned manners
called upon Traddles to witness it; and denounced myself -
as the most atrocious of characters if 1 ever swerved from it
in the least degree.

“Stay1* said Miss Lavinia, holding up her hands “we
resolved, before we had the pleasure of receiving you two
gentlemen, to Jeave you alone for a quarter of an hour, to
consider this point. Yeu will allow us to retire.”

It in vain for me to say thnt.no cionsi'demﬁoprw?s nec-

Exactly at the expiration of the quarter of an hour, they reap-
with no less dignity than they bad disappeared. They
d gone rustling away as if their lttle dresses were made of
avfumn leaves ; and they came rustling back, in Jike man~
d_.é then bound mysclf once more to the prescribed '
sbons.
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“Gister Clarissa,” said Miss Lavinia, “the rest is with you

Miss Clarissa, unfolding her arms for the first time, took
the notes and glanced at them. .

“We shall be happy,” said Miss Clarissa, “to see M
Copperfield to dinner every Sunday, if it should suit his
convenience. Ouwr hour is three.”

I bowed.

- #7n the course of the week,” said Miss Clarissa, *we shall
be happy to see Mr. Copperfield to tea. Our hour is half-
past six.”

I bowed again. .

“ Twice in the week,” said Miss Clarissa, “but, as a rule,
not oftener.”

I bowed again. ,

« Miss Trotwood,” said Miss Clarissa, * mentioned in Mr.
Copperfield’s letter, will perhaps call upon us. When visit-
ing is better for the happiness of all partics, we are glad to
receive visits, and return them. When it is better for the
happiness of all parties that no visiting should take place
(as in the case of our brother Francis, and his establishment),
that is quite different.”

I intimated that my aunt would be proud and delighted to
make their acquaintance—though I must say I was not quite

-+, sure of their getting on very satisfactorily together. The con-
"ditions being now closed, I expressed my acknowledgments
in the warmest manner; and taking the hand, first of Miss
Clnrli'ssa, and then of Miss Lavinia, pressed it, in each case, to
my lips.

Miss Lavinia then arose, and begging Mr. Traddles to ex-
cuse us for a minute, requested me to follow her. I obeyed,
all in a tremble, and was conducted into another room. There
I found my blessed darling stopping her ears behind the door,
with her dear little face against the wall ; and Jip in the plate-
warmer, with his head tied up in a towel.

Oh! how beautiful she was in her black frock, and how
she sobbed and cried at first, and wouldn’t come out from
behind the door! How fond we were of one another, when
she did come out at last; and what a state of bliss I was in,
when we took Jip out of the plate-warmer, and restored him
to the light, sneezing very much, and were all three reunited !
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My dearest Dora { now, indeed, my own for ever! *

“QOh, pox't1” pleaded Dora. “Pleaset”

“ Are you not my own for ever, Dora?*

“0b, yes, of course I am1” cried Dora; “but 1 am so
frightened 1”

“Frightened, my own?”

“Oh, yes! I don't like him,” said Dora. “Why don't hego?*

“Who, my life?” .

“Your friend,” said Dora.  * It isn't any business of his
What a stupid he must be 1"

“Mylovel” (There never was anything so coaxing as her
childish ways) *“He is the best creature I*

“Oh, but we don't want any best creatures " pouted Dora.

“My dear,” T argued, *you will soon know him well, and
like him of ell things. And here 15 my aunt coming soon;

Ry
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Remonstrance was of no use, then; so I laughed, and
admired, and was very much in love and very happy; and
she showed me Jip's new trick of standing on his hind legs
in a comer—which he did for about the space of a flash of
lizhtning, and then fell down—and I don't know how long
I should have stayed there, oblivious of Traddles, if Miss
Lavinia had not come in to take me away. Miss Lavinia was
very fond of Dora (she told me Dora was exactly like what
the had been herself at ber age—she must have altered a
good deal), and she treated Dora just as if she had been 2
toy, Iwanted to persuade Dora to come and see Traddles,
But on my proposing it she ran off to her ovn reom, and
locked herself in; so I went to Traddles without her, and
walked awzy with him on air.

“Nothing could be more satisfactory,” said Traddles;
“and they are very agreeable old ladies, I am sure. 1
shouldn’t be at all surprised if you were to be manied years
before me, Copperfield”

“ Does your Sophy play on any instrument, Traddles?*
Tinquired, in the pride of my heart



168 DAVID COPPERFIELD.

“She knows enough of the piano to teach it to her littl
sisters,” said Traddles, ~

“Does she sing at all ?” T asked.

“\Why, she sings ballads, sometimes, to freshen up the
others a little when they’re out of spirits,” said Traddles
% Nothing scientific.”

“She doesn’t sing to the guitar?” said 1.

“Oh dear, no 1” said Traddles.

“Paint at allp”

“ Not at all,” said Traddles. .

I promised Traddles that he should hear Dora sing, anc
see some of her flower-painting. ¥e said he should like it
very much, and we went home arm in arm in great good
humour and delight. I encouraged him to talk about Sophy
on the way, which he did with a loving reliance on her thal
I very much admired. I compared her in my mind with
Dora, with considerable inward satisfaction ; but I candidly
admitted to myself that she seemed to be an excellent kinc
of girl for Traddles, too.

Of course my aunt was immediately made acquainted with
the successful issue of the conference, and with all that ha¢
been said and done in the course of it. She was happy tc

. see me so happy, and promised to call on Dora’s aunts with:

-“out loss of time. But she took such a Jong walk up anc
« -« ourrooms that night, while I was writing to Agnes, tha
1 began to think she meant to walk till moming,

My letter to Agnes was a fervent and grateful one, narrat
ing all the good ecffects that had resulted from my following
her advice. She wrote, by return of post, to me. Her lettes
was hopeful, carnest, and cheerful. She was always cheerfu
from that time,

I had my hands more full than ever now. My dails
journeys to Highgate considered, Putney was a long way off’
and I naturally wanted to go there as often as I could. = The
proposed tea-drinkings being quite impracticable, I com
pounded with Miss Lavinia for permission to visit every
Saturday afternoon, without detriment to my privilegec
Sundays, So the close of every week was a delicious time

for me; and I got through the rest of the week by looking
forward to it
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1 was wonderfully relieved to find that my aunt and Dora's
aunts rubbed on, all things considered, much more smoothly
than I could have expected. My aunt made her promised
visit within a few days of the conference; and within a few
more days, Dora’s aunts called upon her, in due state and
form. Similar but more friendly exchanges took place after-
wards, usually at intervals of three or four weeks. I know
that my aunt distressed Dora’s aunts very much by utterly
setting at naught the dignity of fly-conveyance, and walking
out to Putney 2t extraordinary times, as shortly after break-
fast or just before tea ; likewise by wearing her bonnet in any
manner that happened to be comfortable to her head, with-
out at all deferring to the prejudices of civilization on that
ettamt Dot Thacole ancis cane ammand $n vamaed s annt
e ediuers ol jJUldS Aus, Ly eaplessiig Liereticds vpLuuLLS
on various points of ceremony, she loved me too well not
to sacrifice somc of her little peculiarities to the general
harmony.

The only member of our small society who positively re-
fused to adapt himself to crcumstances was Jip. He never
saw my aunt without immediately displaying every tooth in
his head, retiring under a chair, and growling incessantly,
with now and then a doleful howl, as if she really were too
much for his feelings. Al kunds of treatment were tried with
him—coaxing, scolding, slapping, bringing him to Bucking-
ham Street (where he instantly dashed at the two cats, to the
terror of all beholders); but he never could prevail upon
himsell to bear my aunt’s society. He would sometimes
think he had got the better of his objection, and be amiable
for a few minutes ; and then would put up his snub nose,
and howl to that extent, that there was nothing for it but to
blind him and put him in the platewarmer. At length,
Dora regularly mufiled him in a towel, and shut him up there,
whenever my aunt was reported at the door. .

One thing troubled me much, after we had fallen into this
quiet train. It was, that Dora seemed by one consent to
be regarded like 2 pretty toy or plaything. My aunt, with
whom she gradually became familiar, alwavs called her Little

P
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CHAPTER XLIL
MISCHIEF,

1 FEEL as if it were not for me to record, even though this
manuscript is intended for no eyes but mine, how hard 1
worked at that tremendous shorthand, and all improvement
appertaining to it, in my sense’ of responsibility to Dora and
her aunts. I will only add, to what I have already written of
my perseverance at this time of my life, and of a patient and
continuous energy which then began to be matured within
me, and which I know to be the strong part of my character,
if it have any strength at all, that there, on looking back, I
find the source of my success. I have been very fortunate in
worldly matters—many men have worked much harder and
not succeeded half so well—but I never could have done
what T have done without the habits of punctuality, order,
and diligence, without the determination to concentrate
myself on one object at a time, no matter how quickly its
successor should cpme upon its heels, which I then formed.
Heaven knows I write this in no spirit of selflaudation.
The man who reviews Ius own life, as I do mine, in going on
here, from page to page, had need to have been a good man
indeed, if he would be spared the sharp consciousness of

> many talents neglected, many opportunities wasted, many

tic and perverted feclings constantly at war within his
reast, and defeating him. I do not hold one natural gift, I
dare say, that I have not abused. My meaning simply i,
that whatever 1 have tried to do in life, I have tried with all
my heart to do well; that whatever I have devoted myself
to, I have devoted myself to completely ; that in great aims
and jn small I have always been thoroughly in eammest. 1
have never believed it possible that any patural or improved
ability can claim immunity from the companionship of the
steady, plain, hard-working qualities, and hope to gain its
end. There is no such thing as such fulfilment on this earth.
Some happy talent, and some fortunate opportunity, may form
the two sides of the ladder on which some men mount, but
the rounds of that ladder must be made of stuff to stand
wear and tear; and thore is no substitute for thoroughgoing,
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ardent, and sincere eamestness. Never to put one hand to
anything on which I could throw my whole self, and pever
to affect depreciation of my work, whatever it was, I find
now to have been my golden rules.

How much of the practice I have just reduced to precept
I owe to Agnes, I will not repeat here. My narrative pro-
ceeds to Agnes with a thankful love.

She came on a visit of a fortnight to the Doctor’s. Mr,
Wickfield was the Doctor's old friend, and the Doctor
wished to talk with him and do him good. It had been
matter of conversation with Agnes when she was last in town,
and this visit was the result. She and her father came to-
gether. T was not much surprised to hear from her that
she had engaged to find & lodging in the neighbouthood for
Mrs. Heep, whose theumatic complaint required change of
air, and who would be charmed to have it in such company,
Neither was I surprised when, on the very next day, Uriah,
Iike a dutiful son, brought his worthy mother to take pos-
session,

*You see, Master Copperfield,® said he, 2s he forced him.
sell upon my company for & tum in the Doctor’s garden,
“wherea person loves, 2 person i‘s a li:ﬂe je:-xlous—leastmys,

“of no
one in particular just at present—no male person, at Jeast.”

“Do you mean that you are jealous of a female person?”

He gave me a sidelong glance out of his sinister red eyes,
and laughed.

“Really, Master Copperfield,® he said—*1 should say
Mister, but I know youll excuse the abit I've got into—
you're 80 insinuating that you draw me like a corkscrew?
Well, I don’t mind telling you *—putting his fishlike hand
on mine—* I'm not & Jady’s man in general, sir, and I never
was, with Mrs, Strong.”

His eyes looked green now, as they watched mine witha

y cunning,

“What do you mean?* said I.

*1Vhy, though I am a lawyer, Master Copperfield,” he re-
plied with a dry grin, “I mean, just at present, what I say.”

—



b W N

T,

-,

174 . DAVID COPPERFIELD.
“And what do you mean by your look?” 1 retorted
quietly.

“ By my look? Dear me, Copperfield, that's sharp prac-
tice! ~What do I mean by my look?”

“Yes,” said I, “by your look.”

He seemed very much amused, and laughed as heartily as
it was in his nature to laugh. After some scraping of his
chin with his hand, he went on, to say, with his eyes cast
downward——still scraping, very slowly,— ,

“\When I was but a numble clerk, she always looked down
upon me. She was for ever having my Agnes backwards
and forwards at her ouse, and she was for ever being a friend
to you, Master Copperfield ; but I was too far beneath her,
myself, to be noticed.”

“Wel),” said 1, “suppose you were?”

“And beneath him too,” pursued Uriah, very distinctly,
and in a meditative tone of voice, as he continued to scrape
his chin.

“Don’t you know the Doctor better,” said I, *“than to
suppose him conscious of your existence when you were not
before him?”

He directed his eyes at me in that sidelong glance again,
and he made his face very lanternjawed for the greater con-
venience of scraping, as he answered,—

=, “Ohdear, T am not referring to the Doctor.  Oh, no, poor

"4l 1 mean Mr. Maldont”

My heart quite died within me.  All my old doubts and
apprehensions on that subject, all the Doctor’s happiness and
peace, all the mingled possibilities of innocence and compro-
mise, that I could not unravel, I saw, in 2 moment, at the
mercy of this fellow’s twisting,

“He never could come into the office without ordering
and shoving me about,” said Uriah. “One of your fine gen-
tlemen he was! I was very meek and umble—and I am.
But I didn't like that sort of thing—and I don’t1”

He left off scraping his chin, and sucked in his cheeks
until they seemed to meet inside, keeping his sidelong glance
upon me all the while.

“She 1s one of your lovely women, she is,” he pursued,
when he had slowly restored his face to its natural form,
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%and ready to be no friend to such as me, Jknow., She's
Just the person as would put my Agnes up to higher sort of
game. Now, I ain't one of your lady’s men, Master

field, but T've had eyes in my ed a pretty long time back
We umble ones have got eyes, mostly speaking, and we look
out of ‘em.”

T end

d to appear dous and not disquieted,
but, T saw in his face, with poor success,

“Now, I'm not agoing to let myself be run down, Cop-
perfield,” he continued, raising that part of his counte-
nance where his red eyebrows would have been, if he had
had any, with malignant triumph, “and I shall do what I
canto put a stop to this friendship. I don't approve of it.
I don't mind acknowledging to you that I've got rather a
grudging gi‘spositinn, and want to keep’oLﬂ' allintruders. Tain’t
PC-IN P S U SR e
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too much, I can't allow people in my way. Really they
must come out of the cart, Master Copperfield 17

*#1 don’t understand you,” said L

* Don't you, though?® he returned, with one of his {:1?
"“Pm astonished at that, Master Copperfield, you being
usually so quick! Tl try to be plainer another time. Is
that Mr, Maldon a-norseback, ringing at the gate, sir?*

“Tt looks like him,” I replied as carelessly as I could.

Uriah stopped short, put his hands between his great
knobs of knees, and doubled himself up with laughter—
with perfectly silent laughter. Not a sound escaped from
him. T was 50 repelled by his odious behaviour, particularly
by this concluding instance, that I tumed away without any
ceremony, and left him doubled up in the middle of the
garden, like a scarecrow in want of support.

It was not on that evening, but, as I well remember, on
the next evening but one, which was a Saturday, that T took
Agnes to see Dora. I had arranged the visit beforehand
with Miss Lavinia, and Agnes was expected to tea,

i
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“And what do you mean by your look?” I retorted
quietly.

“ By my look? Dear me, Copperfield, that’s sharp prac-
tice! What do I mean by my look?”

“Yes,” said I, * by your look.”

He seemed very much amused, and laughed as heartily as
it was in his nature to laugh, After some scraping of his
chin with his hand, he went on to say, with his eyes cast
downward-still scraping, very slowly,—

%1Vhen I was but 2 numble clerk, she always looked down
upon me. She was for ever having my Agnes backwards
and forwards at her ouse, and she was for ever being & friend
to you, Master Copperfield; but I was too far beneath her,
rayself; to be noticed.”

#\Well,” said 1, “suppose you were?”

“And beneath him too,” pursued Uriah, very distinctly,
and in a meditative tone of voice, as he continued to scrape
his chin,

“Don't you know the Doctor better,” said I, “than to
suppose him conscious of your existence when you were not
before him?”

He dirccted his eyes at me in that sidelong glance again,
and he made his face very lantern-jawed for the greater con-
venience of scraping, as he answered,—

“Oh dear, I am not referring to the Doctor.  Oh, no, poor

‘man! ¥ mean Mr. Maldon!”

My heart quite died within me. Al my old doubts and
apprchensions on that subject, all the Doctor’s happiness and
peace, all the mingled possibilities of innocence and compro-
mise, that T could not unravel, I saw, in & moment, at the
mercy of this fellow’s twisting.

*He never could come into the office without ordering
and shoving me about,” said Uriah. “One of your fine gen-
tlemen he was! I was very meek and umble—and I am.
But I didn't like that sort of thing—and 1 don't]”

He left off scraping his chin, and sucked in his checks
until they scemed to meet inside, keeping his sidelong glance
upon me all the while.

"She is one of your lovely women, she is,” he pursued,
when he had slowly restored his face to its natural form,
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“and ready to be no friend to such as me, Jknow. She’s
just the person as would put my Agnes up to higher sort of
game. Now, I ain't one of your lady’s men, Master Copper-
field, but I've had eyes in my ed a pretty long time back
We umble ones have got eyes, mostly speaking, and we look
out of 'em.”

d d to appear Jous and not disquieted,
but, I saw in his face, with poor success.

“Now, I'm not agomng to let myself be run down, Cop-
perfield,” he continued, raising that part of his counte-
nance where his red eyebrows would have been, if he had
had any, with malignant triumph, “and I shall do what I
can to put a stop to this friendship. I don't approve of it.
1 don't mind acknowledging to you that I've got rather a
grudging ;:Iisposiliqn, and want to keep offall intruders. Tain't
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too much. I can't allow people in my way. Really they
must come out of the cart, Master Copperfield 1”

“T don’t understand you,” said 1.

“Don't you, though?® he returned, with one of his jerks.
“I'm astonisbed at that, Master Copperfield, you being
usmally so quick! Il try to be plainer another time. Is
that Mr, Maldon a-norseback, ringing at the gate, sir?”

*1t Jooks Like him,” I replied as carelessly as I could

Urizh stopped short, put his hands between his great
knobs of knees, and doubled himself up with laughter—
with perfectly silent laughter. Not a sound escaped from
him. T was 50 repelled by his odious behaviour, particularly
by this concluding instance, that I tumed away without any
ceremony, and left him doubled up in the middle of the

en, like a scarecrow in want of support.

It was not on that evening, but, as I well remember, on
the next evening but one, which was 2 Saturday, that I took
Agnes to see Dora. I had armnged the visit beforchand
with Miss Lavinia, and Agnes was expected to tea

-
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- I was in a flutter of pride and anxiety—pride in my dex
little betrothed, and anxiety that Agnes should like her.  All
the way to Putney, Agnes being inside the stage-coach and I
outside, I pictured Dora to myself in every one of the pretty
looks I knew so well—now making up my mind that I should
like her to look exactly as she Jooked at such a time, and
then doubting whether I should not prefer her looking as
she looked at such another time; and almost worrying my-
self into a fever about it.

T was troubled by no doubt of her being very pretty, in any
case 3 but it fell out that I had never seen her Jook so well.
She was not in the drawing-room when I presented Agnes
to her little aunts, but was shyly keeping out of the way. I
* 1ew where to look for her now; and sure enough I found

1, stopping her cars again, behind the same dull old door.

At first she wouldn’t come at all, and then she pleaded for
ve minutes by my watch. When at length she put her arm
wrough mine, to be taken to the drawing-room, her charming
itle face was flushed, and had never been so pretty; but
hen we went into the room, and it turned pale, she was ten
rwousand times prettier yet.

Dora was afraid of Agnes. She had told me that she knew
gnes was “too clever.” But when she saw her looking at
nce so cheerful and so earnest, and so thoughtful, and so
ood, she gave a faint little cry of pleased surprise, and just
“t her affectionate arms round Agnes’s neck, and laid her
mocent cheek against her face.

I never was so happy, I never was so pleased, as when I
w those two sit down together, side by side ; as when I saw
1y little darling looking up so naturally to those cordial eyes;
s when I saw the tender, beautiful regard which Agnes cast
pon her,

Miss Yavinia and Miss Clarissa partook, in their way, of
1y joy. It was the pleasantest tea-table in the world, Miss
Aarissa presided. I cut and handed the sweet seed-cake—
1e little sisters had a birdlike fondness for picking up sceds
nd pecking at sugar ; Miss Lavinia looked on with benignant
atronage, as if our happy love were all her work ; and we
ere perfectly contented with ourselves and one another.

The gentle cheerfulness of Agnes went to all their hearts.
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Her quiet interest in everything that interested Dora, her
manner of making acquaintance with Jip (who responded
instantly), her pleasant way when Dora was ashamed to
come over to her usual seat by me, her modest grace and
ease, eliciting a crowd of blushing little marks of confidence
by B

LI S it i SRS Y
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I have omitted to menuon it, by-thebye. Miss Mills
had sailed, and Dora and I had gone aboard a great East
Indiaman at Gravesend to see her, and we had had preserved

the original reflecti kened by the plation of
Ocean were to be recorded under lock and key.

Agnes said she was afrad I must have given her an un-
promising character ; but Dora corrected that directly,

“Oh, no1” she said, shaking her curls at me ; “it was all
praise. He thinks so much of your opmion, that I was
quite afraid of it.”

“My good opinion cannot strengthen his attachment to
some people whom he knows,” sad Agnes, with a smile; “it
is not worth their having."

“But please let me have it,” said Dora, in her coaxing
way, “if you can1”

We made merry about Dora’s wanting to be liked, and
Dora said T was 2 goose, and she didn't like me at any rate;
and the short evening flew away on gossamer wings. The
time was at hand when the coach wasto call for us. I was
standing alone before the fire, when Dora came stealing
softly in, to give me that usual precious little kjss before 1
went,

enf
*Don't you think, if T had had her for a friend a Jon——~,

time ago, Doady,” said Dora, her bright eyes shining v * ~

brightly, and her little right hand idly busying atself with
Oflhh: buttons of my coat, “I might have been more cley
"
*“My love 1” said I, “what nonsense1” £

—
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“Do you think it is nonsense?” returned Dorn, without
looking at me.  “ Are you sure it is?”

“Of course I am1”

“I have forgotten,” said Dora, still turning the button
round and round, “what relation Agnes is to you, you dear
bad boy.”

«No blood-relation,” I replied ; “but we were brought up
together, like brother and sister.” . )

«T wonder why you ever fell in Jove with me? ¥ said Dora,
beginning on another button of my coat.

“Perhaps because I couldn’t see you and not love you,
Doral” . )

“Suppose you had never seen me at all,” said Dors, going
to another button.

“Suppose we had never been born 1 said I gaily.

1 wondered what she was thinking about, as I glanced in
admiring silence at the little soft hand travelling up the row
of buttons on my coat, and at the clustering hair that lay
against my breast, and at the lashes of her downcast eyes,
slightly rising as they followed her idle fingers. At length
her eyes were lifted up to mine, and she stood on tiptoe to
give me, more thoughtfully than usual, that precious little
kiss——once, twice, three times—and went out of the room.

. They all came back together within five minutes afterwards,

“~and Dora’s unusual thoughtfulness was quite gone then.
“hie was laughingly resolved to put Jip through the whole of
his performances before the coach came, They took some
time (not so much on account of their variety, as Jip's re-
luctance), and were still unfinished when it was heard at the
door. ‘There was a hurried but affectionate parting between
Agnes and herself; and Dora was to write to Agnes (who
was not to mind her letters being foolish, she said), and
Agnes was to write to Dora 5 and they had a second parting
at the coach-door, and a third when Dora, in spite of the
remonstrances of Miss Lavinia, would come running out once
more to remind Agnes at the coach-window about writing,
and to shake her curls at me on the box.

The stage-coach was to put us down near Covent Garden,
where we were to take another stage-coach for Highgate, 1
was impatient for the short walk in the interval, that Agnes




DAVID COPFERFIELD. 179
mizht praise Dora to me.  Ah1! what praise it was! How
lovingly and fervently did it commend the pretty ereature T
had won, with all her artless graces best displayed, to my
most gentle care! How thoughtfully remind me, Fet with
ro pretence of doing so, of the trust in which I held the
crphan child

Never, never had I loved Dora so deeply and truly as I
loved her that night When we had 2zain alighted, and
were walking in the starlight along the quiet road that fed
TR IRLRA T LTRD  R AT A
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now, Agnes.”

“A poor angel” she returned, “but f2ithful”

The clear tone of her voice, going straight to my heart,
made it patural to me to say,—

“The cheetfulness that belongs to you, Aznes (and to no
onie else that ever I have seen), 15 so restored, I have ob-
sen'ed; ix)day, that [ fave begun to fiope you are Bappier at
bome

“I am happier in myself,” she sud; “I am quite cheerfd
and light-h;r?cd."

I glanced at the serene face looking upward, 2nd thought
it was the stars that made 1t seem s0 noble.

“There has been no change at home,” said Agnes, aftera
few raoments.

“No fresh reference,” said I, “to—1 wouldn't distress you,
Agnes, but I cannot belp askingz—to what we spoke of when
we parted last?®

“No, none,* the answered.

*1 kave thought so much about it®

“You rust think less about it. Rememberthat T confide
in simple love and truth at last.  Have no apprehensions for
¢, Trotwood,” she added, sfter 2 moment ; “the step you
dread my taking, I shall never take” ;

Although I think I had never really feared it, int any season
¢f cool reflection, it was an unspeakable relief to me to have
& assmance from her own truthful Eps. I told her sg,
tamnastly,

“And when this visit is over.” said I—"for we fmay not

—
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“Do you think it is nonsense?” returned Dorg, withont
looking at me. “Are you sure it is?”

“Of course I am}” )

“I have forgotten,” said Dora, still turning the button
round and round, “what relation Agncs is to you, you dear
bad boy.”

% No blood-relation,” T replied ; “but we were brought up
together, like brother and sister.” . .

«T wonder why you ever fell in love with me?” said Dora,
beginning on another button of my coat.

““ Perhaps because I couldn’t see you and not love you,
Doral”

“Suppose you had never seen me at all,” said Dora, going
to another button.

“Suppose we had never been born1” said I gaily.

I wondered what she was thinking about, as I glanced in
admiring silence at the little soft hand travelling up the row
of buttons on my coat, and at the clustering hair that lay
against my breast, and at the lashes of her downcast eyes,
slightly rising as they followed her idle fingers, At length
her eyes were lifted up to mine, and she stood on tiptoe to
give me, more thoughtfully than usual, that precious little
kiss—once, twice, three times—and went out of the room.

They all came back together within five minutes afterwards,

» and Dora’s unusual thoughtfulness was quite gone then

She was laughingly resolved to put Jip through the whole of
his performances before the coach came. They took some
time (not so much on account of their variety, as Jip's re-
luctance), and were still unfinished when it was heard at the
door. ‘There was a hurried but affectionate parting between
Agnes and herself; and Dora was to write to Agnes (who
was not to mind her letters being foolish, she said), and
Agnes was to write to Dora ; and they had a second parting
at the coach-door, and a third when Dora, in spite of the
remonstrances of Miss Lavinia, would come running out once
more to remind Agnes at the coach-window about writing,
and to shake her curls at me on the box.

The stage-coach was to put us down near Covent Garden,

where we were to take another stage-coach for Highgate, I
was impatient for the short walk in the interval, that Agnes
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might praise Dora to me. Ah1l what praise it was] How
Jovingly and fervently did it commend the pretty creature I
had won, with all her artless graces best displayed, to my
most gentle care] How thoughtfully remind me, yet with
no pretence of doing so, of the trust in which I held the
orphan child !

Never, never had T loved Dora so deeply and truly as T
loved her that night. When we had again alighted, and
were walking in the starlight along the quiet road that led
#ha Parsade haern T ol Apmar 2 —i her doing,

. . v I, “you scemed to
b mooe - ¢; and you seem so
now, Agnes.”
“ A poor angel,” she returned, “but faithful.”
‘The clear tone of her voice, going straight to my beart,
mads it natural to me to say,—

“The cheerfulness that belongs to you, Agnes (and to no
one else that ever I have scen), 13 so restored, I hate ob-
;:rv:d to-day, that I have begun to hope you are happicr at

ome?*

“I am happier in myself,” she said ; “1 am quits cheerful
and light-hearted.”

1 glanced at the serene face looking upward, and thought
it was the stars that made it seem so noble.

“There has been no change at home,” said Agnes, aftera
few moments.

“No fresh reference,” said I, “to—1I wouldn't distress you,
Agnes, but T cannot help asking—to what we spoke of when
w¢ parted last?*

“No, none,” she answered.

“I have thought so much about it.”

. “You must think less about it. Remember that I confide
in timple love and truth at last.  Have no apprehensions for
Eﬁ 'Emtvrood," she added, altera gmu-.m!; “the step you

Tt PR ARG R
tunestly,
*And when this visit is over” said I—"for we r

-
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be alone another time—~how long is it likely to be, my dear
Agnes, before you come to London again?” .

“Probably a long time,” she replied. T think it will be
best—for papa’s sake—to remain at home. We are not
likely to meet often, for some time to come ; but I shall bea
good correspondent of Dora’s, and we shall frequently hear
of one another that way.”

We were now within the little courtyard of the Doctor’s
cottage. It was growing late. There was a light in the
window of Mrs. Strong’s chamber, and Agnes, pointing to it,
bade me good-night.

“ Do not be troubled,” she said, giving me her hand, “by
our misfortunes and anxieties. I can be happier in nothing
than in your happiness. If you can ever give me help, rely
upon it I will ask you for it.  God bless you always {”

In her beaming smile, and in these last tones of her
cheerful voice, I seemed again to see and hear my little
Dora in her company, I stood awhile, Jooking through the
porch at the stars, with a heart full of love and gratitude,
and then walked slowly forth. I had engaged a bed at a
decent alehouse close by, and was going out at the gate,
when, happening to turn my head, I saw a light in the

= Doctor’s study. A halfreproachful fancy came into my

s
"5

mind that he had been working at the Dictionary without
help. With the view of sceing if this were so, and, in
- y case, of bidding him good-night, if he were yet sitting

“among his books, I turned back, and going softly across the

hall, and gently opening the door, looked in.

_ The first person whom 1 saw, to my surprise, by the sober
light of the shaded lamp, was Uriah. ~ He was standing close
beside it, with one of his skeleton hands over his mouth, and
the other resting on the Doctor’s table. The Dactor sat in
his study chair, covering his face with his hands, Mr. Wick
field, sorely troubled and distressed, was leaning forward,
irresolutely touching the Doctor'’s arm.

For an instant, I supposed that the Doctor was ill. I
hastily advanced a step under that impression, when I met
Upnh’s eye, and saw what was the matter. I would have
withdrawn, but the Doctor made a gesture to detain me, and
I remained, :
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®At any rate,” observed Uriah, with a writhe of his un-

gainly person, “we may keep the door shut. e needn't
% S Ao Slvin g

. s *.w " door, which I
L - ' '+ m came back,

trw o . **  an obtrusive
show of compassionate zeal in his voice and manner, more
intolerable—at least to me—than any demeanour he could
have assumed.

“1 have felt it incumbent vpon me, Master Copperfield,”
said Uriah, “to point out to Doctor Strong what you and me
have already tatked about. You didn’t exactly understand
me, though #*

1gave him a dook, but no other answer, and, going to my
good old master, said a few words that I meant to be words

£fane s ‘s hand upon my
. . . when I was quite
. ‘ L Copperfield,” re-

sumed Uriah, in the same officious manner, I may take
the liberty of umbly mentioning, being among friends, that
1 have called Doctor Strong’s attention to the goings-on of
Mrs, Strong.  It's much against the grain with me, I assure
Copperfield, to be d in hing so unpl 3
t really, as it is, we're all mixing ourselves vp with what
oughtn't to be, That was what my meaning was, sir, when
you didn’t understand me.” .
1 wonder now, when I recall his lcc{,‘.!_hn'i ded not collar
e T e e

B andac o

“Ihis was to the Doctor, who had moaned. The
might have touched any heart, § thought, but it bad nd
upon Uriah's,

“—mentioned to Doctor Strong,” he proceed .~
one may see that Mr. Maldon, and the lovely”

y as is Doctor Strong’s wife, are too sweet

-
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Really the time s come (we being at present all mixing our-
selves up with what oughtn’t to be) when Doctor Strong
must be told that this was full as plain to everybody as the
sun, before Mr. Maldon went to India; that Mr. Maldon
made excuses to come back, for nothing else; and that he’s
always here, for nothing else.  When you come in, sir, I was
just putting it to my fellow-partner,” towards whom he turned,
“to say to Doctor Strong, upon his word and honour, whether
he'd ever been of this opinion long ago, or not.—Come, Mr.
Wickfield, sir! Would you be so good as tell us? Yes or
no, sir? Come, partner |”

“Tor God's sake, my dear Doctor,” said Mr. Wickfield,
again laying his irresolute hand upon the Doctor’s arm,
“don’t attach too much weight to any suspicions I may have
entertained.”

“Therel” cried Uriah, shaking his head. “What a
melancholy confirmation! ain’t it7 Mim! Such an old
friend! Bless your sou], when I was nothing but a cletk in
his office, Copperficld, I've seen him twenty times, if I've
secn him once, quite in a taking about it—quite put out, you
~.. know (and very proper in him as a father; I'm sure J can't
" blame him), to think that Miss Agnes was mixing herself up
“with what oughtn’t to be.”

“My dear Strong,” said Mr. Wickfield, in a tremulous
voice, “my good friend, I needn't tell you that it has been
my vice to look for some one master motive in everybody,
and to try all actions by one narrow test. I may have fallen
into such doubts as I have had, through this mistake.”

*“You have had doubts, Wickfield ? ” said the Doctor, with-
out lifting up his head. ¢ You have had doubts?”

 Speak up, fellow-partner,” urged Uriah,

“T had, at one time, certainly,” said Mr, Wickfiecld, ¢ I—
God forgive me—1I thought yor had.”

“NQ, no, nol” returned the Daoctor, in a tone of most
pathetic grief,

T thought, at one time,” said Mr, Wickficld, “that you
wished to send Maldon abroad to effect a desirable separation.”

“No, no, no!” returned the Doctor, “To give Annic
pleasure, by making some provision for the companion of her
thildhood.” Nothing else.”
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Linly tending in one direction (and that so natural), is
tter than mine”

1 had often admired, as I have elsewhere described, his
benignant manner towards his youthful wife ; but the respect-
ful tenderness he manifested in every reference to her on this
occasion, and the almost reverential manner in which he put
away from him the lightest doubt of her integrity, exalted
him, in my eyes, beyond description.

«] married that lady,” said the Doctor, *when she was
extremely young. T took her to myself when her character
was scarcely formed.  So far as it was developed, it had been
my happiness to form jt. I knew her father well. I knew
her well. I had taught her what I could, for the Jove of all
her beautiful and virtuous qualities.  If I did her wrong—as
1 fear I did, in taking advantage (but I never meant 1t) of
ber gratitude and her affection—I ask pardon of that lady, in
my heart 1™

He walked across the room, and came back to the same
place, holdng the chair with a grasp that trembled, like his
subdued voice, in its eamnestness,

7 regarded myself as a refuge for her from the dangers
and vicissitudes of life. I persuaded myself that, unequal
though we were in years, she would live tranquilly and con-
tentedly with me. 1 did not shut out of my consideration
the time when I should leave her free, and still young and
still beautiful, but with her judgment more matured—no,
gentlemen, upon my truth (> 3 5

His homely figure seemed to be hghtened up by his fidelity
and generesity, Every word he uttered had a foree that no
other grace could have imparted to it,

_“My Ife with this lady has been very happy. Until to-
night, T have had uninterrupted occasion to bless the day on
which I did her great injustice.” )

His voice, more and more faltering in the utt:mnceL
thase words, stopped for 2 few moments ; then he wenton

“Once awakened from my dream—I have been.a |
Ereamer, in one way or other, all my hfe—T see L
2is that she should have some regretful feeling
94 companion and her equal That she

some innocent regret, with some

"
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 deny it} You

.ou k
deny 1t with the bes jntentions but don't do it, Copper
field.”

the mild eye of the good old Doctor turned vpor
and 1 felt that the confession of my olt
misgivings and remembrances was too W inly \ritten in My

g
face to be overlooked- Tt was of no use raging. 1 could not

undo that. Say what 1 would, T could not unsay it.

We were silent again, and remained 50 until the Doctor

ed twice OF thrice across the Toom. Presently

« T have been nuch to blame- 1 believe 1 have been very
much to blame 1 have exposed oneé whom 1 i
heart 1O trials and aspersions——l call them aspers'xons, even

to have been concei
she never, but for me, could have been the object.

.

. Uriah Heep g3Ve a kind of snivel—

pathy.
«Qf which my Annie,” said the Doctoh «pever, but for

me, could have Peen the object. Gentlemen, 1 am old oW,
as you know; 1 do not feel, to-night, that 1 have much 1C
“fa—upon the truth and honou!

2 c—
of the dear 1ady who has been the subject of this conversd

”

1 do not think that the best embodiment of chivalry, th

realization of the handsomest and most romantic figure €V
imagined by painter could have said this with 2 more i
pressive and affecting dignity than the plain old Doctor dic

«put T am not prcpnrcd," he went on, 10 dcny——per’na
. 1 may have been, without Jknowing it, in some degrce P
arcd to admit—that 1 ™%y have unwittingly ensnare

1ady into an unhappy marriage. 1am?2 man quite unace
tpmed to observe 5 and I cannot but believe that the obse
tion of several people, of different 2gcs and positions, &
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gf‘:.!ytr.ding'monedimaim (2nd that so rpatomal), is
zer than mine™
1 124 often admired, 25 T tave elsexhere described, His
benfgmart manner towards his youthful wife ; bes the respect-
{21 tend he manifested in every refe to ber on this
ocrasion, 2nd the almost reverential manner in which ke put
vy from him the lightest doubt of her integrity, exlted

iz, in @y eyes, beyond desaription.

*1 married that bdy,” s2id the Docter, “when she was
exremely younz, 1 took her to myself when her character
w25 scarcely formed.  So far as it was developed, it had been
£y bappness to form it I knew her father well. Iknew
ber vl I had taushe her what I conld, for the love of all
ber beautiful and viruoes qralines.  If I &id ber wrong—as
Ifar I &d, in toking advantage (but 1 never meart 1) of
Izrhgr:'md: and her aflection—I a5k pardon of that lady, in
oy beart1®

He walked across the room, and came back to the same
Ple, Bolding the chair with a grasp that trembled, Iike his
suidzed voice, in 1ts eamnestness,

“I rezarded myself s a refoze for her from the dangers
2od vidssitedes of life, 1 perszaded myself that, mmequal
though we were in years, she would live tranquilly and coa-
teiedly with me. 1 &d not shet out of my consideraticn
i time when I shotld leave her free, 2nd ill young and
f] vba:::iﬁ'ul. but with her judgment more mattred—na,
gienen, upon my truth 1

His homely fzure seemed to be Lightened np by hus £2eliy
22d generosity,” Every word be uttered bad 2 force that no
o2z grace conld have imparted to it

,“My Ife with this lady has been very keppy.  Urtil to-
£t T have bad uninterrupted occasion to bless the cay on
*2ch 18 her great injustice.”

His voics, more and mere faltering in the witerance of
esn words, stopped for 2 few moments ; then be wenten,—

“Once awakened from my cream—I kave been 2 poor
T'~'?‘-""—?. i cne way or other, all my Lie—1 see bow patural
Bis that she should have some regretful facling towards ber
dd eompanion and her equal  That she does regard bim
w2 some innoeent regret, with some blameless thonzhis of

p
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“ Copperfield,” he said, “there must be two parties to a
quarrel. 1 won't be one.” | .

“You may go to the devil {” said 1.

“Don't say that1” he replied. “I know you'll be sorry
afterwards. How can you make yourselt: so inferior to me
as to show such a bad spirit? But 1 forgive you.”

“You forgive me 1” I repeated disdainfully,

“Y do, and you can’t help yourself,” replied Uriah. “To
think of your going and attacking e, that have always been
a friend to youl But there can't be a quarge'x without two
parties, and I won't be one. 1 will be a friend to you, in
spite of you. So now you know what you've got to expect.”

The necessity of carrying on this dialogue (his part in

which was very slow, mine very quick) in a low tone, that
the house might not be disturbed at an unseasonable hour,
did not improve my temper, though my passion was cooling
down. Merely telling him that 1 should expect from him
what I always had expected, and had never yet been dis-
appointed in, I opened the door upon him, as if he had been
a great walnut put there to be cracked, and went out of the
house. But he slept out of the house too, at his mother’s
lodging ; and before T had gone many hundred yards, came
. up with me.
"~ *“You know, Copperfield,” he said, in my ear (I did not
turn my head), “ you're in quite a wrong position 3” which I
felt to be true, and that made me chafe the more. *VYou
can’t make this a brave thing, and you can’t help being
forgiven. I don't intend to mention it to mother, nor to
any living soul. I'm determined to forgive you. But I do
wonder that you should lift your hand against o person that
you knew to be so umble 1”

I felt only less mean than he. He knew me better than I
knew myself. I he had retorted or openly exasperated me,
it would have been a reliel and a justification ; but he had
ppthme on a slow fire, on which I lay tormented half the
night.

In the morning, when I came out, the early church bell
was ringing, and he was walking up and down with his
mother. He addressed me as if nothing had happened, and
Icould do nolessthan reply. [ had struck him hard enough



DAVID COPPERFIELR 1%

togivt " " the toothache, I suppose. ~ At all events his face
was tic 1p in & black silk handkerchief, which, with his hat
perched on the top of it, was far from improving his appear-
ance. I heard that he went to a dentist’s in London on the
Monday morning, and had a tooth out. I hope it was o
double one,

The Doctor gave out that he was not quite well, and
remained alone, for a considerable part of every day, during
the remainder of the visit.  Agnes and her father had been
gone & week before we resumed our usual work. On the
day Lm:eding its resumption, the Doctor gave me with his
own hands a folded note, not sealed. It was addressed to
myself, and laid an injunction on me. in a few affectionate
words, never to refer to the subject of that evening. I had
confided it to my aunt, but to no one else. It was not 2
subject I conld discuss with Agnes, and Agnes certainly had
not the least suspicron of what had passed.

Neither, I felt convinced, had Mrs. Strong then. Several
weeks elapsed before I saw the least change in her. 1t came
on slowly, like a cloud when there is no wind, At first, she
sﬁ:md PR o i Sy XU 04

tor spol
her mcdig:o
Often, wher .
sec her par
Afternards, 1 somctimes observed her rise, with her
eyes full of tears, and go out of the room. Gradually, an
s:h:xp;:y' shadow fell upon her beauty, and dcepened every

At Tabomme « ramidac inmata of tha enttaes
the '

i toTone . e
h et o o
m . .

undx_nss of his manner, and his benevolent solicitude for
ber, if they were capable of any increase, were increased. I
1w him once, early on the morming of her birthday, when
the came 1o sit in the window while we were at work (which
the had always done, but now began ta do with a tumid and
tacertain air that I thought very touching), take her forehead
between his hands, kiss it, and go hurriedly awas, too much
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« Copperfield,” he said, “there must be two parties to |
quarrel. I won’t be one.” .

“You may go to the devil 1” said L.

“Don't say that1” he replied. “I know youll be somr
afterwards. How can you make yourself so inferior to m
as to show such a bad spirit? But I forgive yow.”

“ You forgive me 1” I repeated disdainfully.

«T do, and you can't help yourself,” replied Uriah. “T.
think of your going and attacking s, that have always bee
afriend to youl But there can’t be a quarrel without tw
parties, and I won’t be one. I will be a friend to you, i
spite of you. So now you know what you've got to expect.’

The necessity of carrying on this dialogue (his part ©
which was very slow, mine very quick) in a low tone, tha
the house might not be disturbed at an unseasonable how
did not improve my temper, though my passion was coolin
down. Merely telling him that I should expect from hir
what I always had expected, and had never yet been di:
appointed in, I opened the door upon him, as if he had bee;
a great walnut put there to be cracked, and went out of th
house. But he slept out of the house too, at his mother

- Jodging ; and before I had gone many hundred yards, cam
.+ with me,

“You know, Copperfield,” he said, in my ear (I did nc
turn my head), *you’re in quite a wrong position ;” which
felt to be true, and that made me chafe the more. *VYo
can't make this a brave thing, and you can't help bein
forgiven. I don't intend to mention it to mother, nor t
any living soul. I'm determined to forgive you. But I d
wonder that you should lift your hand against a person tha
you knew to be so umble 17

I felt only less mean than he.  He knew me better than
knew myself.  If he had retorted or openly exasperated me
it would have been a relief and a justification ; but he ha
ppthmc on a slow fire, on which I lay tormented half th
mgnt,

In the morning, when I came out, the carly church be
was ringing, and he was walking up and down with hi
mother. He addressed me as if nothing had happened, an
Icould do nolessthanreply. [ had struck him hard enoug
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The Doctor gave out that he was not quite well, and
rezined alone, for a considerable part of every day, during
Leremainder of the visit, Agnes and her father had been
rmea week before we resumed our usual work. On the
4y preceding 1ts resumption, the Doctor gave me with his
n bands a folded note, not sealed, It was addressed to
zpdf and Ind an injunction on me. in a few affectionate
roxds, never to refer to the subject of that evening, I had
i it to my aunt, but to no one else. It was not a
et T eould discuss with Agnes, and Agnes certainly had
@ eleast suspicion of what had passed.

Vihee pral, " T T N Y L Several

" s : It came
’ [ "t first, she
=010 wonder at the gentle compassion with which the
931t soke to her, and at his wish that she should hare
2 uotbher with her, to relieve the dull moenotony of her life,
%, when we were at work, and she was sitting by, I would
22 pansing and looking at him with that memorable
& Alterwards, T sometimes observed her fise, with her
S of tears, and go out of the room. Gradually, an
=2ppy shedow fell upon her beauty, and deepened every
T Mo Markleham was a regular inmate of the cottage
= bt she talked and talked, and saw nothing.
A i ige stole on Annie, once like sunshine in the
Xors bouse, the Doctor became older 11 appearance, and
T gwe; but the sweetness of his temper, the placid
Maesy of b manner, and his benevolent solicitude for
¥ty were eapable of any inerease, were increased. 1
T b1 once, euly on the morming of her birthday, when
{32 tositin the window while we were at work (thth,_\
:L’d.‘!'ﬂ)'s dane, but now began to do with a timid and
i g thay thought very touching), take her forehes ™\
by bands, kiss it, and go hurriedly away, too mu,
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moved to remain. { saw her stand where he had lelt her,
like a statue ; and then bend down her head, and clasp her
hands, and weep, I cannot say how sorrowfully.

Sometimes, after that, I fancied that she tried to speak,
even to me, in intervals when we were left alone. But she
never uttered a word. The Doctor always had some new
project for her participating in amusements away from home
with her mother ; and Mrs. Markleham, who was very fond
of amusements, and very casily dissatisfied with anything else,
entered into them with great goodwill, and was loud in her
commendations. But Annie, in a spiritless, unhappy way,
only went whither she was led, and secemed to have no care
for anything.

1 did not know what to think. Neither did my aunt, who
must have waltked, at various times, 2 hundred miles in her
uncertainty. What was strangest of all was, that the only
real relief which seemed to make its way into the secret
region of this domestic unhappiness, made its way there in
the person of Mr. Dick.

What his thoughts were on the subject, or what his obser-
vation was, I am as unable to explain, as I dave say he would
.. have been to assist me in the task. But, as I have recorded

“.in the narrative of my school days, his veneration for the
Doctor was unbounded ; and there is a subtlety of perception
in real attachment, even when it is borne towards man by
one of the lower animals, which leaves the highest intellect
behind. To this mind of the heart, if I may call it so, in
Mr. Dick, some bright ray of the truth shot straight.

He had proudly resumed his privilege, in many of his
spare hours, of walking up and down the garden with the
Doctor, as he had been accustomed to pace up and down
the Doctor’s Walk at Canterbury, But matters were no
sooner in this state, than he devoted all his spare time (and
got up earlier to make it more) to these perambulations, If
he had never been so happy as when the Doctor read that
marvellous performance, the Dictionary, to him, he was now
quite miserable unless the Doctor pulled it out of his pocket,
and began. When the Doctor and I were engaged, he now
fell into the custom of walking up and down with Mrs.
Strong, and helping her to trim her favourite flowers, or weed
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the beds. 1 dare say he rarely spoke a dozen words in an
hour. But his quiet interest, and his wistful face, found
immedate response in both their breasts; each knew that
the other liked him, and that he loved both ; and he became
what no onc else could be—a link between them.

When 1 think of him, with his impenetrably wise face,
walking up and down with the Doctor, delighted to be bat-
tered by the hard words in the Dictionary—when I think
of him ‘eamying huge watering-pots after Annie; kneeling
down, in very paws of gloves, at patient microscopic work
among the Ittle leaves; expressing as no philosophier could
have expressed, in everything he did, a delicate desire to
be her (ric:ld ; showenng sympathy, lmsu'ulncs?, and aflee

.. " 1 e [ tea - !"“

ho - " L
feel almost ashamed of having known that he was not quite
in his wits, taking account of the utmost I have done with
mine.

“Nobody but 'm?u\r, Trot, knows what that man is{” my

aunt would proudly remark when we conversed about it
*Dick will distinguish himself yet1*

I must refer to one other topic before I close this chapter,
While the visit at the Doctor's was still in progress, I ob-
served that the postman brought two or three letters ev:
morning for Uriah Heep, who remained at Highgate until
the rest went hack, it being a leisure time; and that these
were always directed in a businesslike manner by Mr. Mi-
cawber, who now assumed a round legal hand. I was glad
to infer, from these slight premises, that Mr. Micawber was
doing well, and quently was much surprised to receive
about this time the following letter from his amiable wife s—

' “ CANTERDURY, Monday Evening,
*You will doubtless be ised, my dear Mr. Copperfield,
to receive this communication.  Still more so, by its contents.
8ull more 80, by the latien of i d i

of implieit which

o

o
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1 beg to impose. But my feelings as a wife and mother
require relief; and as I do not wish to consult my family
{already obnoxious to the feelings of Mr. Micawber), I know
no one of whom I can better ask advice than my friend and
former lodger. :

“YVou may be aware, my dear Mr. Copperfield, that be-
tween myself and Mr. Micawber (whom I will never desert)
there has always been preserved a spirit of mutual confidence.
Mr. Micawber may have occasionally given a bill without
consulting me, or he may have misled me as to the period
when that obligation would become due. This has actually
happened. But, in general, Mr. Micawber has had no
secrets from the bosom of affection—I allude to his wife—
and has invariably, on our retirement to rest, recalled the
events of the day.

“You will picture to yourself, my dear Mr. Copperfield,
what the poignancy of my feelings must be, when I in-
form you that Mr. Micawber is entirely changed. He is
reserved. He is secret.  His life is a mystery to the part-
ner of his joys and sorrows—1 again allude to his wife—
and if I should assure you that beyond knowing that it s
passed from morning to night at the office, I now know
Iess of it than I do of the man in the south, connected
with whose mouth the thoughtless children repeat an idle
tale respecting cold plum-porridge, I should adopt a popu-
lar fallacy to express an actual fact.

“But this is not all. Mr. Micawber is morose. He is
severe.  He is estranged from our eldest son and daughter;
he has no pride in his twins; he looks with an eye of coldness
even on the unoffending stranger who last became a member
of our circle. The pecuniary means of meeting our expenses,
kept down to the utmost farthing, are obtained from him
with great difficulty, and even under fearful threats that he
will Settle himself (the exact expression) ; and he inexorably
re(;qses to give any explanation whatever of this distracting
policy.

“This is hard to bear. This is heart-breaking. If you
will advise me, knowing my feeble powers such as they are,
how you think it will be best to exert them in a dilemma so
unwonted, you will add another friendly obligation to the

RV
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% any you have already rendered me.  With loves from the
Zchildren, and a smile from the happily-unconscious stranger,
<] remain, dear Mr, Copperfield,

S “Your afflicted,

" “Esma MICAWBER.”

1 did not feel justified in giving a wife of Mrs. Micawber'’s
pericnce any other d than that she should
try to reclaim Mr. Micawber by patience and kindness (as I
knew she would in any case) ; but the letter set me thinking
about him very much.

1 s CHAPTER XLIIL

' ANOTHER RETROSPECT.

e
Oxcx again let me pause upon a memorable penod of my
. Iife. Let me stand aside tossce the phantoms of those days
© g0 by me, accompanying the shadow of myself, in dim pro-
, cession,
© Wecks, months, scasons pass along. They seem linle
, more than a'summer day and 2 sinter evening, Now, the
2 Common where I walk with Dora 15 all in bloom, a field of
~ bright gold; and now the unseen heather lies in mounds and
« bunches underneath a covenng of snow. In a breath, the
, fiver that flows through our Sunday walks is sparkling in the
{ summer sun, is ruffed by the winter wind, or thickened with
* drifting heaps of ice.  Faster than ever nuer ran towards the
sea, it flashes, darkens, and rolls away.
Not a thread changes in the house of the two little bird-
. like ladies. The clock ticks over the fireplace, the weather-
glass hangs in the hall. Nesther clock nor weatherglass is
ever right, but we believe in both devoutly.
I have come legally to man's estate—I have attained the
dignity of twenty-one. But this is a sort of dignity that may
thrisst upon one.  Let me think what I have achieved.
1 have tamed that savage stenographic mystery. I make
a respectable income by it. 1 am in high repute for
arcomplishment in all pertaming to the art, and am
with eleven others in reporting the debates in Parlia
7
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a morning newspaper. Night after night I record predic-
tions that never come to pass, professions that are never ful-
filled, explanations that are only meant to mystify. I wallow
in words., Britannia, that unfortunate female, is always be-
fore me like a trussed fowl—skewered through and through
with office-pens, and bound hand and foot with red tape. I
am sufficiently behind the scenes to know the worth of polit-
jcal life. I am guite an infidel about it, and shall never be
converted.

My dear old Traddles has tried his hand at the same pur-
suit, but it is not in Traddles’s way. He is perfectly good-
humoured respecting his failure, and reminds me that he
always did consider himself slow. He has occasional em-
ployment on the same newspaper, in getting up the facts of
dry subjects, to be written about and embellished by more
fertile minds. He is called to the bar; and with admirable
industry and self-denial has scraped another hundred pounds
together, to fee a conveyancer .whose chambers he attends.
A great deal of very hot port wine was consumed at his call
and, considering the figure, I should think the Inner Temple

-, must have made a profit by it.

I have come out in another way. I have taken, with fear

“and trembling, to authorship. I wrote a Jittle something in

secret, and sent it to & magazine, and it was published in the
magazine. Since then I have taken heart to write a good
many trifling pieces. Now I am regularly paid for them.

Altogether, I am well off. When I tell my income on the
fingers of my left hand, I pass the third finger and take in
the fourth to the middle joint.

. We have removed from Buckingham Street to a pleasant
little cottage very near the one I looked at when my enthu-
siasm first came on. My aunt, however (who has sold the
house at Dover to good advantage), is not going to remain
here, but intends removing herself to a still more tiny cottage
gloszl: at hand. What does this portend? My marriage?

les

Yes, I am going to be marred to Dora! Miss Lavinia
and Miss Clarissa have given their consent; and if ever
canary birds were in a flutter, they are.  Miss Livinia, self-
charged with the superintendence of my darling’s wardrobe,

Fiws
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is constantly cutting out brown-paper cuirasses, and differir
in opinion from & highly respectable young man, with & lor
bundle, and & yard-measure under his arm. A dressmake
always stabbed in the breast with a necdle and thread, boar
end lodzes in the house, and seems to me, eating, drinkin
or slecping, never to take her thimbleoffl.  They makea Iy
Lzure of my dear.  They are slways sending for her to con
and try something on. We can't be happy together for &1
minutes in the evening, but some intrunve female knocks
the door, and says, “ Ob, if you please, Miss Dora, would yx
£tep upstairs 1™

Miss Clarissa and my aunt ream all ever London to fir
out articles of furniture for Dora and me to look at
would be better for them to buy the 2t cnce wit
out this ceremony of inspection ; for when we go to see
kitchen fender 2nd meat-screen, Dors sees 2 Chinese bouw
for Jip, with littie bells on the top, and prefers that.  And
takes a long time to accustom Jip to his new residence aft
we have bought it; whenever he goes in or out, he makes :
the little bells ring, and 13 hombly frightened.

Pegrotty comes up to make herself useful, and fallsto wor
immedutely.  Her departmer: appears to be to clean ever
thing over and over agamn.  She rubs everythung that can t
rubbed untl it shines, like ber own bonest forehead, wit
perpeteal friction.  And now it is that T begin to see b
solitary brother passing through the dark streets et night, orn
looking, a3 he goss, among the wandering faces. I new
speak to him at such an hour. 1 know too well, 2s his gray
fizure passes onward, what he secks, and what he dreads.

Why does Traddles look so important when he calls upc
me this aft in the C where I still ionall;
2ttend, for form's sake, when I have tme? The realiztion
of my boyish day-dreams isst hand. I 2m going to take out
the Lioence.

It is 2 little document to do so much; and Traddles con-
templates it, s it lies upon my desk, half in admuaton, half
inewe. There are the names in the sweet old visionary con-
nection, David Copperfield and Dora Spenlow; and there,
in the comer, is that parental institution, the Sta=a, O‘E
which is 50 benignanily interested in the n.nm:(s’\ <

B
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of human life, looking down upon our union; and there is
the Archbishop of Canterbury invoking a blessing on us in
print, and doing it as cheap as could possibly be expected.

Nevertheless, I am in a dreaxm—a flustered, happy, hurried
dream. I can't believe that it is going to be ; and yet I can’t
believe but that every one I pass in the strect must have some
kind of perception that I am to be married the day after to-
morrow. ‘The Surrogate knows me when I go down to be
sworn, and disposes of me easily, as if there were a Masonic
understanding between us. Traddles is not at all wanted,
but is in attendance as my general backer.

“T hope the next time you come here, my dear fellow,” I
say to Traddles, “it will be on the same errand for yourself,
And I hope it will be soon.”

“Thank you for your good wishes, my dear Copperfield,”
he replies. “I hope so toe.  It's a satisfaction to know that
she'll wait for me any length of time, and that she really is
the dearest girl—-"

“When are you to meet her at the coach?” I ask.

“ At seven,” says Traddles, looking at his plain old silver
~ watch—the very watch he ance took a wheel out of at school
- to make a water-mill.  “ That is about Miss Wickfield's time,
is it not?”

* A little earlier. Her time is half-past eight.”

*1 assure you, my dear boy,” says Traddles, “T am almost
as pleased as if I were going to be married myself, to think
that this event is coming to such a happy termination. And
really the great friendship and consideration of personally as-
saciating Sophy with the joyful occasion, and inviting her to
be a bridesmaid in conjunction with Miss Wickfield, demands
my warmest thanks. I am extremely sensible of it.”

I hear him, and shake hands with him, and we talk, and
walk, l‘:md dine, and so on; but I don’t believe it. Nothing
is rea

Sophy arrives at the house of Dora's aunts in due course.
She has the most agrecable of faces—not absolutely beautiful,
but extraordinarily pleasant—and is one of the most genial,
unafiected, frank, engaging creatures I have ever seen,  Trad-
dles presents her to us with great pride, and rubs his hands
for ten minutes by the clock, with every individual hair upon
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his head st.mding on tiptoe, when I congratulate him in a
corner on his choice.
IL.-.L L Ao fapie .L,_l“._;..l...—.. r—‘--l..__vll-..

e .t PR

and are supremely happy; but I don't believe it yet. I
can't collect mysell. I can’t check off my happiness as it
takes place. I feel in a misty and unsettled kind of state;
23 if T had got up very early in the moming a week or
two ago, and had never been to bed since. I can’t make
out when yesterdayy was. I scem to have been carrying
the licence about in my pocket many months.

Next day, too, when we all go in n flock to see the
house—our house—Dora's and mine—I am quite unable
to regard myself as its master. I seem to be there by per-
mission of somebody else. 1 half expect the real master ta
come home presently, and say he is glad to sce me.  Sucha
beautiful little house a3 it is, with everything so bright and
new; with the flowers on the carpet looking as if freshly

thered, and the green leaves on the paper as if they had
i:st come out; with the spotless mushn curtains, and the

lushing rose-coloured fumniture ; and Dora’s garden hat with
the blue ribbon—do I remember, now, how I loved her in
such another hat when I first knew her >—already hanging on
its little peg ; the guitar-case quite at home onits heels ina
comer; and everybody tumbling over Jip's pagoda, which is
much too big for the establishment.
. Another happy evening, quite as unreal as all the rest of
it, and I steal mto the usual room before going away, Dora
is not there. I suppose they have not done trying on yet.
Miss Lavinia peeps in, and tells me mysteriously that she
will not be long ~ She is rather long, notwithstandingf

-and-by I hear a rustling at the door, and some one ‘ R

Isay, “Comein!™ But some one taps aga®™™

1 g0 to the door, wondering whoitis T
of bght eyes and a blushing face ; they are
lice, and Miss Lavinia has dressed ber in -

»
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bonnet and all, for me to see. I take my little wife to my
heart, and Miss Lavinia gives a little scream because I tumble
the bonnet, and Dora laughs and cries at once because I am
so pleased ; and I believe it less than ever.

“Do you think it pretty, Doady?” says Dora.

Pretty! I should rather think I did, .

“ And are you sure you like me very much?” says Dora.

The topic 1s fraught with such danger to the bonnet that
Miss Lavinia gives another little scream, and begs me to
understand that Dora is only to be looked at, and on no
account to be touched. So Dora stands in 2 delightful state
of confusion for a minute or two to be admired, and then -
takes off her bonnet—Ilooking so natural without it l-—and
runs away with it in her hand; and comes dancing down
again in her own familiar dress, and asks Jip if I have got
a beautiful little wife, and whether he'll forgive her for being
married, and kneels down to make him stand upon the
cookery book for the last time in her single life.

I go home more incredulous than ever, to a lodging that I
have hard by; and get up very early in the morning, to ride

". to the Highgate Road and fetch my aunt.

I have never seen my aunt in such state, She is dressed
in lavender-coloured silk, and has a white bonnet on, and is
amazing. Janet has dressed her, and is there to look at me.
Pegpotty is ready to go to church, intending to behold the
ceremony from the gallery. Mr. Dick, who is to give my
darling to me at the altar, has had his hair curled, Traddles,
whom I have taken up by appointment at the tumnpike, pre-
sents a dazzling combination of cream colour and light blue;
and both he and Mr. Dick have a general effect about them
of being all gloves.

No doubt I see this, because I know it is soj but I am
astray, and seem to see nothing, nor do I believe anything
whatever.  Still, as we drive along in an open carriage, this
fairy marriage is real enough to fill me with a sort of wonder-
ing pity for the unfortunate people who have no part in it,
but are sweeping out the shops, and going to their daily
occupations,

My aunt sits with my hand in hers all the way. When we
stop, a little way short of the church, to put down Peggotty,

s

hie
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whom we have broeght on the bex she gives it 8 squvens end
e a kis,

“Gad Bless you Toot! My own Boy rever coeld be
doarer. ] Runk of poor dear Rady iy momdeg”

“Sodo 15 and et all T owe to v

“Thz, chOd 1Y says oy aurt, and give
Zowing cordiility B Trdlies who hm gives N
DRY, who then gves his to o, who then give
Traddles, and then we come 10 e cherch dovr

The church it calm envigh Tamsure bt R ikt e a
shaxmpower oo in full seticn for any sadaive efect it has
cnre. Iam too far gore for that,

The rest & 811 8 more of ks invederers dream,

A dreem of their coming in wth Domy of the peweperes
srranging v, e 2 Crilbeergeant, before the altar mid; of
¥ worderieg, even thery why pewoperens st abwars be
00 et sroeable formalos En\tm}}c. and whotber theee
B any riizicos drowd of a dismsmoes nfoton of good
Remers, which rerders @t indipensalle o set those vessels
of vizegar tpen the road to heaven,

OF the clorgynmuan and clerk appeaning ; of 2 fow hatoeen
and some ether pevple strells 3. of an xraent marirer

bebind me strorgly taveerng the church with rem; of e
sarvioe beginning In & doep voive, and cur &l being very

iniz, who scts 2y & srobandliny bridesmaid
being the frst to oy, and of ber daing Dormae (ss D aske 1)
£ the mersery of Drdger in sods i of Miss Clansss spplyiny
3 seelinpdottle s of Agnes trking came of Ivmy, of my aunt
edervorring to represnt henwll 23 & wodel of stiemness,
wih tears rolling down ber f22e; of e Dom tembling
very puxch, xmd euking ber respenss in furt whispers,

ot Yo down together, sde by e, of Doy
mohing kess and ess bt adwars clasping Agees by the
Bamd s of the servive being got through Quietly and grawely;
of cur a7 hocding a3 cther 17 2a Apedl s33t of smiles
2 tears when 13 over; of my voung wite bewrg hysterieal
2 the vestry, amd orping for ber poor pape, ber dear pape

Of et sccn eheening vp again, and cur siring the regisser
R reerd. OFf my going inte the mlery for Peggeny, o
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bring Jer to sign it; of Peggolty’s hugging me in a comer,
and telling me she saw my own dear mother married ; of its
being over, and our going away. L

Of my walking so proudly and lovingly down the aisle with
my sweet wife upon my arm, through a mist of half-scen
people, pulpits, monuments, pews, fonts, organs, and church-
windows, in which there flutter faint airs of association with
my childish church at home so long ago.

Of their whispering, as we pass, what a youthful couple we
are, and what a pretty little wife she is.  Of our all being so
merry and tatkative in the carriage going back. Of Sophy
telling us that when she saw Traddles (whom I had entrusted
with the licence) asked for it, she almost fainted, having been
convinced that he would contrive to lose it, or to have his
pocket picked. Of Agnes laughing gaily ; and of Dora being
so fond of Agnes that she will not be separated from her, but
still keeps her hand.

Of there being a breakfast, with abundance of things,
=i, pretty and substantial, to eat and drink, whereof I partake,
- 7. as I should do in any other dream, without the least percep-

*- stion of their flavour; eating and drinking, as I may say,

nothing but love and marriage, and no more believing in the
viands than in anything else.

Of my making a speech in the same dreamy fashion,

i without having an idea of what I want to say, beyond

such as may be comprehended in the full conviction that
I haven't said it. Of our being very sociably and simply
happy (always in a dream though); and of Jip’s having
wedding cake, and its not agreeing with him afterwards.

Of the pair of hired post-horses being ready, and of Dora’s
going away to change her dress. Of my aunt and Miss
Clarissa remaining with us ; and our walking in the garden;
and my aunt, who has made quite a speech at breakfast
touching Dora’s aunts, being mightily amused with herself,
but a little proud of it too.

\ Of Dora’s being ready, and of Miss Lavinia’s hovering
about her, loth to lose the pretty toy that has given her =0
much pleasant occupation. Of Dora’s making a long sexies of
surprised discoveries that she has forgotten all sorts of little
: things ; and of everybody's running everywhere to fetch $hem.

<
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Of their all closing about Dora when at last she begins to
say good-bye, looking, with their bright colours and nbbons,
like a bed of flowers. Of my darling being almost smothered
among the flowers, and coming out, laughing and crying both
together, to my jealous arms.

Of my wanting to carry Jip (who is to go along with us),
and Dora’s saying, No, that she must carry him, or else he’ll
think she don’t Iike him any more now she is married, and
will break his heart. Of our going arm in arm, and Dora
stopping and looking back, and saying, “1f T have ever been
€r10s§_or ung 1l to anybody, don't ber it1” and
bursting into tears.

Of her waving her little hand, and our going away once
more. Of her once more stopping and looking back, and
hurrying to Agnes, and giving Agnes, above all the others,
her last kisses and farewells.

We drive away together, and I awake from the dream. I
believe it at last. It is my dear, dear little wife beside me,
whom I love so well!

. “Are you happy now, you foolish boy?” says Dora, *and
sure you don’t repent?”

T have stood aside to see the phantoms of those days go
byme. They are gone, and I resume the journey of my story.

CHAPTER XLIV.
OUR HOUSEKEEPING.

It was a strange condition of things, the honeymoon being
oner, and the bridesmads gone home,‘whcn I found :nyself

T . . .

to see her, not to have any occaston to be tormenting myself
about her, not to have to write to her, not to be scheming
and devising opportunities of being alone with her,  Some-
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times of an evening, when I looked up from my writing, and
saw her seated opposite, I would lean back in my chair, and
think how queer it was that there we were, alone together as
a matter of course—nobody’s business any more—all the ro-
mance of our engagement put away upon & shelf, to rust—no
one to please but one another—one another to please for life.

When there was a debate, and I was kept out very late,
it seemed so strange to me, as I was walking home, to _think
that Dora was at home! It was such a wonderful thing at
first to have her coming softly down to talk to me as I ate
my supper. It was such a stupendous thing to know for
certain that she put her hair in papers. It was altogether |
such an astonishing event to see her do it!

I doubt whether two young birds could have known less
about keeping house than I and my pretty Dora did. We
had a servant, of course. She kept house for us. I have still
a latent belief that she must have been Mrs. Crupp'’s daughter
in disguise, we had such an awful time of it with Mary Anne.

Her name was Paragon. Her nature was represented to
us, when we engaged her, as being feebly expressed in her

- name. She had a written character as large as a proclama-

- ition, and, according to this document, could do everything
of a domestic nature that ever I heard of, and a great many
things that T never did hear of. She was & woman in the
prime of life ; of a severe countenance ; and subject (particu-
larly in the arms) to a sort of perpetual measles or fiery rash,
She had a cousin in the Life Guards, with such long legs
that he looked like the afternoon shadow of somebody else.
His shell-jacket was as much too little for him as he was too
big for the premises.  He made the cottage smaller than it
need have been, by being so very much out of proportion to
it. Besides which, the walls were not thick, and whenever
he passed the evening at our house we always knew of it by
hearing one continual growl in the kitchen.

Our treasure was warranted sober and honest. 1 am there-
fore willing to believe that she was in a fit when we found
her under the boiler, and that the deficient teaspoons were
attributable to the dustman,

_ But she preyed upon our minds dreadfully. We felt our
inexperience, and were unable 1o help curselves. We should

3
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have been at her mercy, if she had had any; but she was a
remorseless woman, and had none. She was the cause of
our first little quarrel,

My dearest life,” I said one day to Dora, “do you think
Mary Anne has any idea of time?”

“Why, Doady?” inquired Dora, locking up innocently
from her drawing.

“My love, because it’s five, and we were to have dined at

four,

Dora glanced wistfully at the clock, and hinted that she
thought it was too fast.

«On the contrary, my love,” said 1, referring to my watch,
“ivs a few minutes too slow.”

My little wife came and sat upon my knee, to coax me to be
quist, and drew 2 line with her pencil down the middle of my
nose; but I couldn’t dine off that, though it was very agrecable.

“Don't you think, my dear,” said I, “it would be better
for you to remonstrate with Mary Anne?”

“Oh, no, please ; I couldn’t, [Joady !" said Dora.

“Why not, my Jove?"” I gently asked,

*Oh, becawse I am such a little goose,” said Dora, *and
she knows I am 1”

1 thought this sentiment so incompatible with the estab-
lisl}iu:l:ent of any system of check on Mary Anne, that I frowned
a little.

“QOh, what ugly wrinkles in my bad boy’s forehead 1” said
Dora ; and still being on my knee, she traced them with her
pencil, putting it to her rosy ips to make it mark blacker,
and working at my forchead with 2 quaint little mockery of
being industrious that quite delighted me in spite of myself.

“There’s a good child,” smd Dora; *it makes its face so
much prettier to laugh.”

“But, my love,” said L

“No, no, please]” cried Do, with o kiss, *“don't be a
naughty Blue Beard! Don’t be serious1”

"aﬂy precious wile,” said 1, “we must be serious som”
times. " Come; sit down on this chair, close beside
Give me the pencil]l There! Now let us talk sensi
You know. dear”—what a little hand jt was to hold,

what a tiny wedding-nng it was to seel-="you knu:r, my
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love, it is not exactly comfortable to have to go out without
one's dinner.  Now, is it?” '

“N—n~—no !” replied Dora faintly.

“My love, how you tremble !” o

“Because I xNow you're going to scold me,” exclaimed
Dora, in a piteous voice.

“My sweet, I am only going to reason.”

% QOh, but reasoning is worse than scolding!” exclaimed
Dora, in despair. I didn’t marry to be reasoned with. If
you meant to reason with such a poor little thing as I am,
you ought to have told me so, you cruel boy I”

I tried to pacify Dora, but she turned away her face, and
shook her curls from side to side, and said, “You cruel, cruel
boy!” so many times, that I really did not exactly know what
to do; so I took a few turns up and down the room in my
uncertainty, and came back again.

“Dara, my darling!”

“No, I am not your darling. Because you mus? be sorry
that you married me, or else you wouldn’t reason with mel”

s returned Dora.

I felt so injured by the inconsequential nature of this

:i'charge, that it gave me courage to be grave.

“Now, my own Dora,” said I, “you are very childish, and
are talking nonsense. You must remember, I am sure, that
I was obliged to go out yesterday when dinner was half over;
and that, the day before, I was made quite unwell by being
obliged to cat underdone veal in a hurry; to-day, I don't
dine at all—and I am afraid to say how long we waited for
breakfast—and #%en the water didn't boil. I don’t mean to
reproach you, my dear, but this is not comfortable.”

“Oh, you cruel, cruel boy, to say I am a disagreeable
wife 1" cried Dora,

*“Now, my dear Dora, you must know that I never said that!”

“You said I wasn't comfortable!” said Dora.

*I said the housekeeping was not comfortable.”

“It's exactly the same thing!” cded Dora. And she evi-
dently thought so, for she wept most grievously,

_I'took another turn acrass the room, full of love for my pretty
wife, and distracted by self-accusatory inclinations to knock
my head against the door. I sat down again, and said,—
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“] am not blaming you, Dora. We have both a great
deal to leamn. I am only trying to show you, my dear, that
you must—you really must” (I was resolved not to give this
up) “accustom yourself to look after Mary Anne. Likewise
‘o act a Little for yourself, and me.”

“I wonder, I do, at your making such ungrateful speeches,”
sobbed Dorz, “when you know that the other day, when
you said you would like a little bit of fish, I went out myself,
miles and miles, and ordered it, to surprise you.”

*“And it was very kind of you, my own darling,” said L.
“1 felt it so much that I wouldn't on any account have even
mentioned that you bought a salmon—swhich was too much
for two. Or that it cost one pound six—which was more
than we can afford.”

“You enjoyed it very much,” sobbed Dora. "“And you
£3id T was a mouse.”

“And I} say so agnin, my love,” I retumed, *a thousand
times1”

But T had wounded Dora's soft httle heart, and she was
not to be comforted. She was so patheuc in her sobbing
and bewailing, that I felt as if T had said I don't know
what to hurt her. I was obliged to hurry away; I was
kept out late; and I felt all night such pangs of remorse
as made me miserabl d the of an assas-
sin, and was haunted by a vague sense of enormous wicked-
ness,

It was two or three hours past midnight when T got home.
1 found my aunt, in our hous siting up for me.

“Ts anything the matter, aunt?” said 1, alarmed. 3

“Nothing, Trot,” she replied. *Sit down, sit down. Little
Blossom has been rather out of spinits, and I have been keep-
ing her company—that’s all”

1 leaned my head upon my hand, and felt more sorry and
downcast, as I sat Jooking at the fire, than I could have sup-
pased possible so soon after the fulfilment of my brightest
hopes.” As I sat thinking, I happened to meet my aunt’s
eyes, which were resting on my face. There was an anxious
expression in them, but it cleared directly, .

“1 assure you, aunt,” said 1, “1 have been quite tnh2
oyself all night, to think of Dora’s being so.  Put -
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other intention than to speak to her tenderly and lovingly
about our home-affairs.” '

My aunt nodded encouragement.

*You must have patience, Trot,” said she.

«0Of course. Heaven knows I don’t mean to be unreasor:
able, aunt 1”

“No, no,” said my aunt. “But Little Blossom is a very
tender little blossom, and the wind must be gentle with her”

I thanked my good aunt, in my heart, for her tenderness
towards my wife ; and I was sure that she knew I did.

“Don’t you think, aunt,” said I, after some further con-
templation of the fire, “that you could advise and counsel
Dora a little, for our mutual advantage, now and then?”

“Trot,” returned my aunt, with some emation, *“no!
Don't ask me such a thing”

Her tone was so very eamest that I raised my eyes in
surprise.

“T look back on my life, child,” said my aunt, “and I
think of some who are in their graves, with whom I might
have been on kinder terms. If I judged harshly of other

- people’s mistakes in marriage, it may have been because I

had bitter reason to judge harshly of my own. Let that
pass. I have been a grumpy, frumpy, wayward sort of a
woman, 2 good many years. I am still, and I always shall
be. But you and I have done one another some good, Trot
—at all events, you have done me good, my dear; and
division must not come between us, at this time of day.”

“Division between #s/” cried 1.

*Child, child!1” said my aunt, smoothing her dress, “how
soon it might come between us, or how unhappy 1 might
make our Little Blossom, if I meddled in anything, a prophet
couldn't say. I want our pet to Jike me, and be as gay asa
butterfly. Remember your own home, in that second mar-
riage, and never do both me and her the injury you have
hinted at1”

I comprchended at once that my aunt was right, and I
comprehended the full extent of her generous feeling towards
my dear wife.

“"These are early days, Trot,” she pursued, “and Rome
was not built in a day, nor in a year. You have chosen
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+ freely for yourself”—a cloud passed over her face for &
moment, I thought—*and you have chosen a very pretty
and a very affectionate creature. It will be your duty, and
it will be your pleasure too—of course I know that; I am
2ot delivering & lecture—to estimate her (as you chose her)
ty the qualities she has, and not by the qualities she may
mt have. The latter you must develop in her, if you can.
And if you cannot, child,” here my aunt rubbed her nose,
*you must just accustom yoursell to do without 'em. But
remember, my dear, your future is between you two. No
one can assist you; you are to work it out for yourselves,
This is marriage, Trot ; and Heaven bless you both in it, for
a pair of babes in the wood a3 you are 1”

My aunt said this in a sprightly way, and gave me a kiss
to ratify the blessing.

“Now,” said she, *light my kittle lantern, and see me into
my bandbox by the garden path ;” for there was a communi-
cation between our cottages in that direction. Give Betsey
Trotwood’s love to Blossom, when you come back; and what-
ever you do, Trot, never dream of setung Betsey up as a
scarecrow, for if J ever saw her in the glass, she’s quite grim
enough and gaunt enough in her private capacity I”

With this my aunt tied her head up in a handkerchief,
with which she was accustomed to make a bundle of it on
such occasions ; and T escorted her home,  As she stood in
her garden, holding up her little lantern 1o tight me bacl, I
thought her observation of me had an enxjous air again ; but
1 was too much oceupied in pondering on what she had said,
and too much impressed—for the first time, in reality—by
the conviction that Dom and I had indeed to work out our
future for ourselves, and that no one could assist us, to take
much notice of it.

Dora came stealing down in her little slippers, to mect me,
now that I was alone ; and cried upon my shoulder, and said
1had been hard-hearted and she had been naughty; and I
said much the same thing in effect, 1 believe; and we made
it up, and agreed that our first Little difference was to be our
Last, and that we were never to have another, if we bved 2, _,
bundred years,

The next domestic trial we went through, was the/(‘ .

4
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There was another thing I could have wished—namely,
that Jip had never been encouraged to walk about the table
cloth during dinner. I began to think there was something
disorderly in his being there at all, even if he had not been
in the habit of putting his foot in the salt or the melted
butter. On this occasion he seemed to think he was in-
troduced expressly to keep Traddles at bay, and he barked
at my old friend, and made short runs at his plate, with such
undaunted pertinacity, that he may be said to have engrossed
the conversation.

However, as I knew how tender-hearted my dear Dora
was, and how sensitive she would be to any slight upon
her favourite, I hinted no objection. For similar reasons
1 made no allusion to the skirmishing plates upon the floor;
or to the disreputable appearance of the castors, which were
all at sixes and sevens, and looked drunk; or to the further
blockade of Traddles by wandering vegetable dishes and jugs.
I could not help wondering in my own mind, as I contem-
plated the boiled leg of mutton before me, previous to carv-
mg it, how it came to pass that our joints of meat were of
such extraordinary shapes, and whether our butcher con-

'+ tracted for all the deformed sheep that came into the world ;

"but T kept my reflections to myself,
a :Igiy love,” said I to Dora, “what have you got in that
ish??

I could not imagine why Dora had been making tempting
little faces at me, 25 if she wanted to kiss me.

¢ Qysters, dear,” said Dora timidly.

“Was that your thought ?” said 1, delighted.

“Ye-yes, Doady,” said Dora.

“There never was a happier onel” I exclaimed, laying
down the carving knife and fork.  “There is nothing Trad:
dles likes so muchi”

“ Ye-yes, Doady,” said Dora, “and so I bought a beauti-
ful little barrel of them, and the man said they were very
good. But I—I am afraid there’s something the matter
with them. They don't seem right” Here Dora shook
her head, and diamonds twinkled in her eyes. :

“They are only opened in both shells” said 1. *Take
the top one off, my love.”
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Rt it won't come off” said Dora, trying very bard, and
foking very much distressed.

“Do you know, Copperfield® said Traddles, cheerfully
eamining the dish, "1 think it is in consequence—they
are capital Oysters, but 1 #2ink it is in consequence—of their
never %mng been opened.”

They never had been opened; and we had no oyster-
Inives, and couldn't have used them if we had; so we
locked at the oysters, and ate the mutton. At least we ate
as much of it a3 was done, and made up with capers. If I
Tad penmitted him, T am satisfied that Traddles would have
made a pezfect savage of himself, and eaten a plateful of raw
meat, to express enjoyment of the repast.  But I would hear
of no such immolation on the altar of friendship; and we

ad a course of bacon instead-~there happening, by good
fortune, to be cold bacon in the larder.
' hgy poor Little wife)was Ln such affliction when she thought

ehauld ha anwanad et 2o o Loa pees L0t 2 >,

teverage. ‘Lhen Traddles and I played a game of two at
cribbage; and Dora singing to the guitar the while, it seemed
to me as if our courtship and marviage were a tender dream
of mine, and the might when I first listened to her volee were
niot yet over.

\}'hen Traddles went away, and 1 came back into the
farlour from seeing him out, my wife planted her chair dlose
to tnine, and sat down by my side,

Dmg ";l very sorry,” she sadd. Wil you try to teach me,

y
W 5
““Xm;:sn?m myself first, Dom,” said I “T am g5 bad

d“:fﬂ Imt}::n(?:: learn,” she retumed ; “and you are 2
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“ Nonsense, mouse ! said 1.

] wish,” resumed my wife, after a long silence, *that I
could have gone down into the country for a whole year, and
lived with Agnes!” .

Her hands were clasped upon my shoulder, and her chin
rested on them, and her blue eyes looked quictly into mine.

“Why so?” I asked.

“Y think she might have improved me, and I think I
might have learned from /er,” said Dora.

“All in good time, my love. Agnes has had her father
to take care of for these many years, you should remember
TEven when she was quite a child, she was the Agnes whom
we know,” said L.

“ill you call me 2 name I want you to call me?” in-
quired Dora, without moving.

“What is it?” 1 asked with a smile.

“It's a stupid name,” she said, shaking her cwrls for a
moment.  * Child-wife.” .

I laughingly asked my child-wife what her fancy was in
desiring to be so called. She answered without moving,
otherwise than as the arm I twined about her may have
brought her blue eyes nearer to me,~—

“I don’t mean, you silly fellow, that you should use the
name instead of Dora. I only mean that you should think
of me that way. When you are going to be angry with me,
say to yourself, ‘It’s only my child-wife!’ When I am very
disappointing, say, ‘I knew, a long time ago, that she would
make but a child-wife1” When you miss what I should like
to be, and T think can never be, say, ¢Still my foolish child-
wife loves me!*  Tor indeed I do.”

I had not been scrious with her, having no idea, until
now, that she was secrious herself. But her affectionate
nature was so happy in what I now said to her with my
whole heart, that her face became a Jaughing one before her
glittering eyes were dry.  She was soon my child-wife in-
d.cc('l—-sming down on the floor outside the Chinese House,
ringing all the little bells one after another, to punish Jip for
his recent bad behavious, while Jip lay blinking in the door-
way with his head out, even too lazy to be teased.

This appeal of Dora’s made a strong impression on me
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1 look back on the time I write of; I invoke the innocent
fzure that 1 dearly Joved, to come out from the mists and
shadows of the past, and tum its gentle kead towards me
ce 2ain ; and I ean still declare that this one little speech
was constantly in my memory. I may not have used it to
the best account; I was young and inexperienced; but I
never turned a deaf ear to its artless pleading,

Dora told me shortly afterwards that she was goirg to

a wonderfui housekeeper, Accordingly, she polished the
sablets, pointed the pencil, bought an immense accountbock,
carefully stitched up with a needle and thread 21l the leaves
of the cookery book which Jip had tom, and made quite 2
desperate little attempt “to be good,” as she called jt. But
the figures had the old obstinate propensity—they trould ro*
2dd up.  When she had entered two or three laborious ftems
in the account-book, Jip would walk over the page, wzgging
hisdlaﬂ, and smear them all out. Her ovn linleuxﬂi‘;ht-h;nd
middle finger got steeped to the very bone in ink; and I
think lhgxn:ras the only decided result obtained.

Sometimes, of an evening, when I was at kome and at
wotk—for I wrote 2 good deal now, and was beginmng n
2 small way to be known 2s 2 writer—I would l2y down my
pen, and watch my child-wife trying to be good,  First of ali,
she would bring out the immense account-book, and lay
it down upon the table, with a deep sigh. Then she would
open it at the place where Jip had made it illegible last
night, and call Jip up to Jook at his misdeeds. This would
oceasion a diversion in Jip’s favour, and some inking of his
nose, perhaps, 28 a penalty. Then she would tell Jip to Le
down on the table instantly, “like a lion *-—which was one
of his tricks, though I cannot say the lkeness was stnking —
and, if he were in an obedient humour, he would obey.
Then she would take up a pen, and begin to write, and find
a bair in iz Then she would take up another pen, and
begin to write, and find that it spluttered. Then she would
‘-’er up another pen, and begin to wnite, and 52y 1n 2 low
voice, “Qb, it’s 2 talking pen, and will d:sturb Doady '”
And then she would give it tp as a bad job, and put the
2ccount-book away, after pretending to crush the lion with it

Or, 1f she were'in a very sedate and senous state of m.nd,
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she would sit down with the tablets, and a little basket of
bills and other documents, which looked more like curl-
papers than anything else, and endeavour to get some result
out of them. After severcly comparing one with another,
and making entries on the tablets, and blotting them out, and
counting all the fingers of her left hand over and over again,
backwards and forwards, she would be so vexed and dis-

. couraged, and would look so unhappy, that it gave me pain

to see her bright face clouded—and for me (—and I would
go softly 1o her, and say,—

“What's the matter, Dora?”

Dora would look up hopelessly, and reply, “They won't
come right. They make my head ache so.  And they won't
do anything X want{”

Then I would say, “Now let us try together. Let me
show you, Dora.”

Then I would commence a practical demonstration, to
-hich Dora would pay profound attention, perhaps for five
minutes, when she would begin to be dreadfully tired, and
would lighten the subject by curling my hair, or trying the

. effect of my face with my shirt collar turned down. I 1
‘tacitly cnecked this playfulness, and persisted, she would

ook so scared and disconsolate, as she became more and
more bewildered, that the remembrance of her natural gaiety
when 1 first strayed into her path, and of her being my child-
wife, would come reproachfully upon me; and I would lay
the pencil down, and call for the guitar,

I had a great deal of work to do, and had many anxietics,
but the same considerations made me keep them to myself,
I.an} far from sure, now, that it was right to do this, but I
did it for my child-wife's sake. I search my breast, and I
comnmit its secrets, if I know them, without any reservation
to tnis paper, The old unbappy loss or want of something
had, I am conscious, some place in my heart ; but not to the
embitterment of my life. When I walked alone in the fine
weather, and thought of the summer days when all the air
had been filled with my boyish enchantment, I did miss
something of the realization of my dreams; but I thought it
was a softened glory of the past, which nothing could have
thrown upon the present time, 1 did feel, sometimes, for a
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Tittle while, that I could have wished my wife had been my
cuunsel}or; had bad r‘nore'dm:u.t:r nm‘i puzpose to sustain
e S AR L. PO ety

happiness, that never had been meant to be, and never could
have been.

1 was a boyish husband as to years. I had known the
softening influence of no other sorrows or experiences than
those recorded in these leaves. If I did any wrong, as I
may have done much, I did it in mistaken love, arnd in m;
want of wisdom. 1 write the exct truth. It would aval
me nothing 1o extenmate it now,

Thus it was that T took upon myself the toils and cares of
o life, and had no partner 1n them., We lived much as
before, in refe to our bling household arrange-
ments; but I had got used to those, and Dora, T was pleased
to see, was seldom vexed now. She was bright and cheerful
in the old childish way, loved me dearly, and was happy with
her old trifles.

When the debates were heavy—I mean as to length, not
Qquality, for in the last respect they were not often otherwise~
and T went hame late, Dora would never rest when she heard
my footsteps, but would always come downstairs to meet
me, When my evenings were nnoccupied by the pursuit for
which T had qualified myself with so much pains, and I was
engaged in writing at home, she would sit quietly rear me,
however late the hour, and be so mute, that I would often
think she had dropped asleep.  But genenally, when I nised
my head, I saw her blue eyes looking at me with the quiet
sttention of which I hare already spoken, .

“Oh, what 2 weary boy!” sud Dora one night, when I
met her eyes as I was shutting up my d

“What a weary girl1” said 1. “That's more to the pur.
pose.  You must go to bed another time, my love. 1t's o
too late for you.” . .

“No, don't send me to bed1” pleaded Dora, coming
my side. “Pray, don’t do that”

“Dorat™

To my amazement she was sobbing on my neck.
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“* Not, well, iny dear? not lmp{)y?” .

“Veu! quite well, and very happy!” said Dora.  “But
ray you'it let mne stop and see you 'wnt(:." o )

“Why, what 1 sight for such bright cyes at midnight t” I
replicd. s

“Arg they hright, though?” returned Dora, laughing.
“Thn no g:ln({thcy'm hright.,”

“ 1 inle Vanity I said T, L

Thut it way not vanity 3 it was only harmless delight in my
admiration, 1 knew that very well, before she told me so.

“Tf you think them pretty, say I niay alivags stop and see
you writc 1 said Dora, Lo you think them pretty2”

“Very pretty” .

“'Phen let me rlways stop and see you write”

#1 qun afraid that won't improve their brightness, Dora”

“Yeu it willl  Beeause, you elever boy, yow'll not forget
me then, while you are fulf of silent fancics, Will you mind
it, if I say something very, very silly 2--more than usual2”
inquired Dor, peeping over my shoulder into my face.

“What wondetful thing is that?” gaid L
5 “Pleasa et me hold the pens,” said Do, “1 want to

mve something to do with nll those many hours when you
are 5o industrions,  May T hold the pens#?

The remembranee of her pretly joy when I said Yes
brings tears into my cyces, 'I‘R(: next time I sat down to
wiite, and regularly afterwards, she sat in her old place, with
a spare bundle of pens at her side,  Her triumph in this con-
negtion with my work, and her delight when I wanted o new
pen—which T very often feigned to do—sugpested to me a
new way of pleasing my childewife, T oceasionally made a pre-
tenee of wanting o pagre or two of manuseript copied,  Then
Dora was in her glory.  The preparations she made for this
preat work, the aprons she put on, the bibs she borrowed
from the kitchen to keep off the ink, the time she took, the
innumerable stoppages she made to have a laugh with Jip as
if he undcmtom‘ it all, her conviction that her work was in-
complete unless she signed her name at the end, and the way
in which she would bring it to me, like a school-copy, and
then, when I praised it, elasp me round the neck, are touching
recollections to me, simple as they might appear to other men.



DAVID COPPERFIELL 217

She took possession of the Leys soon after this, and went
jingling about the house with the whole bunch in a little
basket, tied to her slender waist, 1 seldom found that the
places to which they belonged were locked, or that they were
of any use except as a plaything for Jip; but Dora was
pleased, and that pleased me. She was quite satisfied that a
good deal was effected by this make-belief of housekeeping,
and was as merry as if we had been keeping a baby-house
for a joke.

So we went on. Dora was hardly less affectionate to my
aunt than to me, and often told her of the time when she
was afraid she was “a cross old thing.” I never saw my
aunt unbend more systematically to any one.  She courted
Jip, though Jip never responded ; Listened, day afer day, to

the guitar, though I am afraid she had no taste for music; ,
never attacked the i bles, though the ion must

have been severe ; went wonderful distances on foot to pur-.

chase, as surprises, any tnfles that she found out Dom

wanted ; and never came in by the garden, and mussed her

from the room, but she would call out, at the foot of the

stairg, in a voice that sounded cheerfully all over the house,—
“Where's Little Blossom?*

CHAPTER XLV,
MR."DICK FULFILS MY AUNT'S PREDICTIONS.

It was some time now since I had lef the Doctor. Living
in his neighbourhood, I saw him freq y ; and weall went
to his house on two or three occasions to dinmer of tea.
‘The Old Soldier was in permanent quarters under the Doc-
tor's roof.  She was exactly the same as ever, and the same
immortal butterflies hovered over her cap.

Like some other mothers whom I have known in the
course of my life, Mrs. Markleham was far morc fond of
pleasure than her daughter was.  She required a great deal
of amusement, and, hike a deep old soldier, pretended, in
consulting her own inclinations, to be devoting herself
ber child. The Doctor’s desire that Anme should be .

1
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tained was therefore particularly acceptable to this excellent
parent, who expressed unqualified approval of his discretion.

I have no doubt, indeed, that she probed the Doctor’s
wound without knowing it. Meaning nothing but a certain
matured frivolity and selfishness, not always inseparable from
full-blown years, I think she confirmed him in his fear that
he was a constraint upon his young wife, and that there was
no congeniality of feeling between them, by so strongly com-
mending his design of lightening the load of her life.

“My dear soul,” she said to him one day when I was
present, “you know there is no doubt it would be a little
pokey for Annic to be always shut up here.”

The Doctor nodded his benevolent head.

“When she comes to her mother’s age,” said Mrs, Markle-
ham, with a flourish of her fan, *then il be another thing.
You might put ME into a jail, with genteel society and a
rubber, and I should never care to come out. But I am not
Annig, you know, and Annie is not her mother.”

“Surely, surely,” said the Doctor.

“Yon are the best of creatures—no, I beg your pardon!”
for the Doctor made a gesture of deprecation, *1 must say
before your face, as I always say behind your back, you are
the best of creatures ; but of course you don't—now do you?
~—cnter into the same pursuits and fancies as Annie.”

“No,” said the Doctor, in a sorrowiul tone,

“No, of course not,” retorted the Old Soldier. “Take
your Dictionary, for example. What a useful work a Dic-
tionary js] What a necessary work! The meanings of
words ! Without Doctor Johnson, or somebody of that sort, -
we might have been at this present moment calling an Ital-
lan-iron a bedstead. But we can't expect n Dictionary—
especially when it’s making—to interest Annie, can we?”

The Doctor shook his head.

“And that's why I so much approve,” said Mrs. Markle-
ham, tapping him on the shoulder with her shut-up fan, “of
your thoughtfulness. It shows that you dont expect, as
many elderly people do expect, old heads on young shoul-
ders.  You have studied Annie’s character, and you under-
stand it.  Z%afs what I find so charming!”

Even the calm and patient face of Doctor Strong expressed
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some little sense of pain, I thought, tnder the infliction of
these compliments.

“Therefore, my dear Doctor,” said the Soldier, giving him
several affectionate taps, “you may command me at 2l times
and seasons. Now, do understand that I am entirely at
your service. I am ready to go with Annie to operas, con-
certs, exhibitions, all kinds of places; and you shall never
find that I am tired. Duty, my dear Doctor, before every
consideration in the universe1®

She was es good as her word. She was ¢ne of those
people who mngbtnr a great deal of pleasure, and ske never
flinched in her perseverance in the canse. She seldom got
hold of the newspaper (which she settled herself down ia the
softest chair in the house to read through an eyeglss, every
day, fer two hours) but she found out something that she
was certain Annie would like to see. It was in s2in for Annie
to protest that she was weary of such things. Her mother’s
remonstrance always was, “ Now, my dear Annie, I am sure
you know better; and I must tell you, my love, that you
grc not making a proper setum for the kindress of Doctor

u"ghnfs was usually said in the Doctor’s presence, and ap-
peared to me to jtute Annie's principal ind: for
withdrawing her objections when she made any. But in
general she resigned herself to her mother, and went where
the Old Soldier would.

It rarely happened now that Mr. Maldon accomparied
them. Sometimes my aunt and Dora were invited to do
59, and pted the i S Dora only was
asked. The time had been when I should have been uneasy
in her going ; but reflection on what had passed that former
night in the Doctor’s study, had made a change in my mis-
trust, I believed that the Doctor was right, and I had no
worse suspicions.

My aunt rubbed her nose sometimes when she happened
to be alone with me, and said she couldn’t make it out; she
wished they were happier; she didn't think our miltary
friend (s0 she always called the Old Soldier) mended the
matter at all. My acnt further expressed her opinion, “that
¥ our military friend would cut off those buttertlies, and give
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"em to the chimney-sweepers for May-day, it would look like
the beginning of something sensible on her part.”

But her abiding reliance was on Mr. Dick. That man
had evidently an idea in his head, she said ; and if he could
only once pen it up into a comer, which was his great
difficulty, he would distinguish himself in some extraordinary
manner,

Unconscious of this prediction, Mr. Dick continued to
occupy precisely the same ground in reference to the Doctor
and to Mrs. Strong. He seemed neither to advance nor to
recede. Heappeared to have settled into his original founda-
tion, like a building ; and I must confess that my faith in his
ever moving, was not much greater than if he had been a
building.

But one night, when I had been married some months,
Mr. Dick put his head into the parlour, where I was writing
alone (Dora having gone out with my aunt to take tea with
the two little birds), and said, with a significant cough,—

*You couldn’t speak to me without inconveniencing your-

- self, Trotwood, { am afraid?”

H Certainly, Mr. Dick,” said I; “comein!”

“Trotwood,” said Mr. Dick, laying his finger on the side
of his nose, after he had shaken hands with me, “before I
sit dgwn, I wish to make an observation. You know your
aunt?”

“ A little,” T replied.

*She is the most wonderful woman in the world, sir!”

After the delivery of this communication, which he shot
out of himsell as if he were loaded with it, Mr. Dick sat
down with greater gravity than usual, and looked at me.

. “Now, boy,” said Mr. Dick, “I am going to put a question
o you.” '

** As many as you please,” said 1.

_“What do you consider me, sir?” asked Mr. Dick, folding
his arms.

“A dear old friend,” said 1.

“Thank you, Trotwood,” returned Mr. Dick, laughing,
and reaching across in high glee to shake hands with me.
** But T mean, boy,” resuming his gravity, “what do you con-
sider me in this respect ?” touching his forchead.
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T was puzzled how to answer, but he helped me with a

word.

“Weak? " said Mr. Dick.

“Well,” I replied dubiously, “rather so.”

“Exactly!” cried Mr. Dick, who seemed quite enchanted
by my reply. “That is, Trotwood, when they took some of
the trouble out of you-know-who's bead, and put it you know
where, there was a——" Mr. Dick made his two hands
rerolve very fast about each other a great number of times,
and then brought them into collision, and rolled them over
and over one another, to express confusion. *There was

sal L o tan
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5 voice to a

I would have qualified that conclusion, but he stopped
m

e,

“Yes, I am! She pretends T am not.  She won't hear of
it; butTam IknowIam If she hadn't stood my friend,
sir, 1 should have been shut up, to lead a dismal Ufe these
many years. But Il provide for her! I never spend the
copying money. I put it in a box. I have made & will.
Tl lcave it all to her.  She shall be rich—noble!*

Mr. Dick took out s pocket-handkerchief, and wiped
his eyes. He then folded it up with great carc, pressed it
smooth between his two hands, put st in his pocket, and
seemed to put my aunt away with it.

“Now you are a scholar, Trotwood,” said Mr. Dick.
“You are a fine scholar, You know what 2 leamned man,
what a great man the Doctor is.  You know what honour he
has always done me.  Not proud in his wisdom. Humble,
humble—condescending even to poor Dick, who is simple
and knows nothing. I have sent his name up, on & scrap of
paper, to the kite, along the stxixlg. when it has been in he
Rt Rieiot T Pkl Shwagiuiel
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chair nearer, and laying one hand upon my knee— clouds,
sir—clouds.”

I answered the solicitude which his face expressed, by
conveying the same expression into my own, and shaking my
head. ’

“What clouds?” said Mr., Dick.

He looked so wistfully into my face, and was so anxious
to understand, that I took great pains to answer him slowly
and distinctly, as I might have entered on an explanation to
o child.

“There is some unfortunate division between them,” I
replied. “Some unhappy cause of scparation. A secret,
It may be inseparable from the discrepancy in. their years.
It may have grown up out of almost nothing.”

Mr. Dick, who told off every sentence with a thoughtful
nod, paused when I had done, and sat considering, with his
eyes upon my face and his hand upon my knee.

“ Doctor not angry with her, Trotwood?” he said, after
some time.

“No. Devoted to her.”

“Then I have got it, boy " said Mr. Dick.

The sudden exultation with which he slapped me on the
knee, and leaned back in his chair, with his eyebrows lifted
up as high as he could possibly lift them, made me think
him further out of his wits than ever, He became as sud:
denly grave again, and leaning forward as before, said—first
respectfully taking out his pocket-handkerchief] as if it really
did represent my aunt,—

* Most wonderful woman in the world, Trotwood, Why
has s/e done nothing to set things right?”

“Too delicate and difficult a subject for such interference,”
T replied.

“Tine scholar,” said Mr. Dick, touching me with his
finger. “Why has 4¢ done nothing?®

“ For the same reason,” I returned.

“Then I have got it, boy!” said Mr, Dick. And he
stood up before me, more exultingly than before, nodding
his head, and striking himself repeatedly upon the breast
until one might have supposed that he had nearly noddec
and struck all the breath out of his body,
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. “A poor fellow with a craze, sir,” said Mr. Dick,~—*“a
simpleton, a weak-minded person—present company, you
know!” striking himself again, “may do what wonderful
people may not do. Il bring them together, boy. Il try.
They'll not blame me. Theyll not object 10 me. Theyll
not mind what 7 do, if it’s wrong. I'm only Mr. Dick. And
who minds Di Izick’e nobody 1 Whool""Hc blewa

”. - o H 3 Y L -t .
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brought my aunt and Dora home.

“Not a word, boy I” he pursued in a whisper; “leave all
the blame with Dick—simple Dick—mad Dick, 1 have
been thinking, sir, for some time, that I was gc!ﬁng it, and
now I have got it. After what you have said to me, I am
sure L have gotit.  All right I

Not another word did Mr, Dick utter on the subject, but
he made & very telegraph of himself for the next halfhour
(to the great disturbance of my aunt’s mind), to enjoin inviol-
able secrecy on me.

To my surprise, I heard no more about it for some two or
ough I was sufficiently interested in the result

[ DRI A P -

autumn, when there were no debates to vex the evening air;
and I remember how the lemves smelt like our garden at
Blunderstone as we trod them under foot, and how the old,
unhappy fecling seemed to go by on the sighing wind.

It was twilight when we reached the cottage.  Mrs. Strong
was just coming out of the garden, where Mr. Dick yet
lingered, busy with his knife, helping the gardener to point
some stakes. The Doctor was engaged with some one in
his study ; but the visitor would be gone directly, Mrs. Strong
32id, and begged us to remain and sce him.  We went into
the drawing-room with ber, and sat down by the darkening
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indow. There 723 pever any €5° ,ony 2D0UE the visits of

guch O fhents and peigndove 25 we WEC

e h notsat ere MADY minutes, when Mrs. Ev‘ia_..ﬂ:leham,

ho ity conenved 192 e in 2 fuss about eomething: came
suealing 30y +ith her nevispaper M her :hané, an _saud1 out of
reath, Ny goodness gr"..cious, Annie, why didnt you tell

e nare v a5 £OME one in the .7
145y QBT mnmma,” she qmcﬂy rctumed, ¢ how could 1
: . n

fnov that you desired the information .
aezired the in(ormanon‘:” caid Mrs. farkicham, sink-
ing on the sof «1 never had such 2 urn in 2l @Y

tifed”
«Have yOU been to the study, thems mamma?” asked
onie.

« Been 0 the ctudy, MY dear1” she returncd emphatic:ﬂ\y.
windecd 1 have! 1 came upon the amiable crcamre-——i(
ol imaging ™ . feclings Miss Trotwood and David—?
the act of making his w7
Jier daughter jooked sound from the windo® quickly-
o 1n the ach my dear Annie,” rcpe:ncd Mrs. Markleham,
o gpreading the newspaper on her 1ap like a t2 le-cloth, an
- ting her hands upon it, wof making his last Will an
‘tament. THe foresight and affection ©of the dear!
,ust tell you how it was. 1 really must in justice 10 t
darling—for he is nothing 1ess 1—tell you how it was.
haps you Lnow, Diss Trotwood, that there 1S never & cand
Yighted in this houst antil one’s €¥&s arc literally falling O
25 head with being, stretched 1O rcad the paper ‘
that there 15 not a chair in {his house, in which a paper ¢
pe what call reads except one in the study- This took

standing at the able—the darling Doctor pen in b
«This simply CXPTESSCS then, said the Doctor——-Annic

1ove, attend 0 the very wer ¢ this simply expresses |
cntlemen, the nfidence 1 have in MIS trong, an
hier all un nditionally ! of th professiona’ 1
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beg your on |’ fell over the doorstep, and came away
through the little back passage where the pantry is.” |

Mrs, Strong opened the window, and went out into the
veranda, where she stood leaning against a pillar,

“But now isn't it, Miss Trotwood, isnt it, David, invig-
orating,” said Mrs. Markleh h lly following her
with her eyes, “to find a wman, at Doctor Strong’s time of
life, with the strength of mind to do this kind of thing? It
only shows how nght T was. I said to Annie, when Doctor
Strong, paid a very flattering visit to myself, and made her
the subject of a declaration and an offer—1I said, ‘ My dear,
there is no doubt whatever, in my opinion, with reference to
a suitable provision for you, that Doctor Strong will do more
than he binds himself to do.’” .

Here the bell rang, and we heard the sound of the visitors’
feet as they went out,

“1¢s all over, no doubt,” said the Old Soldier, after listen-
ing; “the dear creature has signed, sealed, and delivered,
and his mind’s at rest. Well it may be! What a mind!
Annie, my love, I am going to the study with my paper, for
T am 2 poor creature without news, Miss Trotwood, David,
pray come and see the Doctor.”

T was conscious of Mr. Dick’s standing in the shadow of
the Yoom, shutting up his knife, when we accompanied her
to the study; and of my aunt’s rubbing her nose violently,
by the way, as a mild vent for her intolerance of our mili-
tary friend § but who got first into the study, or how Mrs.
Markleham settled herself in a moment in her easy-chair, or
how my aunt and I came to be left together near the door
(unless her eyes were quicker than mine, and she held me
back), T have forgotten, if T ever knew. But this 1 know—
that we saw the Doctor before he saw us, sitting at his table,
among the folio volumes in which he delighted, resting his
head calmly on his hand.  That, in the same moment, we
saw M. Strong glide in, pale and trembling. That Mr.
Dick supported her on his arm. That he 1aid his other
hand wpon the Doctor's arm, causing him to look up with
an abstracted air. ‘That, as the Doctor moved his head,
his wife dmpped down on one knee at his feet, and, with
h"‘:‘“d‘ imploringly tifted, fixed upon his face the memor-
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able 1ook T had never forgotten. That at this sight Mrs.

Markleham dropped the newspaper, and stared more like g,

figure-head intended for a ship to be called The Astonish-

ment, than anything else I can think of. )
The gentleness of the Doctor’s manner and surprise, the
dignity that mingled with the supplicating attitude of his
wife, the amiable concern of Mr. Dick, and the earncstness
with which my ount said to herself, * Z%a# man madl”
(triumphantly expressive of the misery from which she had
saved him)—I see and hear, rather than remember, as I
write about it.
“Doctor}” said Mr. Dick, “what is it that's amiss?
Look here!”
“ Annic!” cried the Doctor. *Not at my feet, my dear!”
“Yes!” she snid. “I beg and pray that no one will
leave the room! Oh, my husband and father, break this
long silence. Let us both know what it is that has come
between us 1”7
. Mrs. Markleham, by this time recovering the power of
" ..", and seeming to swell with family pride and motherly

dignation, here exclaimed, “Annie, get up immediately,
and don’t disgrace everybody belonging to you by humbling
yourself like that, unless you wish to sce me go out of my
mind on the spot1”

“Mammal” retumed Annie, *waste no words on me, for
my appeal is to my husband, and even you are nothing here.”

“Nothing !” exclaimed Mrs, Markleham. *Me, nothing!
The child has taken leave of her senses.  Please to get me a
plass of water1”

I was too attentive to the Doctor and his wife to give any
heed to this request, and it made no impression on anybody
else; so Mrs. Markleham panted, stated, and fanned hersell.

“Anniel” said the Doctor, tenderly taking her in his
hands. “My dear! If any unavoidable change has come,
in the sequence of time, upon our martied life, you are not
to blame.  The fault is ming, and only mine. There is no
change in my afiection, admiration, and respect. I wish to
make‘ you happy. I truly love and honour you. Rise, Annie,

my 1 »

But she did not rise.  After looking 2t him for a little
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" she sank down closer to him, 12id her arm across his
. and dropping her head upon it, said,—

“If I have any friend here who can speak one word for

. or for my husband in this matter; if T have any friend

who can give & voice to any suspicion that my heart

sometimes whispered to me; if I have any friend here

* » honours my husband, or has ever cared for me, and has

,~ " within his knowledge, no matter what it is, that

, he}'p to mediate between us,—1 wmplore that {riend to

1

‘There was a profound silence. After 2 few moments of
painful hesitation, I broke the silence.

“Mrs. Strong,” I said, “there is something within my
knowledge, which I have been eamestly entreated by Doctor
Strong to coneeal, and have concealed until to-night,  But I
believe the ime has come when it would be mistaken faith
and delicacy to conceal it any longer, and when your appeal
absolves me from his injunction.”

She tumed her face towards me for a moment, and 1
knew that I was right. T could not have resisted its entreaty
il the assurance that it gave me had been less convincing,

“Our future peace,” she said, “may be in your hands.
I trust it confidently to your not suppressing anything. 1
know beforehand that nothing you, or any one, can tell me,
will show my husband’s noble heart in any other light than
one. Howsoever jt may seem to you to touch me, disregard
that. I will speak for myzelf, before him, and before God
afterwarde®

Thus eamnestly besought, I made no reference to the
Doctor for his permission, but, without any other compro-
mise of the truth than a little softening of the coarseness of
Utizh Heep, related plainly what had passed in that same
roam that night. The staring of Mrs, Markleham during
the whole namation, and the shrill, sharp interjections with
which she ionally i pted it, defy descnipti

When I had finithed, Annie remained, for some few
moments, gilent, with her head bent down as I have de-
scribed  Then she took the Doctor’s hand (he was sitting
it the same attitude as when we had entered the room), and

it to her breast, and kissed it, Mr/"’(\ iy
A S
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raised her; and she stood, when she began 10 speak, leaning
i d looking down upon her husband, from whom

«All that has ever been in My mind, since 1 was married,”
che said in 2 Jow, submissive: tender VO1C& «1 ywill lay bare

before YO 1 could mot Bve and have one reservation

«Nay, Annie,” said the Doctor mildly, «] have never
doubted you my child. There 15 NO need——-'ndeed there 15
no need, MY ear.

«There 15 great need,” she answered; in the same way,
“that 1 chould open my whole heart before the soul of
generosity and truth, whom, year by yean and day by day,
1 have joved and venerated more and more, a8 Heaven

knows!” .
« Really,” interrupted Mrs. Markleham, «3f 1 have a0y
”

(“W‘mch you _haven’t, you Marplot,” observed MY aunt, if

_«7 must be perrmtted to observe that it cannot b
requisite t0 enter into these details.”

No one but MY husband can judge of that, mamma
Annie, without romoving het eyes from his face; and 1
will hear me- If 1 say anything 10 give you pain, mam™
forgive me- 1 have bom¢ pain first, ften and 1008 myscl

«ywWhen 1 was very young,” caid Annie « quite 2 1
child, my first associations with knowledge of any kind ¥
inseparable from a patient friend and teacher—the fri
of my dead father—who Was always dear 10 me.
remember nothing that 1 knovw, without rcmembcﬁngl
He stored mYy mind with its first treasures and stampc
character upon them atl They never could have De
thiink, as good a5 they have been to me if 1 had taken
from any other hands.”

«)Makes her mother nothing!” exclaimed Mrs. Markle

«Not 50, mamma,” said Annie} wput 1 make him wt
was. 1 mustdo that. AsIgrew up, he occupicd the
place otitl, 1 was proud of his interest; deeplys f
gratefully attached to im. 1 looked up to pim,
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hardly describe how-~as a father, as 2 guide; as one whose
praise was different from all other praise; as one in whom I
could have trusted and confided, if I had doubted all the
world.  You know, mamma, how young and inevperienced 1
was when you presented him before me, of a sudden, as a
Tover,”

“1 have mentioned the fact, fifty times at least, to every-
body here 1” said Mrs. Markleham.

(*Then hold your tongue, for the Lord's sake, and don’t
mention it any mote 1” muttered my aunt.)

“It was so great a change—so great a loss, T felt it at
first,® said Annie, still preserving the same look and tone,
“that I was agitated and distressed. T was but a girl; and
when so great a change came in the character in which I had
50 long looked up to him, I think I was sorry. But nothing
could have made him what he used to be again; and I was
proudedlhat he should think me so worthy, and we were

sed ®

marri
“—At Saint Alphage, Canterbury,” observed Mrs. Mar-
Kleham.

(* Confound the woman !”* said my aunt, *she zon't be
quetl”)

“I never thought,” proceeded Annie, with a heightened
colour, “of any worldly gain that my husband would bring
tome. My young heart had no room 1n its homage for any
such poor reference. Mamma, formve me when I say that
it was you who first presented to my mind the thought that
any one could wrong me, and wrong him, by such 2 cruel
suspicion.”

“Me 1 ” cried Mrs. Markleham,

{“Ah1 Yon, to be sure I” observed my aunt; *and you
can't fan it away, my military friend 17)

“It was the first unhappiness of my new life,” said Annie.
It was the first occasion of every unhappy moment I have
known. ‘Those moments have been more of late than I can
count. But not, my generous hushand t—not for the reason
you suppose; for in my heart there is not a thought, a
rtco}l:cnom or a hope, that any power could separaté from
you
She raised her eyes and clasped her bands, 2 as
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raised her ; and she stood, when she began to speak, leaning
on him, and looking down upon her husband, from whom
she never turned her eyes. .

«All that has ever been in my mind, since I was married,”
she said in a low, submissive, tender voice, I will lay bare
before you. I could not live and have one reservation,
knowing what I know now.”

“Nay, Annie,” said the Doctor mildly, “I have never
doubted you, my child. There is no need—indeed there is
no need, my dear.”

“There 1s great need,” she answered, in the same way,
“that I should open my whole heart before the soul of
generosity and truth, whom, year by year, and day by day,
I have loved and vencrated more and more, as Heaven
knows1”

# Really,” interrupted Mrs, Markleham, “if I have any
discretion at all—-"

{(** Which you haven’t, you Marplot,” observed my aunt, in
an indignant whisper.)

—*T must be permitted to observe that it cannot be
requisite to enter into these details.”

“No one but my husband can judge of that, mamma,” said
Annie, without removing her eyes from his face, “and he
will hear me. If I say anything to give you pain, mamma,
forgive me. I have borne pain first, often and long, myself.”

“Upon my word !” gasped Mrs, Markleham,

“When I was very young,” said Annie, “quite a little
child, my first associations with knowledge of any kind were
inseparable from a patient friend and teacher—the friend
of my dead father—who was always dear to me. I can
remember nothing that I know, without remembering him.
He stored my mind with its first treasures, and stamped his
character upon them all.  They never could have been, I
think, as good as they have been to me, if I had taken them
from any other hands.”

“Makes her mother nothing1” exclaimed Mrs. Markleham.

“Not so, mamma,” said Annie; “but I make him what he,
was. I must do that.  As I grew up, he occupied the same
place still. I was proud of his interest; deeply, fondly,
gratefully attached to him. I looked up to him, I can.
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hardly deseribe how—as a father, as a guide ; as one whose

ise was different from all other praise ; as one in whom I
could have trusted and confided, if I had doubted all the
world.  You know, mamma, how young and inexperienced 1
was when you presented him before me, of 2 sudden, as a
lover,”

“T have mentioned the fact, fifty times at least, to every-
body here 1” said Mrs, Markleham,

{*Then hold your tongue, for the Lord’s sake, and don’t
mention it any more 1” muttered my aunt.)

“It was so great a change—so great a loss, I felt it at
first,” said Annze, still preserving the same look and tone,
“that I was agitated and distressed. I was but a girl ; and
when 50 great a change came in the character in which I had
50 long looked up to him, I think I was sorry.  But nothing
could have made him what he used to be again; and I was
proud that he should think me so worthy, and we were

fed ®

married.
H“Iz:m Saint Alphage, Canterbury,” observed Mrs. Mar-

leharn,

(“Confound the woman I® said my aunt, “she won'# be
quiet]”

*I never thought,” proceeded Annie, with a heightened
colour, #of any worldly gamn that my husband would bring
tome. My young heart had no room in 1its homage for any
such poor reference.  Mamma, forgive me when I say that
it was you who first presented to my mind the thought that
any one could wrong me, and wrong him, by such a cruel
suspicion.”

“Me 1" cried Mrs. Markleham.

(“Ah1 You, to be sure!” observed my aunt; “and you
can't fan it away, my military friend 1)

““Tt was the first unhappiness of my new life,” said Annie.
“It was the first occasion of every unhappy moment I have

own, Those moments have been more of late than I can
count.  But not, my generous husband !—not for the reason
you suppose; for in my heart there is not a thought, a
m}l:cuon, or a hope, that any power could separaté from
you

She rised her eyes and clasped her hands, and looked as
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beautiful and true, I thought, as any spirit.  The Doctor
looked on her, henceforth, as steadfastly as she on him,

« Mamma i3 blameless,” she went on, © of having ever urged
you for herself, and she is blameless in intention every way,
1 am suré; but when I saw how many importunate claims
that were no claims were pressed upon you I iny hate,
how you were traded on in my name, how generous you
were, and how Mr. Wickfield, who had your welfare very
much at heart, resented it, the first sense of my exposure to
the mean suspicion that my tenderness was bought—and sold
to you, of all men, on earth—fell upon me, like tnmerited
disgrace, in which I forced you to participate. X cannot
tell you what it was—mamma cannot imagine what it was—
to have this dread and trouble always on my mind, yet know
in my own soul that on my marriage-day I crowned the Jove .
and honour of my life {1

“ A specimen of the thanks one gets,” ¢ried Mrs. Markle-

ham, in tears, “for taking care of one’s family! I wisht I was

ST g Turk 1Y

. ¢ (#1 wish you were, with all my heart—and in your native
e s, 17 said my aunt)

“It was at that time that mamma was most solicitous
about my cousin Maldon. I had tiked him”—she spoke
softly, but without any hesitation—"very much. We had
been little lovers once.  If circumstantes had not happened
otherwise, I might have come to persuade myself that I
‘really loved him, and might have married him, and been
most wretched. There can be no disparity in marriage like
unsuitability of mind and purpose.”

1 pondered on those words, even while I was studiously
attending to what followed, as if they had some particular
interest, or some strange application that I could not divine.
“There can be no disparity in marriage Jike unsuitability of
mind and purpose "—' no disparity in marriage like unsuita-

+. bility of mind and purpose.”

“There is nothing,” said Annic, Ythat we have in coniton.
I have long found that there is nothing.  If I were thankful
to my husband for no more, instead of for 8o much, 1 should.

: be thankful to him for having saved me from the first mis-
i taken impulse of my undisciplined heart.”
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She stood quite still, before the Doctor, and spoke with an
eamestness that thrillsd me.  Yet her voice was just as quiet
as before,
“When he was waiting to be the object of your munifi-
cence, o freely bestowed for my sake, and when I was
unhappy in the mercenary shape 1 was made to wear, 1
thought it would have become him better to have worked his
own way on. I thought that if I had been he, I would have
tried to do it, at the cost of almost eny hardship. But I
thought no worse of him, until the night of his departure for
India. ‘That night I knew be had a false and thankless
heart. I saw a double meaning, then, in Mr. Wickfield's
scruting of me. I perceived, for the first time, the dark
suspicion that shadowed my kife.”

¥ Suspicion, Annie1* said the Doctor.  “No, no, no1”

“In your mind there was none, I know, my husband I*
she retumed.  *And when I came to you that night to lay
down 21l my load of shame and grief, and knew that I had
to tell that, underneath your roof, one of m{ own kindred,
to whom you had been a tknefactor for the love of me, had
spoken to me words that should have found no utterance,’
veven if T had been the wenk and mercenary wretch he
sthought me—my mind revolted from the taint the very tale
conveyed. It died upon my lips, and from that hour till now
has never them.”

never passed
Mrs. Markleham, with a short groan, leaned back in her
easychair, and retired behind her fan, as if she were never
coming out any more.

.“T have never, but In your presence, interchanged 2 word
with him from that time; then, only when it has been
necessary for the avoidance of this explanation. Years have

since he knew from me what his situation here was.
e kindnesses you have secretly done for his advancement,
and then disclosed to me for my surprise and pleasure, have
bm'll’gx%n will believe, but aggravations of the unhappiness /
and en of my sectet.”
She runk down gently ot the Doctors feet, though he did.
Elésmtgt:'noﬂ 5 prevent ﬂe. and sald, Jooking up, tearfully,

- ﬁm'— 1
Do net spesk 1o me yet] Xet me say a little morel
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She stood quite still, before the Doctor, end spoke with an
earnestness that thrilled me.  Yet her volce was just as quiet
23 before,

#\Vhen he was waiting to be the object of your munifi-
cence, so fresly bestowed for my sake, and when I was
cohappy in the mercenary shape I was made to wear, 1
thought it would have become him better to have worked his
s gmrs oen, T ghaeph hav 36T bad e ba ¥ ae1d -
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scruting of me. I perceived, for the first time, the datk
suspicion that shadowed my Life*
“ Suspicion, Anniet® s2id the Doctor.  *No, no, no1®
*In your mind there was none, I know, my huskand 1®
she retumed.  “And when I came to you that night to lay
down all my load of shame and grief, and knew that I had

“1 have never, but I your interchanged 2 word
i 'tEcn.onl when it has been
necessary for the avoidance of this explanztion.  Years have
passed since he knew from me what his situation here was
The kindnesses you have secretly done for his gdvancement,
and then disclosed to ma for my surprise and pleasure, have
you will believe, but aggravations f the enhappiness
en of my secret”
,She eunk down gently et the Doctor’s feet, thorgh be did
hugnotx‘. prevent her, acd said, Jocking up, tearfully,
e wpeak o me yet] Let e say a littls marel
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Right or wrong, if this were to be done again, I think 1
should do just the same.  You never can know what it was
to be devoted to you, with those old associations—to find
that any one could be so hard as to suppose that the truth
of my heart was bartered away, and to be surrounded by
appearances confirming that belief. I was very young, and
had no adviser. Between mamma and me, in all relating
to you, there was a wide division. If I shrunk into myself,
hiding the disrespect I had undergone, it was because I
honoured you so much, and so much wished that you
should honour me!”

“ Annie, my pure heart 1” said the Doctor, “my dear girl!”

* A little more! a very few words more! I used to think
there were so many whom you might have married, who
would not have brought such charge and trouble on you, and
who would have made your home a worthier home. I used
to be afraid that I had better have remained your pupil, and
almost your child. Tused to fear that I was so unsuited to

your learning and wisdom., If all this made me shrink

" within myself (as indeed it did), when I bhad that to tel}, it
was still because I honoured you so much, and hoped that
you might one day honour me,”

*That day has shone this long time, Annie,” said the
Doctor, “and can have but one long night, my dear.”

‘“ Another word! I afterwards meant—steadfastly meant,
and purposed to myself—to bear the whole weight of know-
ing the unworthiness of one to whom you had been so good.
And now a last word, dearcst and best of friends! The
cause of the late change in you, which I have seen with so
much pain and sorrow, and have sometimes referred to my
old apprehension—at other times to lingering suppositions
nearer to the truth—has been made clear to-night; and by
an accident I have also come to know, to-night, the full
measure of your noble trust in me, even under that mistake.
I do not hope that any love and duty I may render in retun
will ever make me worthy of your priceless confidence; but
with all this knowledge fresh upon me, I ean lift my eyes to
this dear face, revered as a father’s, loved as a husband’s,
sacred to me in my childhood as a friend’s, and solemnly
declare that in my lightest thought I have never wronged



DAVID ODPPERFIELD. 233
you—never wavered in the Jove and the fidelity I owe
you 1"

; She had her 2rms around the Doctor’s neck, and he leant
his head down over her, mingling his grey hair with her dark
brown tresses.

“Oh, hold me to your heart, my husband! Never cast
me outl Do not think or speak of disparity between us,
for there is none, except in all my many mperfections.
Every succeeding year I have known this better, as I have
esteemed you more and more. Oh, take me to your heart,
my husband, for my love was founded on a rock, and it
endures1®

In the silence that ensued my aunt walked gravely up to
Mr, Dick, without at all hurrying herself, and gave him a hug
and a sounding kiss.  And 1t was very fortunate, with a view
to his credit, that she did so; for I am confident that I
detected him at that moment in the act of making prepara-
tions to stand on one leg, as an appropriate expression of
delight.

“You are & very remarkable man, Dick 1” said my aunt,
with an air of unqualified approbation ; “and never pretend
to be anything elsc, for I know better!”

With that, my aunt pulled him by the sleeve, and nodded
to me, and we three stole quietly out of the room, and came
away,

“That’s a settler for our military friend, at any rate,” said
AL “T " "7 T > the better for

co . | said Mr, Dick,
with great commiseration.

“What! Did you ever see a crocodile overcome?” in-
quired my aunt.

';‘dll don't think I ever saw a crocodile,” returned Mr. Dick
mildly,

“There never would have been anything the matter, if it
hadn’t been for that old Animal,” sud my aunt, with strong
emphasis,  “It's very much to be wished that some mothers
would leave their daughters alone after marriage, and not
be 5o violently affectionate.  They seem to think the only
Tetum that can be made them for bringing an unfortimate
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young woman into the world—God bleas my soul, as if she
asked to be brought, or wanted to come I—is full liberty tg
worry her out of it again. What are you thinking of, Trot?
1 was thinking of all that had been said. My mind was
still running on some of the expressions used, “There can
be no disparity in marriage like unsuitability of mind and
purpose”  “The first mistaken impulse of an undisciplined
heart.”  “My lovewas founded on a yock®  But we were at
home; and the trodden Jenveu were lying underfoot, and the
autumn wind was blowing.

CHAPTEK XLVL
INTELLIGENCZ.

1 musT have been married, if § iwnay trust to my imperfect
memory for dates, about a year or so, when one evening, as

-.. 1 was returning from a solitary walk, thinking of the book I
,was then writing—for my success had steadily increased with

my steady application, and I was engaged at that time apon
my first work of fiction—I came past Mrs, Steerforth’s house.
I had often passed it before, during my residence in that
neighbourhood, though never when 1 could choose another
road.  Howbeit, it did sometimes happen that it was not
easy to find another, without making a long circuit ; endso I
hed passed that way, upon the whole, pretty often.

I had never done more than glance nt the house, as I went
by with a quickened step. It had been uniformly gloomy
and dull. None of the best rooms abutted on the road;
and the narrow, heavily-framed old-fashioned windows, never
cheerful under any circumstances, looked very dismal, elose
shut, and with their blinds always drawn down. There was
a covered way across a little paved court, to an entrance that
was never used ; and there was one round staircase window,
at odds with all the rest, and the only one unshaded by a
blind, which had the same unoccupied blank look. I do not
remember that I ever saw a light in all the house. If I had
been & casual er-by, I should have probably supposed
that rome childless person lny dead in ¢ If T had happily

-
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ssessed no knowledge of the place, and had seen it often
in that changeless state, T sho;:ld have pleased my fancy with
b N emaneTastann [ T
v i »« 1«1 might Butmy

- , _my body did, and
Y .. ot " ¢, ditations. Coming
before me on this particular evening that I mention, mingled
with the childish recollections and later fancies, the ghosts of
halfformed hopes, the broken shadows of disappointments
dimly seen and und d, the blending of experi and
i ion, i 1 to the occup with which my
thoughts had been busy, it was more than commonly sugges-
tive. I fell into a brown study as I walked on, and a voice
at my side made me start.

It was a woman's voice, too. I was not long in recollecting
Mrs, Steerforth's little parlour-anaid, who had formerly womn
blue ribbons in her cap. She had taken them out now, to
adapt herself, I suppose, to the nltered character of the
houte, and wore but one or two disconsolate bows of sober

brown,

“1f you please, sir, would you have the goodness to walk
in and to Miss Dartle?”

“ Has Miss Dartle sent you for me?™ I {nquired.

“Not to-night, sir ; but it's just the same. Miss Dartle saw
yOu pasy a night or two ago; and I was to sit at work on the
staircase, and when I saw you pass again, to ask you to step
in and speak to her.®

1 tumed back, and inquired of my conductor, as we went
along, bow Mrs., Steerforth was.  She said her lady was but
pootly, and kept her own room a good deal.

When we amived at the house, I was directed to Miss
Dartle in tho garden, and left to make my presence known to
h:l’ myself, She was sitting on a seat at one end of a kind

¥

famome smeterlt - et- -a s city, It was a sombre
.t . . e sky; and as I saw the
R " - + with here and there some

=gl QUL sUuung up o the sullen glare, T fancied it
W43 0o inapt companion to the memory of this fierce woman.

She saw me as I advanced, and rose for o moment 1o
‘Teceive ma I thought her, then, stiil more colousless ar

§
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hin than when { had seen ner last—the flashing €yes still

brighters and the scar still plainet- .
Qur meeting was not cordial. We ha?d arted angrily o0

the last 0ccasion, and there was an air © isdain about her
which she took 1O pains 10 conceal. .
«T am told you wish to speak to me, Miss Dartle,” said T,
standing, et her, with ™Y hand upon the back of the seat
and dedlining her gesture of invitation to sit dovn-

wIf you please;” said she. Pray has this girl been found?”

A 1 No-ﬂ

« And yet she has Tun away 7 .

1 saw her thin lips working while she 1ooked at ™& as if
they were eager 0 1oad her with reproaches.

d Run away? » ] repeated:

«yes from him,” she said, with & augh. «1f she is not
found, perhaps she never will be found. She may be dead!”
The vaunting cruclty with which she met my glance
never savw e.\'prcsscd in any other face that ever 1 have seen-

«To wish her dead,” said Iy « may be the Kkindest wish that

,1 ‘%e one of her own &% could bestow upoT her. 1am gl that

PP

" ime has softened you S0 much, Miss Dartle.”
She condcscendcd to make no reply, bub turning on mM¢
with another scornful laugh, said,—
«The friends of this excellent and much-'miurcd young
lady arc {riends of yours: You aré their champion, 2w
assert their rights. Do you wish 10 know what i known O

She rose with an iI-favoured smile, and taking 2 few Steps
towards & wall of holly that was near at hand, dividing the
lawn from & kitchcn-gardcn, gaid, in & jouder voice, “ Com¢
here ! "—258 if she were calling to some unclean beas

wyou will yestrain any demonstrative championship ©
yengeance in this place of coursé Mr. Coppcrﬁc\d?” sai

che, looking OVET her shoulder at me with the same expre!

sion.

1 jnclined My head, without knowing what che meant 5 &7
che said, * Come here 1 again, and returned, followed by !
respectable Mr. LittimeT who, with und'\minishcd respec
bility, made M a bow, and took up his position behind

Y
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. 'The air of wicked grace, of triumph, in which, strange to say,

there was yet something feminine and alluring, with which

she reclined upon the seat between us, and looked at me,
was worthy of a cruel Princess in a legend.

*Now,” said she imperiously, without glancing at him, and
touching the old wound 2s it throbbed—perhaps, in this
instance, with pleasure rather than pain—*tell Mr. Copper-
field about the fiight.”

“¥Mr. James and myself, ma'am—->

“Don't address yourself to me!” she interrupted with a
frown.

“Mr, James and myself, sir—"

“Nor to me, if you please,” said I.

PPt AN NI TR TR 3. zaane

Yl N . - .
woman, ever since she left Yarmouth under Mr. James's pro-
tection. We have been 1n a variety of places, and seen a
deal of foreign country. We have been in France, Switzer-
land, Italy—in fact, almost all parts.”

He looked at the back of the seat, as if he were addressing
himself to that, and softly played upon it with his hands, as
if he were striking chords upon 2 dumb prano.

““Mr, James took quite uncommonly to the young woman,
and was more settled, for a length of time, than I have known
him to be since I have been in his service. The young
woman was very improvable, and spoke the languages; and
wouldn't have been known for the same country person.
1 noticed that she was much admired wherever we went.”

Miss Dartle put her hand upon her side. T saw him steal
a glance at her, and slightly smile to himself

“Very much admired, indeed, the young woman was.
What with her dress, what with the air and sun, what with
being made so much of—what with this, that, and the other,
her merits really attracted general notice.”

He made a’short pause, Her eyes wandered restlessly
over the distant prospect, and she bit her nether lip to stop
that busy mouth.

Taking his hands from the seat, and placing one of them
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(hin than when 1 had seen her Jast—the flashing eyes =
brighter and the scart still plainer. .
Qur meeting Was not cordial- We had parted angrily
the last occasion, and there was an air of disdain about
which she took NO Pains to conceal: .
« am told you wish to speak t0 me, Miss Dartle,” said I,
standing near ter, with mY hand upon the back of the seat,
and declining her gesturé of invitation t0 sit down.
«1f you please;” cid she. “ Proy as this girl been found?”
O {3 No.”
« And yet she has Tun away i )
1 saw her thin lips working while che looked at me, as if
to load her with reproaches.

thet were cager

71 repeated.
«If che is not

un away
yes! from im,” she said, with 2 Jaugh.
ever will be found. She may be dead!”

d, perhaps she nev
ich she met MY glance,

ne vaunting cruelty
or SAW exprcssed in any other face that ever 1 have seen.
indest wish that

n
+To wish her dead,” said 1, ¢ may be the kin
, of her own § 1 am glad

ex could bestow upon her.
ie has softened you SO much, Miss Dartle.”
She ondescended 0 make no 1epiys but, turning on me
th another scornful laugh, said,—

«The friends of this excellent and much-injured young
dy are friends of yours: ou are their champion, an
;se;t" their nights. 1° wish to know what is known of
er

wyes,” said 1.

i taking a few step

She r0s€ with an ill-favoured smile, and
hand, dividing th
H [13

owards a wall of holly that was near at

lawn from & kitchcn-garden, said, in & louder vOIC& Con

here t "—as if she were calling to some unclean beast.
«You will restrain any rative championship

yengeance in this place of course, Mr Copperﬁcld?” s

she, Jooking over her shoulder at me with the same €XPT
ston.

incli head, without knowing what she meant; ¢

she said, * Come here t” again, and returned, followed by

Mr. Littimer, ® with undiminished 1€5DS

: up his position behind

-y 0’
bility, made me & bovw, and took
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The air of wicked grace, of triumph, in which, strange to say,
there was yet something feminine and alluring, with which
she rechined upon the seat between us, and looked at me,
was worthy of a cruel Princess in a legend.

“Now,” said she imperiously, without glancing at him, and
touching the old wound as it throbbed—perhaps, in this
instance, with pleasure rather than pain—*tell Mr. Copper-
field about the flight”

“Mr. James and mysell, ma'am: ”

“Don't address yoursel{ to mel” she interrupted with a

rown.

“Mr. James and myself, si-—*

“Nor to me, if you please,” said L.

Mr. Littimer, without being at all discomposed, signified by
a slight obeisance that anything that was most agrecable to
us was most agreeable to hum ; and began again,—

“Mr, James and myself have been abroad with the young
woman, ever since she left Yarmouth under Mr. James's pro-
tection. We have been in a vanety of places, and seen a
deal of foreign country. We have been 1n France, Switzer-
land, Italy—in fact, almost all parts ”

He looked at the back of the seat, as if he were addressing
himself to that, and softly played upon it with his hands, as
if he were striking chords upon a dumb piano.

“Mr. James took quite uncommonly to the young woman,
and was more settled, for 2 length of time, than I have known
him to be since I have been 1n his service.  The young
woman was very improvable, and spoke the languages, and
wouldn't have been known for the same country person.
T noticed that she was much admired wherever we went.”

Miss Dartle put her hand upon her side. I saw him steal
a glance at her, and slightly smile to himself.

“Very much admired, indeed, the young woman was.
What with her dress, what with the air and sun, what with
being made so much of—what with this, that, and the other,
her merits really attracted general notice.”

He made a'short pause. Her eyes wandered restlessly
over the distant prospect, and she bit her nether lip to stop
that busy mouth,

Taking his hands from the seat, and placing one of them
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within the other, as he settled himself on one leg, Mr. Littimer
proceeded, with his eyes cast down, and his respectable head
a little advanced, and a little on one side,—

“The young woman went on in this manner for some
time, being occasionally low in her spirits, until I think she
began to weary Mr. James by giving way to her low spirits
and tempers of that kind, and things were not so comfort-
able. Mr. James he began to be restless again. The more
restless he got, the worse she got; and I must say, for
myself, that I had a very difficult time of it indeed between
the two.  Still matters were patched up here, and made good
there, over and over again ; and altogether lasted, I am sure,
for a longer time than anybody could have expected.”

Recalling her eyes from the distance, she looked at me
again now with her former air. Mr. Littimer, clearing his
throat behind his hand with 2 respectable short cough,
changed legs, and went on,—

L “ At last, when there had been, upon the whole, a good
“ymany words and reproaches, Mr. James he set off one
* 7. i from the neighbourhood of Naples, where we had 2

a (the young woman being very partial to the sea), and,
w ier pretence of coming back in a day or so, left it in
charge with me to break it out that, for the general happiness
of all concerned, he was"—here an interruption of the short
cough—*gone. But Mr. James, I must say, certainly did be-
have extremely honourable ; for he proposed that the young
woman should marry a very respectable person, who was
fully prepared to overlook the past, and who was, at least,
as good as anybody the young woman could have aspired
to in a regular way, her connections being very common.”

He changed legs again, and wetted his lips. T was con-
vinced that the scoundrel spoke of himself, and I saw my
conviction reflected in Miss Dartle's face.

“This I also had it in charge to communicate. ¥ was
willing to do anything torelieve Mr. James from his difficulty,
and to restore harmony between himself and an affectionate
parent, who has undergone so much on his account.  There:
fore I undertook the commission. The young woman's
violence when she came to, after T broke the fact of his
departure, was beyond all expectations.  She was guite mad,
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and had to be held by force, or, if she couldn't have got to
2 knife, or got to the sea, she'd have beaten her head against
the marble floor.”

Miss Danle, Jeaning back upon the scat, with a light of
exultation in her face, scemed almost to caress the sounds
this fellow had uttered.

“But when I came to the second part of what had been
entrusted to me," said Mr. Littimer, rubbing his hands un-
easily, “which anybody might have supposed would have
been, at all events, appreciated as a kind intention, then the
young woman came out in her true colours, A more out-
rageous person 1 never did see. Her conduct was surpris-
ingly bad. She had no more gratitude, no more feeling, no
maore patience, no more reason in her, than a stock or a stone.
If I hadn't been upon my guard, I am convinced she would
have had my blood.”

lll (LS Rt Ry E.An,. ,‘-('L,. FrwZe M ‘-...ZA 1" .'..—lb.-.‘.-\d"
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1t was necessary, in short, for a time, to take away every-
thing nigh her that she could do herself, or anybody elz,
an injury with, and to shut her up close. Notwithstanding
which, she got out in the night, forced the lattice of o window
that I had nailed up myself, dropped on 2 vine that was
trailed below, and never has been seen or heard of, to my
knowledge, since.”

“She 1s dead, perhaps,” said Miss Dartle, with a smile, as if
she could have spurned the body of the ruined gil.

“She may have drowned herself, miss,” returned Mr. Lit.
timer, catching at an excuse for addressing himself to some-
body. *1t's very possible.  Or she may have had assistance
from the boatmen, and the boatmen's wives and children.
P B 0 : S

L} - .
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been away, whole days.  Mr. James was far from pl
find out once that she had told the children she was a
man's daughter, and that in her own country, long ago,
had roamed about the beach like them.”
O Emily! Unhappy beauty! What a picture rose before



me of her sitting on the far-off shore, among the children
like herself when she was innocent, listening to little voices
such as might have called her mother had she been a poor
nan's wife ; and to the great voice of the sea, with its eternal
‘Never more {”
“When it was clear that nothing could be done, Miss
Jartle—"
“Did I tell you not to speak to me?” she said, with stern
:ontempt.
“You spoke to me, miss,” he replied. “I beg your pardon.
3ut it's my service to obey.”
“ Do your service,” she returned. “Finish your story, and
10 ! »
" «“When it was clear,” he said, with infinite respectability
ind an obedient bow, #that she was not to be found, I went
0 Mr. James, at the place where it had been agreed that 1
should write to him, and informed him of what had accurred.
Words passed between us in consequence, and I felt it due
my character to leave him. 1 could bear, and I have
v+ a great deal from Mr. James; but he insulted me
oo far, He hurt me. Knowing the unfortunate difference
between himself and his mother, and what her anxiety of
mind was likely to be, I took the liberty of coming home
to England, and relating——"
* For money which I paid him,” said Miss Dartle to me.
*Just so, ma'am—and relating what I knew. I am not
aware,” said Mr, Littimer, after a moment’s refiection, *“that
there is anything else. I am at ptesent out of employment,
and should be happy to meet with a respectable situation,”
Miss Dartle glanced at me, as though she would inquire
if there were anything that I desired to ask. As there was
something which had occurred to my mind, I said in reply,—
T could wish to know from this—creature,” I could not
bring myself to utter any more conciliatory word, “whether
they intercepted a letter that was written to her from home,
or whether he supposes that she received it.”

He  “ized calm and silent —ith his eyes fixed on the
grout tip of every f; - of his right hand deli-
oy, - thetipof? - - .. of his left.

~head - . 'y towards him.

K
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“T beg your pardon, miss,” he said, awakening from his
abstraction, “but, however submissive to you, I have my
position, though a servant.  Mr. Copperfield and you, miss,
are different people. 1f Mr. Copperfield wishes to know
anything from me, I take the liberty of reminding Mr, Cop-
perfield that he can put a question to me. I have a char-
acter to maintain.”

After 2 momentary struggle with myself, T turned my eyes
upon him, and said, *“You have heard my question. ~Con-
sider it addressed to yourself, if you choose.” What answer
do you make?”

“Sir,” he rejoined, with an occasional separation and re-
union of those delicate tips, “my answer must be qualified;
because, to betray Mr. James's confidence to his mother,
and to betray it to you, are two different actions. It is
not probable, I consider, that Mr. James would encourage
the receipt of letters likely to increase low spirits and un-
pleasantness ; but further than that, sir, I should wish to
avoid going.”

‘Iz that all?” inquired Miss Dartle of me.

T indicated that I had nothing more to say. “Except,”
Tadded, as I saw him moving off, “that I understand this
fellow’s part in the wicked story, and that, as I shall make
it known to the honest man who has been her father from
her childhood, 1 would recommend him to avoid going too
much into public.”

_He had ‘stopped the moment I began, and had listened
with his usual repose of manner,

“Thank you, sir. But youll excuse me if 1 say, sir, that
there are neither slaves nor slave-drivers mn this country, and
that people are not allowed to take the law into their own
hands, If they do, it is more 10 their own peril, I believe,
than to other people’s,  Consequently speaking, I am not at
all afraid of going wherever I may wish, sir.”

With that, he made & polite bow, and, with another to
Miss Dartle, went away through the arch in the wall of holly
by which he had come. Miss Dantle and 1 regarded each
other for a little while in silence, her manner being exactly
what it was when she had produced the man.

“He says besides,” she observed, with a slow curling of
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er lip, “that his master as he hears, Is ?oaSﬁng Sp:iin; and

before, and iittle hope of its healing 5 for ]
‘heart, and time makes each more obstinate .and jmperious-

Neither is this of any inter
1 wish to sy This devil whom you make a0 fmge\ of—
' Jow girl whom he picked out of the pdemu D

in ! behind me- Tt was Mrs- Steerforth, who gave m¢
hand more coldly than of yore and with an
“of her former stateliness of ‘manner, but still, I perce'lvcd
nd 1 was touched by jt—with on incffaceable remem-
nce of my old Tove for her son- She was greaty tere
far less uprights her handsome face was
cply marked, her hair was wimost white- But when
e sat down on the seat, she W3 a handsome lady still 3 an
A1 1 knew the bright eye with its lofty 100k, that
light in my very dreams at schook
“I; Mr. Copperficld informed of everything, Rosa?”
[ es."
« And has he heard Littimer himself ?*
«Yes; 1 have told him why you wished it
«You ore 2 good . 1 have had some glight corre
spondence \with your formet friend, sir,” addressing Me5 thut
it has not restored his sens® of duty OF natural obligation.
Therefore 1 have no other object in this than what Rosa ha:
mentioned. if, by the course which M2y relieve the min
of the decent man you brought here (for whom 1 am sOTTY~
1 can s3y no more), my son may be saved from again fallin
into the snares of & designing encmy, welll”
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. She drew herself up, and sat looking straight before her,
ar away.
“Madam,” T said respectfully, “I understand. T assme
you I am in no danger of putting any strained construction
on your motives. But I must say, even to you, having
known this injured fam'ly {rom chxldhood, that if you sup-
pose the girl, so decply wronged, has not been cruelly de-
luded, and would not rather dle 2 hundred deaths than take
a cup of water from your son’s hand now, you cherish a
terrible mistake.”

“Wel!, Rosa, well,” gaid Mrs. Steerforth, as the other was
about to interpose, ‘it is no matter. Let it be—You are
married, sir, I am told?”

1 2nswered that 1 had been some time married.

“And are doing well? I hear Lttlein the quiet life I Jead,
but 1 understand you are beginning to be famous.”

“T have been very fortunate,” I said, “and find my name
connected with some praise.”

"You have no mother 2” in & softened voice.

“lt is a pity,” she retuned. “She would have been
proud of you. Good-night.”
. Ttook lh: hand she hcld out with o dignified, unbending
iz, and it was as calm in mine as if her brm.s: had been at
peace.  Her pride could still its very pulses, it aPpwcd, and
LR N ) v ER)
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city, and in thc mt:m qu:mcr of the| sky the lurid light
sﬁ!l hovered. But, from the greater part of the broad \-.:ll:y
mxugsed, 2 mist was rising Iike 2 sea, which, mingling with
the darkness, made lt scem a3 if the gathering waters would
encompast them. I have reason to remember this, an
think of it with awe; for before I looked upon those t.
l’éﬂn.nl‘.mmy hadnscntolhctrfcd.

R:ﬂ:cnn;%onwhnth:d been thus told me, I feltitn -
should be communicated to Mr. Peggotty. On

s
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following evening 1 went into London in quest of him. He
was always wandering about from place to place, with his one
object of recovering his niece before him, but was more n
London than elsewhere. Often and often now had I seen
him in the dead of night passing along the streets, searching,
among the few who loitered out of doors at those untimely
hours, for what he dreaded to find.

He kept a lodging over the little chandler’s shop in Hun-
gerford Market, which I have had occasion to mention more
than once, and from which he first went forth upon his errand
of mercy. Hither I directed my walk. On making inquiry
for him, I learned from the people of the house that he
had not gone out yet, and I should find him in his room
upstairs,

He was sitting reading by a window in which he kept a
few plants. ‘The room was very neat and orderly. Isawin
a moment that it was always kept prepared for her reception,
and that he never went out but he thought it possible he

- might bring her home. He had not heard my tap at the
" door, and only raised his eyes when I laid my hand upon
his shoulder.

“Mas’r Davy! Thankee, sir! thankee hearty for this visit!
Sit ye down., You're kindly welcome, sir!”

“Mr. Peggotty,” said I, taking the chair he handed me,
“don't expect much! I have heard some news.”

“Of Emly!1”

He put his hand, in a nervous manner, on his mouth, and
turned pale, as he fixed his eyes on mine.

. “Et gives no clue to where she is, but she is not with
im.”

He sat down, looking intently at me, and listened in pro-
found silence to all T had to tell. I well remember the sense
of dignity, beauty even, with which the patient gravity of his
face impressed me, when, having gradually removed his eyes
from mine, he sat looking downward, leaning his forehead on
his hand. He offered no interruption, but remained through-
out perfectly still. He scemed to pursue her figure through
the narrative, and to let every other shape go by him, as if it
were nothing.

When 1 had done, he shaded his face, und continued
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silent. T Jooked out of the window for a little while, and
occupied mysell with the plants.

“How do you fare to feel about it, Mas't Davy?” he in.
quired at length.

1 think that she is living" I replied.

“1 doen’t know. Maybe the fist shock was too rough,
and in the wildness of her ‘art——  That there blue water
as she used to speak on.  Could she have thowt o’ that so
many year, because it was to be her grave?”

He sid this, musing, in a low, frightened voice, and
walked across the little room.

“And yet,” he added, “Mas’r Davy, I bave felt so sure as
she was hving—I have know'd, 2wake and sleeping, as it was
50 true that | should find her—1 have been soled on by it,
and held up by it—that I doen’t believe I can have been
deceived  No; Emly’s alive!®

He put his hand down firmly on the table, and set bis sun-
bumnt face into a resolute expression.

“ My niece EmTy is alive, sir1® he said steadfastly. “1
doen't know wheer it comes from, or how 'tis, but J am 20/d
23 she's alive 1”

He looked almost like a man inspired as he said it. I
waited for a few moments, until he could give me his un-
divided attention, and then proceeded to explain the precan.
tion that, it had occurred 9 me last night, it would be wise
t0 take,

e e o e e, ban

“ kee, ee, kind «i1,” he sid, grasping m d
in both of his. i

“1f she should make her way to London, which is likely—
for where could she lose herself so readily as in this vast dity;
2nd what would she wish to do but lose and hide herself, if

she e mat ot

e
LI T A Y
Dot 23 "twas, ir.”

“1f she should come here,” said T, 1 believe there is one
person here mare Likely to discover her than any other in the
world. Do you remember—hear what T say with fortitude ;
think of your great cbject I—do you remember Martha?™
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following evening 1 went into London in quest of him. He
was always wandering about from place to place, with his one
object of recovering his niece before him, but was more in
London than elsewhere. Often and often now had I seen
him in the dead of night passing along the streets, searching,
among the few who loitered out of doors at those untimely
hours, for what he dreaded to find.

He kept a lodging over the little chandler’s shop in Hun-
gerford Market, which I have had occasion to mention more
than once, and from which he first went forth upon his errand
of mercy. Hither I directed my walk. On making inquiry
for him, I learned from the people of the house that he
had not gone out yet, and I should find him in his room
upstairs.

He was sitting reading by a window in which he kept a
few plants, The room was very neat and orderly. I saw in
a moment that it was always kept prepared for her reception,
and that he never went out but he thought it possible he
might bring her home. He had not heard my tap at the
door, and only raised his eyes when I lai@ my hand upon
his shoulder.

“Mas’t Davy! Thankee, sir! thankee hearty for this visit !
Sit ye down. You're kindly welcome, sir{?”

“Mr. Peggotty,” said I, taking the chair he handed me,
“don't expect much! I have heard some news.”

“Of Emly!”

He put his hand, in a nervous manner, on his mouth, and
turned pale, as he fixed his eyes on mine.

. “£t gives no clue to where she is, but she is not with
m.

He sat down, looking intently at me, and listened in pro-
found silence to all I had to tell. T well remember the sense
of dignity, beauty even, with which the patient gravity of his
face impressed me, when, having gradually removed his eyes
frpm mine, he sat looking downward, leaning his forchead on
his hand. He offered no interruption, but remained through-
out perfectly still. He seemed to pursue her figure through
the narrative, and to let every other shape go by him, as if it
were nothing.

When T had donc, he shaded his face, und continued
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silent, I Jooked cut of the window for a little while, and
occupied myself with the plants.

“How do you fare to feel about it, Mas's Davy?” he in-
quired at length,

] think that she is living,” I replied.

“I doen't know. Maybe the first shock was too rough,
and in the wildness of her ’art——— That there blue water
as she used to speak on. Could she have thowt o' that so
many year, because it was to be her grave?”

He said this, musing, in & low, frightened voice, and
walked across the little room.

“And yet,” he added, “ Mas’s Davy, I have felt so sure as
she was living—I have know'd, awake and sleeping, as it was
so true that I should find her—1 have been so led on by it,
and held up by it—that I doen't believe I can have been
deceived.  No; Em'ly’s alive I"

He put his hand down firmly on the table, and set his sun-
bumt face into a resolute expression.

“My nicce Em'ly is alive, sir1® he safd steadfastly. “I
doen’t know wheer it comes from, or how 'tis, but Z am f/d
29 she's alive 1™

He looked almost like & man inspired as he said it. 1
waited for a few moments, until he could give me his un-
divided attention, and then proceeded to explain the -
tion that, it had occurred to me last night, it would be wise
to take,

“Now, my dear fiiend—" 1 began.

. “Thankee, thankee, kind «ir,” he said, grasping my hand
in both of his.

“1f she should make her way to London, which is likely—
for where could she lose hersell so readily as in this vast city;
a{rd ;rhat would she wish to do but lose and hide herself, if
ROSHANba
oot as "twas, sir.”

*If she should come here,” said 1, “1 believe there is one
person here more likely to discover her than any other in the
world Do you remember—hear what T say with fortitude ;
think of your great object l—do you remember Martha?”
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«Qf our town?”

I needed no other answer than his face.

“Do you know that she is in London?”

#Y have seen her in the streets,” he answered with a shiver.

“But you don’t know,” said I, “ thet Emily was charitable
to her, with Ham’s help, long before she fled from home;
nor that, when we met one night, and spoke together in the
room yonder, over the way, she listened at the door”

“Mas’r Davy !” he replied in astonishment. “That night
when it snew so hard #”

“That night. I have never seen her since. I went back,
after parting from you, to speak to het, but she was gone. I
was unwilling to mention her to you then, and I am now;
but she is the person of whom I speak, and with whom I
think we should communicate. Do you understand?”

“Too well, sir,” he replied. We had sunk our voices
almost to a whisper, and continued to speak in that tone. .

“You say you have seen her. Do you think that you
could find her? I could only hope to do so by chance.”

“T think, Mas’r Davy, I know wheer to look”

“It is dark. Being together, shall we go out now and try

‘to find her to-nightP*

He assented, and prepared to accompany me. Without
appearing to observe what he was doing, I saw how carefully
headjusted the little room, put a candle ready and the means
of lighting it, arranged the bed, and finally took out of a’
drawer one of her dresses (I remember to have seen ber
wear it), neatly folded with some other garments, and a
bonnet, which he placed upon a chair, He made no allu-
sion to these clothes, neither did 1. There they had been
waiting for her, many and many a night, no doubt.

“The time was, Mas’r Davy,” he said, cs we came down-
stairs, “when I thowt this girl Martha a'mast like the dirt
underncath my Emly’s feet. God forgive me, there’s a
differcnce now {7

As we went along, partly to hold him in convereation, and
partly to satisfy myself, I asked him about Ham. He said,
almost in the same words as formerly, that Ham was just the
same—*“wearing nway his fife with kiender no care nohow
for ’t; but never murmuring, and liked by ali*
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1 acked him what he thought Ham's state of mind was in
reference to the czuse of their misfortunes? Whetker he
believed it was dang, ? What be supposed, for l
Ham would do if he end Steerforth ever should encounter?

“1 doen’t know, sir,” he replied. I have thowt of it
oftentimes, but I can't errize myself of it, no matters.”

1 recalled to his remembrance the moming after her de-
parture, when we were all three on the beach. “Do you
recollect,” said I, “a certain wild way in which he looked
out to sea, and spoke about *the end of it’?*

*Sure 1 do!™ said he.

“What do you suppose he meant?*

*Mas't Davy,” he replied, “I've put the question to
myself & mort © times, and never found no answer. And
theer's one curious thing—that, though he is so pleasant, I
wouldn't fare to feel comfortable 1o try and get his mind
upon 't He never mid o wured to me as warn't as dootiful
23 dootiful could be, end 1t amn't likely as he'd begin to
speak any other ways now, but w's fur from being fleet
water in his mind, wheer them thowts lays. It's deep, sir,
2nd ] can't see down."

“You pre right,” gaid I, “and that has sometimes made
me anxious”

“And me too, Mas't Davy,” he rejoined. *“Even more
0, I do assure you, than his ventersome ways, though both
belongs to the alteration 1n him. 1 doen’t know as he'd do
viclence under any circumstances, but 1 hepe as them two
may be Lep asunders.”

We had come, through Temple Bar, into the ey,  Con-
versing no more riow, and walking at my side, he yielded
himself up to the one nim of his devoted life, and went on,
with that hushed concentration of his faculties which would
have made his figure solitary 1n @ mulutude.  We were not
far from Blackfnars Brdge, when he tumed his head and
pointed to a solitary female figure fltting along the opposite
side of the street. "I knew it, readily, to be the fgure that
we sought.

We crossed the road, and were pressing on towards ker, y
when it cccurred to me that she might be more disposed l&
ftl 3 woman's interest 1n the lost @), if we spoke to her ©
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a quieter place, aloof from the crowd, and where we should
be less observed. I advised my companion, therefore, that
we should not address her yet, but follow her, consulting in
this, likewise, an indistinct desire I had to know where she
went.

He acquiescing, we followed at a distance, never losing
sight of ber, but never caring to come very near, as she
frequently looked about. Once she stopped to hsten to 2
band of music, and then we stopped too. .

She went on a long way. Still we went on. It was evi-
dent, from the manner in which she held her course, that
she was going to some fixed destination; and this, and her
keeping in the busy streets, and I suppose the strange
fascination in the secrecy and mystery of so following any
one, made me adhere to my first purpose. At length she
turned into a dull, dark street, where the noise and crowd
were lost, and I said, “We may speak to her now;” and,
mending our pace, we went after her.

CHAPTER XLVIL
MARTHA.

WEe were now down in Westminster. We had tumned back
to follow her, having encountered her coming towards us;
and Westminster Abbey was the point at which she passed
from the lights and noise of the leading streets. She pro-
ceeded so quickly when she got free of the two currents of
passengers setting towards and from the bridge, that, between
this and the advance she had of us when she struck off, we
were in the narrow water-side street by Millbank before we
came up with her. At that moment she crossed the road, as
if to avoid the footsteps that she heard so close behind, and,
without looking back, passed on even more rapidly.

A glimpse of the river through a dull gateway, where some
wagons were housed for the night, seemed to arrest my fect.
I touched my companion without speaking, and we both
forhore to cross after her, and both followed on that oppo-
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site side of the way, keeping as quietly as we could in the
shadow of the houses, but keeping very near her.

‘There was, and is when 1 wnte, at the end of that low.
Iying street, a dilapidated little wooden building, probably an
obsolete old ferry-house. Its position is just at that point
where the strect ceases and the road begins to lie between a
row of houses and the river.  As s00n as she came here, and
saw the water, she stopped, &s if she had come to her desti-
nation ; and presently went slowly along by the brink of the
river, looking intently at it

All the way here, I had supposed that she was going to
P vpiie SR ST T oS JE SR e

had instinctively prepared me for her going no further,

The neighbourhood was a dreary one at that time—as
oppressive, sad, and solitary by night 2s any about London.
There were neither wharves nor houses on the melancholy
waste of road near the great blank Pnson. A sluggish ditch
deposited its mud at the prison walls, Coarse grass and
rank weeds straggled over all the marshy land in the vicinity.
In one patt, of houses, inauspiciously begun and
never finished, rotted away. In another, the ground was
cumbered with rusty iron monsters of steam-boilers, wheels,
cranks, pipes, furnaces, paddles, anchors, diving-bells, wind-
mill sails, and T know not what strange objects, accumulated
by some speculator, and grovelling in the dust, undemeath
which—having sunk into the soil of their own weight in
wet weather—they had the appearance of vainly trying to
hide themselves. ~The clash and glare of sundry fiery works
upon the riverside arose by night to disturb everything ex-
cept the heavy and unbroken smoke that poured out of
their chimneys. Slimy gaps and causeways, winding among
old wooden “piles, with 2 sickly substance clinging to the
latter, like green hair, and the rags of last year's handbills,
offering rewards for drowned men, fluttering above high-
water matk, led down through the ooze and slush to the ebb
tide. ‘There was a story that one of the pits dug for the
dead in the time of the Great Plague was hereabout, and
blighting influence seemed to have proceeded from it
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a quieter place, aloof from the crowd, and where we should
be less observed. I advised my companion, therefore, that
we should not address her yet, but follow her, consulting in
this, likewise, an indistinct desire I had to know where she
went.

He acquiescing, we followed at a distance, never losing
sight of her, but never caring to come very near, as she
frequently looked about. Once she stopped to listen to a
band of music, and then we stopped too.

She went on a long way. Still we went on. It was evi-
dent, from the manner in which she held her course, that
she was going to some fixed destination; and this, and her
keeping in the busy streets, and I suppose the strange
fascination in the secrecy and mystery of so following any
one, made me adhere to my first purpose. At length she
turned into a dull, dark street, where the noise and crowd
were lost, and I said, “We may speak to her now;” and,
mending our pace, we went after her.

CHAPTER XLVIL
MARTHA.

WEe were now down in Westminster. We had tumed back
to follow her, having encountered her coming towards us;
and Westminster Abbey was the point at which she passed
from the lights and noise of the leading strects. She pro-
ceeded so quickly when she got free of the two currents of
passengers setting towards and from the bridge, that, between
this and the advance she had of us when she struck off, we
were in the narrow water-side street by Millbank before we
came up with her. At that moment she crossed the road, as
if to avoid the footsteps that she heard so close behind, and,
without looking back, passed on even more rapidly.

A glimpse of the river through a dull gateway, where some
wagons were housed for the night, seemed to arrest my feet.
I touchcd my companion without speaking, and we both
forhore ta cross aftet her, and both followed on that oppo-
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site side of the way, keeping as quietly as we could in the
shadow of the houses, but keeping very near her.

There was, and is when I wnte, at the end of that low:
lying street, a dilapidated little wooden building, probably an
obsolete old ferry-house, Its position is just at that point
where the street ceases and the road begmns to ke between a
row of houses and the river. As soon as she came here, and
saw the water, she stopped, as if she had come to her desti
nation ; and presently went slowly along by the brink of the
river, looking intently at it.

All the way here, I had supposed that she was going to

L. TR LU e POt e A

The neighbourhood was a dreary one at that time—as
oppressive, sad, and solitary by night as any about London.
There were neither wharves nor houses on the melancholy
waste of road near the great blank Prison, A sluggish ditch
deposited its mud at the prison walls. Coarse grass and
rank weeds straggled over all the marshy land in the vicinity.
In one part, of houses, i iciously begun and
never fimshed, rotted away. In another, the ground was
cumbered with rusty jron monsters of steam-boilers, wheels,
cranks, pipes, fumaces, paddles, anchors, diving-bells, wind-
mill sails, and ¥ know not what strange objects, accumulated
by some speculator, and grovelling 1n the dust, underneath
which—having sunk into the soil of their own weight in
wet weather—they had the appearance of vainly trying to
hide themselves. ~The clash and glare of sundry fiery works
upon the riverside arose by night to disturb everything ex-
cept the heavy and unbroken smoke that poured out o}
their chimneys.  Slimy gaps and causeways, winding amon
old wooden piles, with a sickly substance clinging to th
latter, like green hair, and the rags of last year’s handbills,
offering rewards for drowned men, fluttering above high-
water mark, led down through the ooze and slush to **
tde. There was a story that one of the pits d
Gead in the time of the Great Plague was herea

iphting infuence seemed to dave h
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the whole place. Or else it looked as if it had gradualiy
decomposed into that nightmare condition, out of the over-
flowings of the polluted stream.

As if she were a part of the refuse it had cast out, and left
to corruption and decay, the girl we had followed strayed
down to the river’s brink, and stood in the midst of this
night-picture, lonely and still, looking at the water.

There were some boats and barges astrand in the mud,
and these enabled us to come within a few yards of her
without being scen. I then signed ta Mr. Peggotty to
remain where he was, and emerged from their shade to
speak to her. I did not approach her solitary figure without
trembling ; for this gloomy cnd to her determined walk, and
the way in which she stood, almost within the «cavernous
shadow of the iron bridge, looking at the lights crookedly
reflected in the strong tide, inspired a dread within me,

I think she was talking to herself. I am surc, although
absorbed in gazing at the water, that her shawl was off her

- shoulders, and that she was muffling her hands in it, in an
unsettled and bewildered way, more like the action of a
sleep-walker than a waking person. I know, and never can
forget, that there was that in her wild manner which gave me
no assurance but that she would sink before my eyes, until I
had her arm within my grasp.

At the same moment I said, *Martha 1*

She uttered a terrified scream, and struggled with me with
such strength that 1 doubt if T could have held her alone.
But a stronger hand than mine was laid upon her; and when
she raised her frightened eyes, and saw whose it was, she
made but one more cffort, and dropped down between us.
We carried her away from the water to where there were
some dry stones, and there laid her down, crying and moan-
ing. Ina little while she sat among the stones, holding her
wretched head with both her hands,

**Oh, the river!” she cried passionately, “Oh, the river!”

“Tush, hush1” said I. % Calm yourself.”

. But she still repeated the same words, continually exclaim-
ing, **Oh, the river$” over and over again,

“1 know it’s Jike me!” she exclaimed. "1 know that I
belong to it I know that it’s the natural company of such:
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2t 1 am! It comes from country places, where there was
once no harm in it ; and it creeps through the dismal streets,
defiled and miserable ; and it ‘goes away, hke my life, to &
grzt sea that is always troubled, and I feel that I must go
with iL” ,

I have never known what despair was, except in the tone
of those words.

“I can't keep away from it. I can’t forget it. It haunts
me day and night. It's the only thing in all the world that
Iam fit for, or that’s fit for me.” Oh, the dreadful river1”

The thought passed through my mind that in the face of
Ty companion, as he looked upon her without speech or
el S

o would have fallen, and his hand—1I touched it swith my
Sem fesliuees e et _was deadly cold,
' ro . . dspered to him. “She

1 don't know what he would have said in answer, He
made some motion with his mouth, and seemed to think he
had spokens but he had only pointed to her with his out-
steetched hand.

A new burst of erying came upon her now, in which she
i S A ¢ upo AR
T ventured to restrain him when he would bave mised her,
and we stood by in silence until she became more tranquil.

. “Martha® £2id I then, leaning down, and helping her to
tise—she seemed to want to rise, as if with the intention of
going away; hut she was weak, and leaned against a boat—
40 you know who this is who is with me?”

She said faintly, * Yes”

“Do you know that we have followed you a long wav -
to-night?e L.
She shook her head. She Jooked ncither at him to
me, but stood in 2 humble attitude, holding her bonnet &
8529 in one hand, without appeating conscious of them,

and presung the other, clenched, 2gainst her forehead.
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“ Are you composed enough,” said I, “to speak on the
subject which so interested you—I hope Heaven may re-
member it I—that snowy night?” .

Her sobs broke out afresh, and she murmured some in-
articulate thanks to me for not having driven ber away from
the door.

“] want to say nothing for myself,” she said, after a few
moments. “I am bad, Tam lost! I have no hope at all!
But tell him, sir ”—she had shrunk away from him—"if you
don't feel too hard to me to do it, that I never was in any
way the cause of his misfortune.”

“Jt has never been attributed to you,® I returned, ear-
nestly responding to her earnestness.

“It was you, if I don't deceive myself,” sha saig, in a
broken voice, *that came into the kitchen the night she
took such pity on me, was so gentle to me, didn't shrink
away from me like all the rest, and gave me such kind help!
Was it you, sir?”

* 1t was,” said L.

#1 should have been in the river long ago,® she said,
glancing at it with a terrible expression, **if any wrong to
her had been upon my mind. I never could have kept outy
of it a single winter’s night, if I had not been free of any
share in that1”

“The cause of her flight is too well understoed,” 1 said.
*You are innocent of any part in it, we thoroughly believe—
we know.”

“Oh, I might have been much the better for her, if I had
had a better heart!” exclaimed the girl, with most forlorn
regret, *“for she was always good to me! She never spoke
a word to me but what was pleasant and right. Is it likely
1 would try to make her what I am myself, knowing what
I am myself so well? When I lost everything that makes
life dear, the worst of all my thoughts was that I was parted
for ever from her!”

Mr. Peggotty, standing with one hand on the gunwale of
the boat, and his eyes cast down, put his disengaged hand
before his face.

‘“ And when 1 heard what had happened before that snowy
night, from some belonging to our town,” cried Martha, *the
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bitterest thought in all my mind was, that the people would
remember she once kept company with me, and would say
1 had corrapted her] When, Heaven knows, I would have

7 of her

tanl
say ?—1I would have lived !” she cried—*I would have lived
to be old, in the wretched streets—and to wander about,
avoided, in the dark—and to see the day break on the ghastly
hine of houses, and remember how the same sun used to shine
into my room, and wake me once—I would have done even
that to save her!”

Sinking on the stones, she took some in each hand, and
clenched them up, as if she would have ground them. She
writhed int new posture ly—stiffening her arms,
twisting them before her face, as though to shut out from her
eyes the little light there was, and drooping her head, as if it

Xl S

Wemn Lmmrmn et e

der H T
selr, 2 uving aisgrace 1o every one L come near!  Suuuenty
she tumed to my companion. “Stamp upon me, kill me!
When she was your pnide, you would have thought I had
done her harm if 1 had brushed against her in the street.
You can't believe—why should you?—a syllable that comes
out of mylips. It would be a burning shame upon you, even
now, if she and I exchanged a word. I don't complain, I
don't say she and I are alike. I know there is a long, long
way between us. I only say, with all my guilt and wretched-
Tess wpon my head, that I am grateful to her from my soul,
and love her. Oh, don't think that all the power I had of
loving anything is quite womn out! Throw me away, as all
the world does—Xkill me for being what I am, and having
ever known her; but don’t think that of me!”

He locked upon her, while she made this supplication, in
a wild distracted manner, and, when she was silent, gently
nised her,
., “Martha” said Mr. Peggotty, “God forbid as I should
judge youl Forbid as I, of all men, should do that, my girl]
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of her being pleasant, kind, and gentle to you, Bless her, T

knew sha was. I knew she always was, to all.  You're thank.

ful to her, and you love her. Help us all you can to find her,

and may Heaven reward youl

She iooked at him hastily, and for the first time, as if she
were doubtful of what he had said.

wm you fruct me?” she asked, in a low voice of astonish-

™ Full and free 1™ smid Mr. Peggotty.

“To speak to her, if I should ever find her; shelter her, if -
1 have any shelter to divide with her; and then. without her
knowledge, come to you, and bring you to her?” she asked
hurriedly.

We both replied together, “ Yes®

She lifted up her eyes, and solemnly declared that she would
devote herself to this task, fervently and fauthfully; that she
would never waver in it, never be diverted from 1t, never re-
linqush it, while there was any chance of hope. If she were
not e to n, mxght lhe object she now, had in life, whxch

mght and lhen mxght all help, human and dxvme. renounoe
her evermore |

She did not raise her voice above her breath, or address us,
but said this to the mght sky; then stood profoundly quiet,
looking at the gloomy water.

We judged it expedient, now, to tell her all we knew,
which I recounted at length.  She listened with great atten-
tion, and with a face that o&en changed, but had the same
purpose in all its varying “Her eyes
filled with tears, but those she repressed. It seemed asif her
spirit were quite altered, and she could not be too quiet.

She asked, when all was told, where we were to be com-
municated with, if occasion should arise, Under a dull
lamp in the road, I wrote our two addresses on a leaf of my
pocket-book, which I tore out and gave to her, and which she
put in her poor bosom. I asked her where she lived herself.
She said, after a pause, in no place long. It were better not
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populous streets. 1 had such implicit confidence in her
declaration, that I then put it to Mr. Peggotty whether it
would not seem, in the onset, like distrusting her, to follow
her any further. He being of the same mind, and equally
reliant on her, we suffered her to take her own road, and took
ours, which was towards Highgate, He accompanied me a
good part of the way ; and when we parted, with a prayer for
the success of this fresh effort, there was a new and thought-
ful compassion in him that I was at no loss to interpret.

Tt was midnight when I arrived at home. I had reached
m'y own gate, and was standing listening for the deep bell
of St. Paul’s, the sound of which I thought had been bome
towards me among the multitude of stnking clocks, when I
was rather surprised to see that the door of my aunt’s cottage
was open, and that a faint light in the entry was shining out
across the road.

Thinking that my aunt might have relapsed into one of
her old alarms, and might be watching the progress of some
imaginary conflagration in the distance, I went to speak to
her. It was with very great surpnse that I saw a man stand-
ing in her little garden. 3

He had 2 glass and bottle in his hand, and was in the
act of drinking. T stopped short, among the thick foliage
outside ; for the moon was up now, though obscured, and I
recognized the man whom 1 had once supposed to be a de-
lusion of Mr. Dick’s, and had once encountered with my aunt
in the strects of the city.

. - H 1 1. * with
i ' - ¢ ot~

B . . After
stooping to put the bottle on the ground, he looked up at
the windows, and looked about, though with a covert and
itnpatient air, as if he was anxious to be gone.

The light in the passage was obscured for a moment, and
my aunt came out. She was agitated, and told some money
into his hand. I heard it chink,

“What's the use of this?” he demanded.

“I can spare no more,” returned my aunt. .
ba::‘,;ﬂ,mn I can’t go,” said he. “Here! You may take it

” .

n 9 - l‘\r
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“YVou bad man,” returned my aunt, with great emotion,
“how can you use me so? But why do I ask? It is be-
cause you know how weak I am} What have I to do, to
free myself for ever of your visits, but to abandon you to your

deserts?” )
“ And why dont you abandon me to my deserts?” said

he.

% You ask me why 17 returned my aunt. “What o heart
you must have{" ] .

He stood moodily rattling the money, and shaking his
head, until at length he said,—

#Ts this all you mean to give me, then?”

“It is all I can give you,” said my aunt, “You know !
have had losses, and am poorer than I used to be. I hav
told you so. Having got it, why do you give me the pai
of looking at you for another moment, and seeing what yc¢
have become?”

“T have become shabby enough, if you mean that,” |
said.  “I lead the life of an owl.”

“VYou stripped me of the greater part of all I ever hac
said my aunt. “You closed my heart against the wh
world, years and years, You treated me falsely, ungratefu
and cruelly. Go, and repent of it. Don’t add new injuw
to the long, long list of injuries you have done me "

“Ay!1" he retumned. “It's all very finel—Well, I n
do the best I can, for the present, I suppose.”

In spite of himself, he appeared abashed by my aunt’
dignant tears, and came slouching out of the garden. Ta
two or three quick steps, as if 1 had just come up, I met
at the gate, and went in as he came out. We cyed
another narrowly in passing, and with no favour,

“Aunt,” said I hurriedly, “this man alarming you ¢
Let me speak to him. Who is he?”

¥ Child,” returned my aunt, taking my arm, “come ir
don't speak to me for ten minutes.”

We sat down in her little patlour, My aunt retired t
the round green fan of former days, which was screwed
back of a chair, and occasionally wiped her eyes, for
a quarter of an hour. Then she came out, and took
beside me.
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“Trot,” said my aunt calmly, “it’s my husband.”

*Your husband, aunt? T thought he had been dead.”

“Dead to me,” returned my aunt, “but living.”

I sat in silent amazement,

“ Betsey Trotwood don't look a likely subject for the tender
passion,” said my aunt composedly, “but the time was, Trot,
when she believed in that man most entirely; when she
loved him, Trot, right well; when there was no proof of
attachment and affection that she would not have given him.
He repaid her by breaking her fortune, and nearly break-
ing her beart, So she put all that sort of sentiment, once
and for ever, in a grave, and filled it vp, and flattened it

»

lown.

® My dear good aunt 1™

“Tleft him,” my aunt proceeded, laying her hand as usual
on the back of mine, “generously. I may say at this dis-
tance of time, Trot, that I left him generously. He had been
so cruel to me that I might have eflected a separation on
easy terms for myself; but I did not.  He soon made ducks
and drakes of what I gave him, sank lower and lower, mar-
ried another woman, I believe, became an adventurer, a
gambler, and a cheat. What he is now, you see. But he
was a fine-looking man when I married him,” said my aunt,
with an echo of her old pride and admiration in her tone;
“and T believed him—I was 2 fooll—to be the soul of
honour!”

She gave my hand a squeeze, and shook her head.

“He is nothing to me now, Trot—less than nothing. But,
sooner than have him punished for his offences (as he would
be if he prowled about in this country), I give him more
money than 1 can afford, at intervals when he reappears,
to go away, I was a fool when I married him; and I am
50 far an incurable fool on that subject, that, for the sake of
what I once believed him to be, I wouldn’t have even this
shadow of my idle fancy hardly dealt with. For I was in
earnest, Trot, if ever 2 woman was.”

My aont dismissed the matter with a heavy sigh, and
smoothed her dress.

_*There, my dear1” she said. *“Now, you know the=b~
ginning, middle, and end, and all about it, We won’
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ton the subject O one another any more ; neither, of coursé

will you mention 1t 10 anybody dlse. This is my grumpys

frumpy StoTys and we'll keep it to ourselves rot!
—
CHAPTER XLVIIL
DOMESTIC-

LABOURED hard at My book, without allowing it to interfere

with the punctual discharge of my newspaper duties; an
came ou and was very successful. 1 was not stunne y the
ce which sounce in my €ars, \withstanding that T was
keenly alive to 15 d thought better of my OWT! performzmce,
1 have litde doubt, than anybody €lse di has always
been In MY ation of human nature, that & man who
has any §09 o believe in himself never flourishes
limself before the faces of other people 1 order that they
may believe 10 im. For this reason, 1 tained my Mo

1t is not mYy pUrpose in this record (though in all othef
essentials it is my writtent memory), 10 pursue the history ©
my Own fictions.  They ¥ ress themselves, and I leave them
to themselves- \When 1 refer t0 them, incidentally, it is only
as a part of my progress:

Having some foundation for believing, by this time, that
nature zmd.nccidcnt had made me an author, 1 pursued my

other en.dem'our. 1 should have tried to find out what nature
and accident really had made me, and to be that, and nothing

1 had been writing, in the newspaper and elsewhere, S
p_rosperously, that when my new success Was achieved, 1 €O
sidered myself reasonably entitled to escape {rom the dréd
debates. One joyful night, therefore, 1 noted down
music of the parliamentary bagpipes, for the last timg, &
1 have never heard it sinces though 1 sill recognize
old drone in the newspapers: without any substantial v
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tion (except, perhaps, that there is more of it) all the livelong
session.

I now write of the time when I had been mamed, 1 sup-
pose, about a year and a half. After several varieties of
experiment, we had given up the housekeeping as a bad job.
The house kept itself, and we kept a page. The principal
function of this retainer was to quamel with the cook—in
which respect he was a perfect Whittington, without his cat,
o 1 Y

on the most improper occasions (as when we had a little
dinner-party, or a few friends in the evening), and would
come tumbling out of the kitchen, with iron missiles flying
after him. We wanted to get rid of him; but he was very
much attached to us, and wouldn’t go. He was a tearful
boy, and broke into such deplorable lamentations, when a
cessation of our connection was hinted at, that we were
obliged to keep him. He had no mother—no anything in
the way of a relative, that I could discover, except a sister,
who ﬂed lo Am the moment we h:ad uken hxm oﬂ‘ her

. PN
corner of a hitlle pockel-hanakercniel, WHICH he never zwonia
take completely out of his pocket, but always economized
and secreted.

This unlucky page, engaged n an evil hour at six pounds
ten per annum, was a source of continual trouble to me. I
wmbahad Ll ne ha ;raw  and ha cvow Kla cravlat hanngo

' gn

. . 1

myselt into the future, used 1o think What an inconvemence
ke would be when he was an old man.

I never expected anything less than this unfortunate’s
manner of getting me out of my difficulty. He stole Dora’s
watch, which, like everything else belonging to us, )wd\no
particular place of its own; and, converting it ml(-
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spent the produce (he was always 2 weak-minded boy) in in-
cessantly riding up and down between London and Uxbridge
outside the coach. He was taken to Bow Street, as well as I
remember, on the completion of his fifteenth journey, when
four-and-sixpence, and a sccond-hand fife which he couldn't
play, were found upon his person.

The surprise and its consequences would have been much
less disagreeable to me if he had not been penitent.  But he
was very penitent indeed, and in a peculiar way—not in the
lump, but by instalments. For example: The day after that
on which I was obliged to appear against him, he made certain
revelations touching & hamper in the cellar, which we belicved
to be full of wine, but which had nothing in it except bottles
and cotks. We supposed he had now eased his mind, and
told the worst he knew of the cook ; but a day or two after-
wards his conscience sustained o new twinge, and he disclosed
how she had & little girl, who, early every morning, took away
our bread, and also how he himself had been suborned to
maintain the milkman in coals. In two or three days more,
1 was informed Dy the authorities of his having led to the
discovery of sirloins of beef among the kitchen-stuff and
sheets in the rag-bag. A little while afterwards he broke
out in an entircly new direction, and confessed to a know-
ledge of burglarious intentions as to our premises on the part
of the pot-boy, who was immediately taken up. I got to he
50 ashamed of heing such a victim that I would have giv~n
him any money to hold his tongue, or would have offered a
round bribe for his being permitted to run away. It was an
aggravating circumstance in the case that he had no idea
of this, but conceived that he was making me amends in
;:lvcg- new discovery—not to say, heaping obligations on my

ead.

At last T ran away myself whenever I saw an emissary of
the police approaching with some new intelligence, and lived
a stealthy life until he was tried and ordered 1o be transported.
Even then he couldn’t be quict, but was always writing us
letters ; and wanted so much to see Dora before he went
away, that Dora went to vistt him, and fainted when she found
herself inside the iron bars.  In short, I had no peace of my
life until he was expatriated, and made (as I afterwards heard)
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a shepherd of, “up the country * somewhere—I have no geo-
graphical iden where. ot .
. Lo e : B .

er.

“My love,” said I, ¥it is very painful to me to think that
our want of system and management involves not enly our-
selves (which we have got used to), but other people.”

“You have been silent for a long time, and now you are
going to be cross 1” said Dora.

“ 0, my dear, indeed! Let me explain to you what 1
ean.’

“1 think I don’t want to know,” said Dora.
“But I want you to know, my love. Put Jip down.”
Dora put hi: se to mine, and said “Boh” to drive my

m

it b er mapatioe pedaead him dntn hie

L e
meaning plainer.

“It is not merely, my pet,” said 1, “that we lose money
and comfort, and even temper sometimes, by not learmning to
be more careful, but that we incur the serious tesponsibility
of spoiling every one who comes into our service, or has any
dealings with us. T begin to be afraid that the fault is not
entirely on one side, but that these people all turn out ill
becanse we don't tum out very well ourselves”

“Oh, what an accusation1” exclaimed Dora, ing her
gﬁ:ﬁde; “to say that you ever saw me take gold watches!
“My dearest” 1 d, “don't talk

nonsense! Who has made the last allusion to gold
waiches?”
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spent the produce (he was always a weak-minded boy) in
cessantly riding up and down between London and Uxbrid
outside the coach. He was taken to Bow Street, as well &
remember, on the completion of his fifteenth journey, wh
four-and-sixpence, and a second-hand fife which he could
-lay, were found upon his person.

The surprise and its consequences would have been mu
:ss disagreeable to me if he bad not been penitent. But
ras very penitent indeed, and in a peculiar way—not in ¢
amp, but by instalments. For example: The day after t!
n which I was obliged to appear against him, he made cert:
evelations touching 2 hamper in the cellar, which we believ
o be full of wine, but which had nothing in it except bott
nd corks. We supposed he had now eased his mind, a
old the worst he knew of the cook; but a day or two aft
vards his conscience sustained a new twinge, and he disclos
10w she had a little girl, who, early every morning, took aw
wur bread, and also how he himself had been subormed
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. was informed by the authorities of his having led to t
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in that condition, that I felt it was of no use repeating
this kind of effort, though never so mildly, and I munst
take some other course.

What other course was left to take? To “form her
mind”? This was 2 common phrase of words which had
2 fair and promising sound, and I resolved to form Dora’s
mind.

I began immediately. When Dora was very childish,
and I would have infinitely preferred to humour her, T
tried to be grave—and disconcerted her, and myself too.
I talked to her on the subjects which occupied my thoughts,
and I read Shakespeare to her—and fatigued her to the
last degree. I accustomed myself to giving her, as it were
quite casually, Iittle scraps of useful information, or sound
opinion—and she started from them, when I let them off,
as if they had been crackers. No matter how incidentally
or naturally I endeavoured to form my Lttle wife’s mind,
T could not help seeing that she always had an instinctive
perception of what I was about, and became a prey to the
keenest apprehensions. In particular, it was clear to me
that she thought Shakespeare a terrible fellow. The forma.
tion went on very slowly.

I pressed Traddles into the service without his knowledge ;
and whenever he came to see us, exploded my mmes upon
him for the edification of Dora at second-hand. The amount
of practical wisdom I bestowed upon Traddles in this manner
was immense, and of the best quality; b8t it had no other
effect upon Dora than to depress her spirits, and make her
always nervous with the dread that it would be her turn next.
I found myself in the condition of a schoolmaster—a trap,
a pitfall; of always playing spider to Dora’s fly, and always
pouncing out of my hole, to her infinite disturbance.

Still, looking forward through this intermediate stage to the
time when there should be a perfect sympathy between Dora
and me, and when I should have “formed her mind” to my
entire satisfaction, I persevered, even for months. Finding

b bagh hmmmrae SLat alilmeenle P had hpom 11 4k

e PR

i f . .
Don's mind was alrcady formed. '
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On further consideration, this appeared so likely that I
abandoned my scheme, which had bad a more promising
appearance in words than in action; resolving henceforth to
be satisfied with my child-wife, and to try to change her into
nothing else by any process. I was heartily tired of being
sagacious and prudent by myself, and of seeing my darling
under restraint ; so I bought a pretty pair of earrings for
her, and a collar for Jip, and went home one day to make
myself agreeable.

Dora was delighted with the little presents, and kissed me
joyfully ; but there was a shadow between us, however slight,
and I had made up my mind that it should not be there, If
there must be such a shadow anywhere, I would keep it for
the future in my own breast.

1 sat down by my wife on the sofa, and put the earrings in
her ears ; and then I told her that I feared we had not been
quite as good company lately as we used to be, and that the
fault was mine. Which I sincerely felt, and which indeed it

“The truth is, Dora, my life,” 1 said, “1 have been trying
to be wise.”

“And to make me wise t00,” said Dom timidly., **Haven't
you, Doady?”

I nodded assent to the pretty inquiry of the raised eye-
brows, and kissed thc parted lips.

“It's of not a bit of use,” said Dora, shaking her head
until the earrings rang again.  “You know what 2 little thing
I am, and what I wanted you to call me from the first. If
you can't do so, I am afraid you'll never like me. Are you
zure you t;lon’t think, sometimes, it would have been better to

ave——-"

“Done what, my dear?” TFor she made no effort to
praceed.

“Nothing !” said Dora.

“Nothing?” I repeated.

She put her arms round my neck, and laughed, and called
herself by her favaurite name of a goose, and hid her face on
my shoulder in such & profusion of curls that it was quite a
task to clear them away and see it.

*Don't 1 think it would have bzen better to have done
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nothing than to have tried to form my little wife’s mind?*
said 1, laughing at myself. “Is that the question? Ves,
indeed, I do.”

‘I3 that what you have been trying?” cried Dora.  *Oh,
what a shocking boy 1

“But I shall never try any more,” said 1. “For I love
her dearly as she is.”

“Without a story-—really ?® inquired Dora, creeping closer

to me,

“Why should I seek to change” said I, “what has been
50 precious to me for 0 long? You never can show better
than as your own natural self, my sweet Dora ; acd welll try
no conceited experiments, but go back to our old way, and

be happy.”

* And be happy 1" returned Dora, “Yes! Allday! And
you won't mind things going a tiny morsel wrong, sometimes?™

“No, no,” said L” *We must do the best we can.”

“And you won't tell me, any more, that we make other
people bad,” coaxed Dora; “will you? Because, you know,
1t's 30 dreadfully cross 1

“No, no,” said L.

“Iv’s better for me to be stupid than uncomfortable, st
it?” said Dora.

“Better to ve naturally Dora than anything else in the
world.”

HTm :L.‘ ._»I.! L] _AL !"\q:-l._. o & Yarwn nlqna i

SaLet U0 A,

Y

Se cndcd‘my last attermpt to make any change in Dora. I
had been unhappy in trying it ; I could not endure my own
solitary wisdom ; I could not seconcile it with her former
appeal to me 23 my child-wife. I resolved to do what I
could, in a guiet way, to improve our proceedings mysell;
but X foresaw that my utmost would be very little, or T must
degenerate into the spider again, and be for ever lying in
WalL,

And the ghadow I have mentioned, that was not to be
between us any more, but was to test wholly on my owa
heart~-how did that fall?
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The old unhappy feeling pervaded my life. It was deep-
ened, if it were changed at all; but it was as undefined
as ever, and addressed me like a strain of sorrowful music
faintly heard in the night. I loved my wife dearly, and I
was happy; but the happiness I had vaguely anticipated,
once, was not the happiness I enjoyed, and there was always
something wanting.

In fulfilment of the compact I have made with myself, to
reflcct my mind on this paper, I again examine it, closely, and
bring its secrets to the ight. What T missed, I still regarded
—1 always regarded—as something that had been a dream
of my youthful fancy ; that was incapable of realization ; that
1 was now discovering to be so, with some natural pain, as
all men did, But that it would have been better for me
if my wife could have helped me more, and shared the many
thoughts in which I had no partner—and that this might
have been—1 knew.
~ Between these two irreconcilable conclusions—the one,
-y that what I felt was general and unaveidable ; the other, that
it was particular to me, and might have been different—1I
balanced curiously, with no distinct sense of their opposition
to cach other. When I thought of the airy dreams of youth
that are incapable of realization, T thought of the better state
preceding manhood that 1 had outgrown. And then the
contented days with Agnes, in the dear old house, arose
before me, like spectres of the dead, that might have some
renewal in another world, but never, never more could be
reanimated here.

Sometimes the speculation came into my thoughts, What
might have happened, or what would have happened, if Dora
and I had never known each other? But she was so0 incorpo-
rated with my existence, that it was the idlest of all fancies,
and would soon rise out of my reach and sight, like gossamer
floating in the air,

I always loved her. What T am describing, slumbered,
and half awoke, and slept again, in the innermost recesses of
my mind. There was no evidence of it in me; T know of no
influence it had in anything I said or did. I bore the weight
of all our Ittle cares, and all my projects: Dora held the
pens s and we both felt that our shares were adjusted as the
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case required.  She was truly fond of me, and proud of me;
and when Agnes wrote a few earnest words in her letters to
Dora, of the pride nnd mtcrst with whxch my old fnends

. o . s . I
clever, famous boy.

“The first mistaken impulse of an undisciplined heart.”
Those words of Mrs. Strong’s were constantly recurring to
me at this time—were almost always present to my mind. I
awoke with them, often, in the mght; I remember to have
even tead them, in dreams, inscribed upon the walls of
houses. For I knew now that my own heart was undis-
ciplined when it first loved Dora; and that if it had been
dnsuplmed, it never could have ren, when we were married,
what it had felt in its secret experience.

“There can be no disparity in like itability
of mind and purpose.” Those words 1 remembered too. I
had endeavoured to adapt Dora to myself, and found it im-
practicable, It remained for me to adapt myself to Dora;
to share with her what I could, and be happy; to bear on
my own shoulders what I must, and be happy still.  This
was the dxscxplme to which I tried to bring my heart, when
I began to think. It made my second year much hapoier
than my first ; and, what was better still, made Dora’s life
all sunshine,

But as t}m ymr wore on, Dom was not strong I had

futtered for a moment on the ﬁfrahold of its kittle prison,

' » do, aunt,” said
; quite slow and
»

“T suspect, my dear,” said my aunt, quietly \vmkin« by

her side, “he has a worse disorder than that,  Age,
“Do you think he is old?” said Dora, astonished. K Oh,

how strange it seems that Jip should be old "

“It’s a complaint we are all liable to, Little One, as we get
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on in life,” said my aunt cheerfully. “I don’t feel more fre
from it than I used to be, I assure you.” .
“But Jip,” said Dora, looking at him with compassior
“even little Jip! Oh, poor fellow!” )
“I dare say he'll last a long time yet, Blossom,” said m
aunt, patting Dora on the cheek, as she leaned out of he

‘couch to look at Jip, who responded by standing on his hin

legs, and balking himself in various asthmatic attempts t
scramble up by the head and shouvlders. “He must hav

‘a piece of flannel in his house this winter, and I shouldn

sonder if he came out quite fresh again with the flowers i
the spring. Bless the little dogl” exclaimed my aunt, *
he had as many lives as a cat, and was on the point of losin
‘em all, he’d bark at me with his Jast breath, I believe!”
Dora had helped him up on the sofa, where he really wa
defying my aunt to such a furious extent that he couldn
keep straight, but barked himself sideways. The more m
aunt looked at him, the more he reproached her; for sh

<, had lately taken to spectacles, and for some inscrutabl

reason he considered the glasses personal.

Dora made him lie down by her, with a good deal «
persuasion ; and when he was quiet, drew one of his lon
ears through and through her hand, repeating thoughtfull
“Ewven little Jip! Oh, poor fellow!”

*His lungs are good enough,” said my aunt gaily, “an
his dislikes are not at all feeble. He has a good many yea
before him, no doubt. But if you want a dog to race witl
Little Blossom, he has lived too well for that, and I'll giv
you one.”

“Thank you, aunt,” said Dora faintly. “But don’t, please)

“No?” said my aunt, taking off her spectacles.

“I couldn't have any other dog but Jip,” said Dora. .
would be so unkind to Jip! Besides, I couldn’t he suc
friends with any other dog but Jip; because he wouldn
have known me before I was married, and wouldn't has
barked at Doady when he first came to our house.
couldn’t care for any other dog but Jip, I am afraid, aunt.”

“To be surel” said my aunt, patting her cheek agal
“You are right.”

“You are not offended,” said Dora, “are you?”
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“\Thy, what a sensitive pet it is1” cried my aunt, bending
over her affectionately. “To think that I could be offended!”

*“No, no, I didn't really think so,” returned Dora; “but I
am a little tired, and it made me silly for 2 moment—I am
always a silly little thing, you know ; but it made me more
silly—to talk about Jip. He has known me in all that has
happened to me—haven’t you, Jip? And I couldn’t bear to
slight him because he was 2 little altered—eould 1, Jip?”

Jip nestled closer to his mistress, and lazly licked her hand.

“You are not so old, Jip, are you, that you'll leave your
mistress yet?” said Dora. “We may keep one another
company a little longer 1”

My pretty Dora! hen she came down to dinner on the
ensuing Sunday, and was so glad to see old Traddles (who
always dined with us on Sunday), we thought she would be
“running about as she used to do,” in a few days. But they
said, wait a few days more; and then, wait a few days more;
and still she neither ran nor walked. She looked very pretty,
and was very memy; but the little feet that used to be so
nimble when they danced round Jip, were dull and motion-
less.

1 began to carry her downstairs every moming, and up-
stairs every night. ~ She would clasp me round the neck and
laugh, the while, as if T did it for a wager. Jip would bark
and caper round us, and go on before, and look back on the
landing, breathing short, to see that we were coming. My
aunt, the best and most cheerful of nurses, would trudge after
us, & moving mass of shawls and pillows. Mr. Dick would
not have relinquished his post of candle-bx to any one
ali woul ften at ghc bottom of the stair-

e L

by any name, or by any communing with mysle]f; |;rm] one
nught, when it was very strong upon e, and my aunt had
lefs ber with a parting cry of “Goodmnight, Little Blossom,” I
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present missive?  Allow me to say that I fully defer to the

ARla hncansar nf that fnnuing and neamand ta dagalan

m3y possibly exist On my paft, of Wieling the Ihunderboit,
or directing the devouring and avenging flame in any quarter,
X may be permitted to observe, in passing, that my brightest
visions are for ever dispelled—that my peace is shattered,
and my power of enjoyment destroyed—that my heart is no
longer in the right place—and that I no more walk erect be-
fore my fellow-man.  ‘The canker is in the flower. The cup is
bitter to the brim. ‘The worm is at his work, and will soon
dispose of his victim, The sooner the better. But I will
not digress,

“Placed in a mental position of peculiar painfulness,
beyond the assuaging reach even of Mrs, Micawber’s influ-
ence, though ised in the tripartite ch of woman,
wife, and_mother, it is my intention to fly from myself for a
short period, and devote a respite of eight-and-forty hours
to revisiting some metropolitan scenes of past enjoyment.
Among other havens of domestic tranquillity and peace of
mind, my feet will naturally tend towards the King's Bench
Prison. In stating that I shall be (D.V.) on the outside of
the south wall of that place of incarceration on civil process,
the day after tomorrow, at seven in the evening precisely,
myelt e e e R

L+ i

Mr! . » ., LR " "
of the Inner Temple, if that gentleman 1s stiil existent and
forthcoming, to condescend to meet me, and renew (so far as
may be) our past relations of the olden time. I confine my-
self 1o throming out the observation, that, at the hour and
place I have indicated, may be found such ruined vestiges as

“Fallen Tower,
MWVILKINS MICAWRER.
“*P.S~It may be advisable to superadd ta the above, the



"

272 DAVID COPPERFIELD.

sat down at my desk alone, and cried to think, Oh what a
fatal name it was, and how the blossom withered 1n its bloom
upon the trec!

CHAPTER XLIX.
I AM INVOLVED IN MYSTERY.

I RECEIVED one moming by the post the following letter,
dated Canterbury, and addressed to me at Doctors’ Commons,
which I read with some surprise :—

“My DEAR SIR,

“ Circumstances beyond my individual control have,
for a considerablg lapse of time, effected a severance of that
intimacy which, in the limited opportunities conceded to me
in the midst of my professional duties, of contemplating the
scenes and events of the past, tinged by the prismatic hues
of memory, has ever afforded me, as it ever must continue
to afford, gratifying emotions of no common description.
This fact, my dear sir, combined with the distinguished ele-
vation to which your talents have raised you, deters me from
presuming to aspire to the liberty of addressing the com-
panion of my youth by the familiar appellation of Copper-
field! It is sufficient to know that the name to which I do
myself the honour to refer, will ever be treasured among
the muniments of our house (I allude to the archives con-
nected with our former lodgers, preserved by Mrs. Micawber),
with sentiments of personal esteem amounting to affection.

It is not for one situated, through his original errors and
a fortuitous combination of unpropitious events, as is the
foundered Bark (if he may be allowed to assume so mari-
time a denomination) who now takes up the pen to address
you——it is not, I repeat, for one so circumstanced, to adopt
the language of compliment or of congratulation. That, he
leaves to abler and to purer hands. :

“If your more important avocations should admit of your
ever tracing these imperfect characters thus far—which may
be or may not be, as circumstances arise—you will naturally
inquire by what object am I influenced, then, in inditing the
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or directing the g and ging flame in any quarter,
1 may be permitted to observe, in passing, that my brightest
visions are for ever dispelled—that my peace is shattered,
and my power of enjoyment destroyed—that my heart is no
Tonger in the right place—and that I no more walk erect be-
fore my fellow-man. The canker isin the flower. The cup is
bitter to the brim. The worm is at his work, and will soon

i of his victim, The sooner the better. But I will
not digress,

“Placed in a mental posttion of peculiar painfulness,
beyond the assuaging reach even of Mrs. Micawber’s influ-
ence, though ised in the tnpartite ch of woman,
wife, and mother, it is my intention to fiy from myself fora
short period, and devote a respite of eight-and-forty hours
to rewisiting some metropolitan scenes of past enjoyment.
Among other havens of domestic tranquillity and peace of
mind, my feet will naturally tend towards the King’s Bench
Prison. In stating that I shall be (D.V.) on the outside of
the south wall of that place of incarceration on civil process,
the d‘ay after to-morrow, at seven in the evening preu;sely,

o ' ' v o ' N
., i oo .
forthcoming, to condescend to meet me, and renew (so far as
may be) our past relations of the olden time. 1 confine my-
self to throwing out the observation, that, at the hour and
place T have indicated, may be found such runed vestiges as
yet

“Remain,

“of

«

o Faller'l Tower, .-
“WILRINS:
*P.S —It may be advisable to superadd t
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statement that Mrs. Micawbet is notin confidential possession
of my intent'xons.”

1 read the letter over geveral times: Making duc allow-
ance for Mr. Micawber's Jofty style of compositions and for
the extraor’dinary relish with which he sat down and wrote
long letters o all possible and jmpossible occasions, 1 still
believed that something jmportant lay hidden at the bottom
of this roundabout communication. 1 put it down, 10 think
about it3 and took it up again, t0 read it once more; an

was still pursuing it, when Traddles found me in the height

y-
«My dear fellow,” said 1, “1 never was better pleased to see
you. You come t0 give me the benefit of your sober judg:
ment at & most opportunc time. have received @ very
singular letter, Traddles, from Mr. Mica.wber.”

dNo?” cried Traddles. «you don't 53¥ so? Andl have

v .
| 1yith that, Traddles, who was flushed with walking, and
whose hair under the combined effects of exercise and X
citement, stood on end as if he s3¥ a cheerful ghost, Pro;
duced his letter and made an exchange 3
him into the heart of Mr Micawber's letteh and returned the
clevation of eycbrows with whic 73 woyielding th
thunderbolt, of directing the devouring and avenging flame !
Bless me Copperﬁc\d 17—and then entercd on the perusal ¢
Mrs. Micawber’s cpistie.
1t ran thus

«)My best regards t0 Mr. Thomas Traddles, and if
should still yemember One who formerly had the happin
of being well acquainted with him, may i beg a few momc¢
of his leisure time? I assur® Mr. T. T. that 1 would not
trude upon is kindness, Wer¢ in any other position t
on the confines of distraction.

«Though harrowing 10 myself to mention, the aliens
of Mr. Micawber (formerly SO domesticated) from his
and family, 15 the cause of my addressing ™Y unh
appeal to Mr. Traddles, and soliciting his best indulg
M. T. can form no adequate idea of the change i
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Micawber's conduct—of his wildness, of his violence. It
has gradually augmented, until it assumes the appearance
of aberration of intellect. Scarcely a day passes, I assure
Mr. Traddles, on which some paroxysm does not take place.
Mr. T. will not require me to depict my feelings, when I
inform him that I have become accustomed to hear Mr.
Micawber assert that he hu sold hxmself to lhe D. Mystcry
and secrecy tove Tam = tasm T
long replace . P e
tion, even b o : . . " e
for dinner, " woe "
Last mght. on bemg chlldlshly sohau:d for twopence, to
*—a local

oyster-knife at the twins!

“1 entreat Mr. Traddles to bear with me in entering into
these detaile. Without them, Mr. T. would indeed find it
difficult to form the faintest conception of my heartrending
situation.

“May I now venture to confide to Mr. T. the purport of
my letter?  Will he now allow me to throw myself on his
friendly consideration? Ok, yes, for I know his heart !

“The quick eye of affection is not easily blinded, when of
the female sex. Mr. Micawber is going to London. Though
he studlously concealed his hnnd. this morning before break-
fast, in writing the di d which he hed to the
little brown valise of happier days, the eagle glance of matn-
monial anxiety detected d on distinctly traced. The West-
End destination of the coach is the Golden Cross. Dare I
fervently implore Mr. T. to see my misguided husband, and
to reason with him? Dare I ask Mr. T. to endeavour to
step in between Mr. Micawber and his agonized family? Oh,
o, for that would be too much!

“If Mr, Coppcrﬁeld shonld yet remember one unknown
to fame, will Mr. T. take charge of my unalterable regards
and similar emrmbu? In any case, he will have the
benevolence # consider this communication strictly prm:lr,
and on no acount whaterer do be alluded to, howerer dist
tontly, i~ the presence of Mr. Micowber. 1 Mr. T, shoul
ever reply to it (which I cannot but feel to be most improb
able), a jetter addressed to M. E., Post Office, Canterbury,
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will be fraught with less painful consequences than any ad-
dressed immediately to one who subscribes berself, in ex-
treme distress, . )
“«Mr, Thomas Traddles’s respectful friend and suppliant,
“Emma Micawser.”

“YWhat do you think of that letter ?” said Traddles, casting
his eyes upon me, when I had read it twice.

“What do you think of the other?” said I. For he was
still reading it with knitted brows. )

“J think that the two together, Copperfield,” replied
Traddles, “mean more than Mr. and Mrs. Micawber usually
mean in their correspondence ; but I don’t know what. They
are both written in good faith, I have no doubt, and without
any collusion. Poor thing !”-he was now alluding to Mrs,
Micawber's letter, and we were standing side by side com-
paring the two—*“it will be a charity to write to her, at all
~ events, and tell her that we will not fail to see Mr. Mi-
“-.cawber.”

! 1 acceded to this, the more readily because I now re-
proached myself with having treated her former letter rather

lightly. It had set me thinking a good deal at the time, as I
" have mentioned in its place; but my absorption in my own
affairs, my experience of the family, and my hearing nothing
more, had gradually ended in my dismissing the subject. I
had often thought of the Micawbers, but chiefly to wonder
what “ pecuniary labilities ” they were establishing in Canter-
bury, and to recall how shy Mr. Micawber was of me when
he became clerk to Uriah Heep.

However, I now wrote a comforting letter to Mrs. Micawber,
in our joint names, and we both signed it. As we walked into
town to post it, Traddles and I held a long conference, and
launched into a number of speculations, which I need not
repeat.  We took my aunt into our counscls in the after-
noon ; but our only decided conclusion was, that we would
be very punctual in keeping Mr. Micawber’s appointment.

Although we appeared at the stipulated place a quarter of
an hour before the time, we found Mr. Micawber already
there. He was standing with his arms folded, over against
the wall, looking at the spikes on the top, with a sentimental
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ion, as if they were the interlacing boughs of trees
m shaded hxmcym his youth. e

When we accosted him, his manner was something more
confused, and something less genteel, than of yore. He had
relinquished his legal suit of black for the purposes of this
excursion, and wore the old surtout and tights, but not quite
with the old air. He gradually picked up more and more of
it as we conversed with him; but his very eyeglass seemed
to hang less easily, and his shirt collar, though still of the old
(ormldnkﬂe dimensions, rather drooped.

) 17 said Mr M ber, after the first saluta-
uon:, you are friends in need, and friends indeed. Allow
me to offer my inquiries with reference to the physical wel-
fare of Mrs. Copperfield #7 esse, and Mrs, Traddles in fosse
—presuming, that is to say, that my friend Mr. Traddles is
not yet united to the object of his affections, for weal and
for woe.”

We acknowledged his politeness, and made suitable re-

lies. He then directed our attention to the wall, and was
Eegmrm" “1 assure you, gentlemen,” when 1 ventured to
object to that ceremonious form of address, and to beg that
be would speak to us in the old way.

“My dear Copperfield,” he returned, pressing my hand,
“your cordulity overpowers me. This reception of a shat-
tered lmgmcm of the Temple once called Man—if I may be

50 to express myselfi—bespeaks a heart that isan
honour to our common mature. 1 was about to observe that
T again behold the serene spot where some of the happiest
hours of my existence feeted by.”

#Made 50, I am sure, by Mrs. Micawber,” said 1. “I1
hopc she is well”

“Thank you,” returned Mr. Micawber, whose face clouded
2t this reference, “she is but soso. And this,® said Mr,
Micawber, nodding his head sorrowfully, “is the Bench -~
where, for the first time m many revolving years, the over-
wheiming pressure of pccum:uy liabilities was not proclaimed,
from (hy to day, by importunate voices declining to vacate
the passage ; where there was no knocker on the door for
any creditor to appeal to; where personal service of process
wis not yequired, and detainers were merely lodgzed at the
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gatel Gentlemen,” said Mr. Micawber, * when the shadow
of that iron-work on the summit of the brick structure has
been reflected on the gravel of the Parade, I have seen my
children thread the mazes of the intricate pattern, avoiding
the dark marks. I have been familiar with every stone in
the place. If I betray weakness, you will know how to ex-
cuse me.”
“We have all got on in life since then, Mr. Micawber,”
said L
“Mr, Copperfield,” returned Mr. Micawber bitterly, “when
I was an inmate of that retreat, I could look my fellow-man
in the face, and punch his head if he offended me. My fellow-
man and myself are no longer on those glorious terms!”
Turning from the building in a downcast manner, Mr.
Micawber accepted my proffered arm on one side, and the
proffered arm of Traddles on the other, and walked away
between us,
. “There are some landmarks,” observed Mr. Micawber,
- looking fondly back over his shoulder, “on the road to the
+»  which, but for the impiety of the aspiration, a man
would wish never to have passed. Such is the Bench in
my chequered career,”
g “Oh, you are in low spirits, Mr. Micawber,” said Trad-
es.

“T am, sir,” interposed Mr. Micawber,

“I hope,” sald Traddles, *it is not because you have
conceived a dislike to the law—for I am & lawyer myself, -
you know.”

Mr. Micawber answered not a word,

“How is our fricnd Heep, Mr. Micawber?” said 1, after
a silence.

“My dear Copperficld,” returned Mr. Micawber, bursting
into a state of much excitement, and turning pale, *if you
ask after my employer as your friend, I am somry for it if
you ask after him as my friend, I sardonically smile at it.
In whatever capacity you ask after my employer, I beg,
without offence to you, to limit my reply to this——that
whatever his state of health may be, his appearance is
foxy, nmot to say diabolical. You will allow me, as a
private individual, to decline pursuing n subject which has
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Mhedmwmetnmmzvugeddapm:{minmypro-
fessional uzuty. for havi iy e

T expressed m for having innocently touched u
a theme that rot’;s hxm so much.  “May I ask,” sai go 1,
“without any hazard of }Janng the mistake, how my old
friends Mr. and Miss Wickfield are2®

“Miss Wickfield,” said Mr. Micawber, now turning red
“is, 28 she always 15, & pattem and a bright example. My
dear Copperfield, she is the only starry spat in & miserable
existence. My respect for that young lady, my admiration
of her character, my devozion to her for her love and truth
end goodness l—Take me,” eid Mr. Micawber, “down a
tumning, for, upon my soul, in my present state of mind I
am not equal to this1*

We wheeled him off into a narrow street, whers he took
out his pocket-handkerchief, and stood with his back to a
wall.  If I looked as gmvcly at hlm 2 Traddles did, he
must have found our coor -=

“It is my fate,” said }
but dom" even th:n wxll

e .
ie my fate, gentlemen, that the
* become reproaches to me.
. -"xsaﬁxghtcrmnwsmmy
bosom. You bad better leave me, if you please, to walk
the easthasa vagabo nd. The worm will settle my business
in double-quick time.”

Without attending to this invocation, we stood by, untit
he put up his pocket-handkerchief, pulled up his shirt collar,

H S 1= - . H :
might be lost if we lost sight of him yet—that it would give
me great pleasure to introduce him to my aunt, if he would
tide out to Highgate, where a bed was at his service.

“You shall make us a glass of your own punch, Mr.
Micawber,” said T, “and forget wh:ncm you have en your
mind, in 1e:mnter teminiscences.”

*Qr, if confiding anything to friends will be more lkely
1o relieve you, you thall impart it to us, Mr, Micawber,® s2id
Traddles prdently,
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“ Gentlemen,” returned Mr. Micawber, “do with me as
you will! I am a straw upon the surface of the deep, and
am tossed in all directions by the elephants—I beg your
pardon, I should have said the elements.” .

We walked on, arm in arm, again j found the coach in the
act of starting; and arrived at Highgate without encountering
any difficulties by the way. I was very uneasy and very un-
certain in my mind what to say or do for the best; so was
Traddles, evidently. Mr. Micawber was, for the most part,
plunged into deep gloom. He occasionally made an attempt
to smarten himself, and hum the fag-end of a tune; but his
relapses into profound melancholy were only made the more
impressive by the mockery of a hat exceedingly on one side,
and a shirt collar pulled up to his eyes.

We went to my aunt’s house rather than to mine, because
of Dora’s not being well. My aunt presented herself on being
sent for, and welcomed Mr. Micawber with gracious cordiality.
Mr. Micawber kissed her hand, retired to the window, and

. S pulling out his pocket-handkerchief, had a mental wrestle

with himself.

Mr. Dick was at home. He was by nature so exceedingly
compassionate of any one who seemed to be ill at ease, and
was so quick to find any such person out, that he shook
hands with Mr. Micawber at least half a dozen times in five
minutes. To Mr. Micawber, in his trouble, this warmth, on
the part of a stranger, was so extremely touching, that he
could only say, on the occasion of each successive shake, “ My
dear sir, you overpower me!” Which gratified Mr. Dick so
much, that he went at it again with greater vigour than before.

“The friendliness of this gentleman,” saidd Mr. Micawber
to my aunt, “if you will allow me, ma’am, to cull a figure of
speech from the vocabulary of our coarser national spots—
floors me. To a man who is struggling with a complicated
burden of perplexity and disquiet, such a reception is trying,
I assure you.”

“ My friend Mr. Dick,” replied my aunt proudly, “is not a
common man.”

“That T am convinced of” said Mr. Micawber.—* My
dear sir "—for Mr. Dick was shaking hands with him again—
“Y am deeply sensible of your cordinlity.”
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“How do you find yourself?” said Mr. Dick, with 2n
nxious look.

“Indifferent, my dear sin” retumed Mr. Micawber,
2hing.

“You must keep up your spirits” said Mr. Dick, “and
uke yourself 2s comfortable as possible.”

Mr. Micawber was quite overcome by these friendly words,
nd by finding Mr. Dick’s hand again within his own. “It
as been my lot,” he observed, “to meet, in the diversified
. of human ext with an jonal ocasis, but
ever with one so green, so gushing, 2s the present 1?

At another time I should have been amused by this; but I
et that we were all constrained and uneasy, and I watched
1. Micawber so anxiously, in his vacillations between 2n
vident disposition to reveal hing, and a ter-di
osition to reveal nothing, that I was in a perfect fever.
‘raddles, sitting on the edge of his chair, with his eyes wide
pen and his hair more emphatically erect than ever, stared
y tums 2t the ground and at Mr. Micawber, without so
nuch as attempting to put in 2 word. My aunt, though
| saw that her shrewdest observation was concentrated on
1er new guest, had more useful possession of her wits than
ither of us, for she held him in conversation, and made it
recessary for him to talk whether he liked it or not.

“Youare a very old friend of my nephew’s, Mr. Micawber,”
2id my aunt,  “T wish I had had the pleasure of seeing you
before.”

“Madam,” returned Mr. Micawber, “I wish I had had the
honour of knowing you at an earlier period I was not
lways the wreck you at present behold.”

“I hope Mrs. Micawber and your family are well, sir®
said my aunt.

Mr. Micawber inclined his head. “They are as well,
ma'2m,” he desperately observed after a pause, “as Alens
and Qutcasts can ever hope to be 1”

“Lord bless you, sir1® exclaimed my aunt in her abrupt
w1y, “what are you talking aboutP™

“The subsistence of my family, ma'am* reterned Ar.
Micawber, “tremblas in the balance. My employer—"

Here Mr. Micawber provokingly left of, and began to peel
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the lemons that had been, under my directions, set before him,
together with all the other appliances he used in making

unch. . ae
P “Your employer, you know,” said Mr. Dick, jogging his
arm as a gentle reminder.

“ My good sir,” returned Mr. Micawber, * you recall me.

-1 am obliged to yow” They shook hands again. “My
employer, ma’am-—-Mr. Heep—once did me .the favour to
observe to me that if I were not in the receipt of the st-
pendiary emoluments appertaining to my engagement with
him, I should probably be a mountebank about the country,
swallowing a sword-blade, and eating the devouring element.
For anything that I can perceive to the contrary, it 35 still
probable that my children may be reduced to seek a liveli-
hood by personal contortion, while Mrs. Micawber abets their
unnatural feats by playing the barrelorgan.”
. Mr, Micawber, with a random but expressive flourish of
~><his knife, signified that these performances might be expected
‘ take place after he was no more j then resumed his peeling
with a desperate air,

My aunt leaned her elbow on the little round table that
she usually kept beside her, and eyed him attentively, Not-
withstanding the aversion with which I regarded the idea of
entrapping him into any disclosure he was not prepared to
make voluntarily, I should have taken him up at this point,
but for the strange proceedings in which I saw him engaged,
whereof his putting the lemon-peel into the kettle, the sugar
into the snuffer-tray, the spirit into the empty jug, and con.
fidently attempting to pour boiling water out of a candle-
stick, were among the most remarkable. I saw that a crisis
was at hand, and it came. He clattered all his means and
implements together, rose from his chair, pulled out his
pocket-handkerchief, and burst into tears.

“My dear Copperfield,” said Mr. Micawber behind his
bhandkerchief, “this is an occupation, of all others, requiring
an untroubled mind and self-respect. I cannot petform it
It is out of the question.”

*Mr. Micawber,” said I, #what is the matter? Pray speak
out. You are among friends.”

““ Among, friends, sir1” repeated Mr, Micawber, and all he
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had reserved came breaking out of him. *#Good heavens,
it is principally because I am among friends that my state of
mind is what it is. What is the matter, gentlemen? What
is nof the matter? Villainy is the matter; baseness is the
matter ; deception, fraud, conspiracy, are the matter; and the
name of the whole atrocious mass is—Heep1*

My aunt clapped her bands, and we 2ll started up as if we

were
“The struggle i over!® said Mr. Micawber, violently
iculating with his pocket-handkerchief, and fairly striking
out from time to time with both arms, as if he were swim-
ming under supethuman difficultiec  “I will lead this life
no longer. I am a wretched being, cut off from everything
that makes life tolerable. I have been under 2 taboo in
that infernal gcoundrel’s service. Give me back my wife,
give me back my family, substitute Micawber for the petty
wretch who walks about in the boots at present on my feet,
end call upon me to swallow & sword to-morrow, and 11l do
it—with an appetite1®

1 never saw 2 man so hot in my Efe. I tried to calm him,
that we might come to something rational ; but he got hotter
and hotter, and wouldn't hear a word,

“IM put my hand in po man's hand,” said Mr. Micawber,
g2sping, puffing, and sobbing to that degree that he was like
a man fighting with cold water, “until I have—blown to
fr th 4. bl pent—Hree! Il par.
take of no one’s h until T h ed Mount
Ve 3 1 pti th bandoned rascal—
Here! Refrest ) h this roof—p el
punch—would—a—choke me~tnless—I had—previously
~—<choked the ey t of the head fn inabl
cheat and Har—Heept! I—a—1ll know nobody—and—a—
sy nothing—and A hy until I have crushed

'ml y "“°m5§& dent and im-
mo; ite and perjurer—Heer >

1 mlm xcmep{:jr of Mr. Micawber's dying on the
tpot. ‘The manner in which he struggled through these in-
erticulate sentences, and, whenever he found himself getting
near the name of Heep, fought his way on to it, dashed at it
ina fainting state, and brought it out with & vehemence Little
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Jess than marvellous, was frightful ; but now, when he sank
into a chair, steaming, and looked at us, with every possible
colour in his face that had no business there, and an endless
procession of lumps following one another in hot haste up
his throat, whence they seemed to shoot into his forehead,
he had the appearance of being in the last extremity. I
would have gone to his assistance, but he waved me off,
and wouldn't hear a word. . .

“No, Copperfield! No communication—a—until—¥iss
Wickfield—a-—redress from wrongs inflicted by consummate
scoundrel—HEeer 1”7 (I am quite convinced he could not
have uttered three words, but for the amazing energy with
which this word inspired him when he felt it coming.}) “In-
violable secret-—a—from the whole world—a—no exceptions
-—this day week—a—at breakfast-time—a—everybody present
~—including aunt—a—and extremely friendly gentleman—to
be at the hotel at Canterbury—a~—where—Mrs. Micawber

», and myself—Auld Lang Syne in chorus—and—a~—will ex-

.. _pose intolerable ruffian—HEegr! No more to say—a—or

_listen to persuasion—go immediately—not capable—a—bear

- ‘society—upon the track of devoted and doomed traitor—
Herr!”

With this last repetition of the magic word that had kept
him going at all, and in which he surpassed all his previous
efforts, Mr. Micawber rushed out of the house, leaving us in
a state of excitement, hope, and wonder, that reduced us to
a condition little better than his own. But even then his
passion for writing letters was too strong to be resisted ; for
while we were yet in the height of our excitement, hope, and
wonder, the following pastoral note was brought to me from
a neighbouring tavern, at which he had called to write it i

¥ Most secret and confidential.
“ My DEAR SR,

“I beg to be allowed to convey, through you, my
apologies to your excellent aunt for my late excitement. An
explosion of a smouldering volcano long suppressed, was the
result of an internal contest more easily conceived than de-
scribed.

“I trust I rendered tolerably intelligible my appointment



DAVID COPPERFIELD 283

for the moming of this day week, at the house of public en-
tertainment at Canterbury, where Mrs. Micawber and myself
had once the honour of uniting our voices to yours, in the
wellknown strain of the Immortal exciseman nurtured be-
yond the Tweed.

“The duty done, and act of reparation performed, which
can alone enable me to contemplate my fellow mortal, T shall
be known no more. T shall simply require to be deposited
in that place of universal resort, where

*Each in his narrow cell for ever hald,
The rude forefathers of the bamlet sleep”

“—\With the plain Inscription,
“WiLEINS MICAWBER”

L
MR. PEGGOTTY'S DREAM COMES TRUE.

By this time some months had passed since our interview
on the bank of the nver with Martha. I had never seen
her since, but she had communicated with Mr. Peggotty on
several occasions. Nothing heél come of her zealous inter-
vention; nor could I infer, from what he told me, that any
clue had ever been obtained, for a moment, to Emuly’s fate.
I confess that I began to despair of her recovery, and grad-
ually to sink deeper and deeper into the belief that she was
dead.

His conviction remained unchanged. So far as I know—
and I believe his honest heart was transparent to me—he
never wavered again in his solemn certamnty of finding her.
His patience mever tired ; and, although I trembled for the
agony it might one day be to him to have his strong assur-
ance shivered at a blow, there was something so religious in
it, so affectingly expressive of its anchor being in the purest
depths of his fine nature, that the respect and honour in
which I held him were exalted every day.

His was not a lazy trustfulness, that hoped, and did no
more, He had been'a man of sturdy action all his life, and
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less than marvellous, was frightful; but now, when he sank
into a chair, steaming, and looked at us, with every possible
colour in his face that had no business there, and an endless
pracession of lumps following one another in hot haste up
his throat, whence they seemed to shoot into his forehead,
he had the appearance of being in the last extremity. I
would have gone to his assistance, but he waved me off,
and wouldn't hear a word. ) i
“No, Copperfield! No communication—a—until—DMiss
Wickfield—a-—redress from wrongs inflicted by consummate
scoundrel—Hzeer 1”7 (I am quite convinced he could not
have uttered three words, but for the amazing energy with
which this word inspired him when he felt it coming.) “In-
violable secret—a-—from the whole world--a—no exceptions
—this day week-—a—at breakfast-time-—a-—everybody present
—including aunt—a-—and extremely {riendly gentleman—to
be at the hotel at Canterbury—a—where—Mrs. Micawber

» and myself—Auld Lang Syne in chorus—and—a-—will ex-
pose intolerable rufban—HEeer! No more to say—a—or -

listen to persuasion—go immediately—not capable—a—bear
society—upon the track of devoted and doomed traitor—
Heep!”

With this last repetition of the magic word that had kept
him going at all, and in which he surpassed all his previous
efforts, Mr. Micawber rushed out of the house, leaving us in
a state of excitement, hope, and wonder, that reduced us to
a condition little better than his own. But even then his
passion for writing letters was too strong to be resisted ; for
while we were yet in the height of our excitement, hope, and
wonder, the following pastoral note was brought to me from
a neighbouring tavern, at which he had called to write it :—

* Most secret and confidential.
“My DEAR SIR,

“I beg to be allowed to convey, through you, my
apologics to your excellent aunt for my late excitement.  An
explosion of a smouldering volcano long suppressed, was the
result of an internal contest more easily conceived than de-
scribed.

“I trust I rendered tolerably intelligible my appointment
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for the moming of this day week, at the house of public en-
tertainment at Canterbury, where Mrs. Micawber and myself
had once the honour of uniting our \mus to yours, in the
well-known strain of the Immortal exciseman nurtured be-
yond the Tweed,

“The duty done, and act of reparation performed, which
can alone enable me to contemplate my fellow mortal, I shall
be known no more. 1 shall simply require to be depodxed
in that place of universal resort, where

¢ Each in his narrow cell for ever lald,
The mude forefathers of the hamlet stecp”

“—With the plain Inscription,
. #WILKINS MicAwBER"

L.
MR. PEGGOTTY'S DREAM COMES TRUE.

By this time some months had passed since our interview
on the bank of the river with Martha. I had never seen
her since, but she had communicated with Mr. Peggotty on
several occasions, Nothing ha come of her zealous inter-
vention ; nor could I infer, from what he told me, that any
clue had ever been obtained, for a moment, to Emily’s fate,
I confess that I began to despair of her recovery, and grad-
du;l}ly to sink deeper and deeper 1nto the belief that she was
d,

His conviction remained unchanged. So far as I know—
and 1 believe his honest heart was transparent to me—he
never v\n\e:ed again m )us solemn c:rt;unty of finding hcr

em atun DUUIRIN -SRI XN B <O

depths of his fine nature, that the rcspcct and honour in
which 1 held him were exalted every day.

His was not a lazy trustfulness, that hoped, and did no
more.  He had been a man of sturdy action all his life, and
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he knew that in all things wherein he wanted help, he must
do his own part faithfully, and help himself I have known
him set out in the night, on a misgiving that the light might
not be, by some accident, in the window of the old boat, and
walk to Yarmouth. I have known him, on reading some-
thing in the newspaper that might apply to her, take up bis
stick and go forth on a journey of three or four score miles.
He made his way by sea to Naples and back, after hearing
the narrative to which Miss Dartle had assisted me. Al his
journeys were ruggedly performed ; for he was always stead-
fast in a purpose of saving money for Emily’s sake, when
she should be found. In all this long pursuit I never heard
him repine; I never heard him say he was fatigued, or out
of heart,

Dora had often seen him since our marriage, and was
quite fond of him. I fancy his figure before me now, stand-
ing near her sofn, with his rough cap in his hand, and the
" blue eyes of my child-wife raised, with a timid wonder, to

his face. Sometimes of an evening, about twilight, when he
came to talk with me, I would induce him to smoke his pipe
in the garden, as we slowly paced to and fro together ; and
then the picture of his deserted home, and the comfortable
air it used to have in my childish eyes of an evening, when
the fire was burning, and the wind moaning round it, came
most vividly into my mind.

One evening, at this hour, he told me that he had found
Martha waiting near his lodging on the preceding night,
when he came out, and that she had asked him not to leave
London on any account, until he should have seen her
again.

“Did she tell you why?” I inquired.

“1 asked her, Mas't Davy,” he replied ; “but it is but few
words as she ever says, and she on’y got my promise, and so
went away.”

“Did she say when you might expect to see her again?” I
demanded.

“ No, Mas’r Davy,” he returned, drawing his hand thought-
fully down his face. “I asked that too; but it was more
(she sid) than she could tell.”

As I had long forborne to encourage him with hopes that
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those were faint enough,

I was walking alone in the garden one evening about a
Fomtolt cfamndy T caeenmabpe that asanios well It was
. ) LECE ‘ There had

. . g in the air.

. vy with wet ;

but the min had ceased, though the sky was still dark, and
the hopeful birds were singing cheerfully. As I walked to
and fro in the garden, and the twilight began to close around
me, their little voices were hushed, and that peculiar silence
which belongs to such an evening in the country when the
lizhtest trees are quite still, save for the occasional droppings
from their boughs, prevailed.

There was a httle green perspective of trellis-work and ivy
&t the side of our cottage, through which I could see, from
the garden where 1 was walking, into the road before the
house. I happened to turn my eyes towards this place, as 1
was thinking of many things, and I saw a figure beyond,

in a plin cloak. It was bending eagerly towards
me, and beckoning,

“Martha 1” said T, going to it.

“ you come with me?” she inquired in an agitated
whisper.  “I have been to him, and he is not at home. I
wrote down where he was to come, and left it on his table
with my own hand, They said he would not be out long.
T have tidings for him. Can you come directly?

My answer was to pass out at the gate immediately. She
made & hasty gesture with her hand, as if to entreat my
patience and my silence, and tumed towards London,
whence, as her dress betokened, she had come expeditiously

on foot,

. Tasked her if that were not our destination. On her mo-
tioning Yes, with the same hasty gesture as before, I stopped
an empty coach that was coming by, and we got into it
When I asked ber where the corchman was to drive, she
enswered, “ Anywhere near Golden Square—and quick!®
then shrunk into a corner, with one trembling hand before
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ber face, and the other making the former gesture, as if she
could not bear a voice. . .

Now much disturbed, and dazzled with conflicting gleams
of hope and dread, I looked at her for some explanation,
But, seeing how strongly she desired to remain quiet, and
feeling that it was my own natural inclination too, at such s
time, I did not attempt to break the silence. We proceeded
without a word being spoken. Sometimes she glanced out
of the window, as though she thought we were going slowly,
though indeed we were going fast; but otherwise remained
exactly as at first.

We alighted at one of the entrances to the Square she had
mentioned, where I directed the coach to wait, not knowing
but that we might have some occasion for it. She laid her
hand on my arm, and hurried me on to one of the sombre
streets, of which there are several in that part, where the
houses were once fair dwellings in the occupation of single
families, but have, and had, long degenerated into poor

: lodgings let off in rooms. Entering at the open door of onc

of these, and releasing my arm, she beckoned me to follow
her up the common staircase, which was like a tributary
channel to the street.

The house swarmed with inmates. As we went up, doors
of rooms were opened and people’s heads put out; and we
passed other people on the stairs, who were coming down.
In glancing up from the outside, before we entered, I had
scen women and children Iolling at the windows over flower
pots; and we seemed to have attracted their curiosity, for
these were principally the observers who looked out of their
doors, It was a broad panelled staircase, with massive balus-
trades of some dark wood ; comices above the doors, oma:
mented with carved fruit and fowers ; and broad seats in the
windows. But all these tokens of past grandeur were miser-
ably decayed and dirty; rot, damp, and age had weakened
the flooring, which in many places was unsound and ever
unsafe. Some attempts had been made, I noticed, to infuse
new blood into this dwindling frame, by repairing the costly
old woodwork here and there with common deal; but it was
like the marriage of a reduced old noble to a plebeian pauper,
and each pasty to the ill-assorted union shrunk away from
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the other.  Several of the back windows on the staircase had
been darkened or wholly blacked up.  In these that remained
there was scarcely any glass; and through the crumbling
frames by which the bad air seemed always to eome in, and
never to go out, T saw, through other glassless windows, into
other houses in a similar condition, and looked giddily down
into a wretched yard, which was the common dust-heap of
the mansion.

We procccdcd to the top story of the house. Two or
three times, by the way, I thought T obsenved, in the indis-
tinct light, the skirts of a female figure going up before us.
As we turned to ascend the last flight of stairs between
us and the roof, we canght a full view of this figure pausing
for 2 moment at a door. ‘Then it tumed the handle, and
went i}’l. .

“What's this?” sud Martha, in a whisper. “She has
gone into my room. I don’t know her!"”

Z knew her. I had gnized her with for
Miss Dartle.

I said something to the effect that 1t was a lady whom §
had stén before, 1 a few words, to my conductress; and
had scarcely done so, when we heard her vorce in the room,
though not, from where we stood, what she was saying
Martha, with an astomished look, repeated her former action,
and softly led me up the stairs, and then, by a lttle back
door which seemed to have no lock, and which she pushed
open with a touch, into a small empty garret with a low
sloping - roof, little better than a cupboard  Detween ths,
:mr? the room she had called hers, there was a small door
of communication, standing partly open.  Here we stopped,
breathless with our ascent, and she placed her hand lightly
on my byps. 1 could only sec, of the room beyond, that it
was pretty large, that there swas a bed in g, and that there
were some common pictures of ships upon the walls. I
could not see Miss Dartle, or the person whom we had heard
her address. Certainly my companion could not, for my
position was the best.

A dead silence prevailed for some moments. Martha
Lept one hand on my lips, and raised the other in a Listening
sttitude.

u
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“ 1t matters little to me her not being at home,” said Rosa
Dartle haughtily ; “I know nothing of her. It js you I come
to see.”

“NMe?” replied a soft voice,

At the sound of it a thrill went through my frame; for
it was Emily’s |

“Ves,” returned Miss Dartle; “I have come to look at
you. What? You are not ashamed of the face that has
done so much ?”

The resolute and unrelenting hatred of her tone, its cold
stern sharpness, and its mastered rage, presented her before
me, as if 1 had seen her standing in the light. 1 saw the
flashing black eyes, and the passion-wasted figure; and I
saw the scar, with its white track cutting through her lips,
quivering and throbbing as she spoke.

“ T have come to see,” she said, * James Steerforth’s fancy;
the girl who ran away with him, and 1s the town talk of the

.. commonest people of her native place; the bold, flaunting,

practised companion of persons like James Steerforth, I
want to know what such a thing is like”

There was a rustle, as if the unhappy gitl, on whom she
heaped these taunts, ran towards the door, and the speaker
swiftly interposed herself before it. It was succeeded by a
moment’s pause.

When Miss Dartle spoke again, it was through her set
teeth, and with a stamp upon the ground.

“Stay therel” she said, “or Il proclaim you to the
house and the whole street! If you try to evade e, Tll
stopl)"’ou, if it’s by the hair, and raise the very stones against
you

A {rightened murmur was the only reply that reached my
ears. A silence succeeded. 1 did not know what to do.
Much as T desired to put an end to the interview, I felt that
I had no right to present myself; that it was for Mr. Peg-
potty alone to see her and recover her. Would he never
come? I thought impatiently.

"So1” said Rosa Dartle, with a contemptuous laugh, “1
see her at last! Why, he was a poor creature to be taken
by that delicate mock-modesty, and that hanging head !”

“Oh, for Heaven's sake, spare me!” exclaimed Emily.
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®Whocever you are, you know my pitiable story; 2
Heaven’s sake, spare me, if you would be spared your.

“1f 7 would be spared!” returned the other f
“What is there in common between us, do you think?

*“Nothing but our sex,” said Emily, with a burst of

“And that,” said Rosa Dartle, “is so strong a clai
ferred by one so infamous, that if I had any feeling
breast but scorn and abhorrence of you, it would freez
Our sex! You are an honour to our sex1”

“I have deserved this,” cried Emnly, “but it’s dr
Dear, dear lady, think what I have suffered, and hos
fallen !—Oh, Martha, come back! Oh, home, home!

Miss Dartle placed herself in a chair, within view
door, and loohed downward, as 1if Emily were crouct
the floor before her.  Bemng now between me and th
1 could see her curled hp, and her cruel eyes intem]
on one place, with a greedy triumph.

“Listen to what I say !” she smd, “and resene yor
arts for your dupes. Do you hope to move me b
tears? No more than you could charm me by your
you purchased slave.”

“Oh, have some mercy on me!” cned Emily.
me some compassion, or 1 shall die mad |”

“It would no great penance,” satd Rosa Dartl
your crimes. Do you know what you have done?
ever think of the home you have lud waste?”

*Qh, is there ever night or day when I don't think
cried Emily; and now I could just see her, on her
with her head thrown back, her pale face looking v
her hands wildly clasped and held out, and her hair |
ing about her. * Has there ever been a single minut
ing or sleeping, when 1t hasn't been before me, just as
1o be in the lost days when 1 tumed my back upor
ever and for ever! Ob, home, home! Oh, dear, deas
if you ever could have known the agony your love
cause me when 1 fell away from good, you never woul
shown it to me so constant, much as you felt it, but
tave been angry to me, at least once in my life, that 1
have had some comfort] 1 have none, none, no ¢
tpon earth, for all of them were always fond of me}g
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dropped on her face, before the imperious figure in the chair,
with an imploring effort to clasp the skirt of her dress.

Rosa Dartle sat looking down upon her, as inflexible as a
figure of brass. Her lips were tightly compressed, as if she
knew that she must keep a strong constraint upon herself—
1 write what I sincerely believe—or she would be tempted to
strike the beautiful form with her foot. I saw her distinctly,
and the whole power of her face and character seemed forced
into that expression.—Would he never come?

“The miserable vanity of these earth-worms!” she said,
when she had so far controlled the angry heavings of her
breast that she could trust herself to speak, * Yorr homel
Do you imagine that I bestow a thought on it, or suppose
you could do any harm to that low place which money
would not pay for, and handsomely? Yowr home! You
were a part of the trade of your home, and were bought
gm}i, sold like any other vendible thing your people dealt
in.

“Oh, not that !” cried Emily, * Say anything of me; but
don’t visit my disgrace and shame, more than 1 have done,
on folks who are as honourable as you! Have some respect
for them, as you are a lady, if you have no mercy for me.”

“I speak,” she said, not deigning to take any heed of this
appeal, and drawing away her dress from the contamination
of Emily’s touch, “I speak of Ais home-—where I live.
Here,” she said, stretching out her hand with her contemp-
tuous laugh, and looking down upon the prostrate girl, “is
a worthy cause of division between lady mother and gentle-
man son; of grief in a house where she wouldn't have been
admitted as a kitchen-girl ; of anger, and repining, and re-
proach. This piece of pollution, picked up from the water-
side, to be made much of for an hour, and then tossed back
to her original place!”

“No! nol cried Emily, clasping her hands together.
“When he first came into my way—that the day had never
dawned upon me, and he had met me being carried to my
grave I—I had been brought up as virtuous as you or any
lady, and was going to be the wife of as good a man as you
or any lady in the world can ever marry. If you live in his
home, and know him, you know, perhaps, shat his pow
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with a weak, vain girl might be. I don’t defend myself, but
I know well, and he knows well—or he will know when he
comes to die, and his mind is troubled with it—that he used
all his power to deccive me; and that I believed him, trusted
him, and loved him1”

Rosa Dartle sprang up from her seat, recoiled, and in
recoiling struck at her, with a face of such malignity, so
darkened and disfigured by passion, that I had almost thrown
mysclf between them. The blow, which had no aim, fell
upon the air. As she now stood panting, looking at her
with the utmost detestation that she was capable of express-
ing, and trembling from head to foot with rage and scom, I
thought T had never seen such a sight, and never could sce
such another.

“ You love him? You?" she cried, with her clenched
hand, quivering as if it only wanted 2 weapon to stab the
object of her wrath.

Emily had shrunk out of my view. There was no reply.

“And tell that to me,” she added, “with your shameful
lips? Why don't they whip these creatures? If I could
order it to be done, I would have this girl whipped to death.”

And so she would, I have no doubt. I would not hase
trusted her with the rack tself while that furious Jook lasted

She slowly, very slowly, broke into a laugh, and pointed
at Emily with her hand, as 1f she were a sight of shame for
gods and men.

* Ske love!” shesaid.  “That carrion! And he eser cared
for her, she'd tell me.  Ha, ha!  The lars that these traders
are!”

Her mockery was worse than her undicquised rage. Of
the two, I would have much preferred to be the object of
the latter.  But when she suffered 1t to break loose, 1t was
only for 2 moment.  She had chained 1t up again, and how-
ever it might tear her within, she subdued it to herself,

“I came here, you pure fountam of love,” she said, “to
see~—as I hegan by lcﬁmg you-—what such a thing as you
was like. T was curious. 1 am satisfied.  Also to tell you,
that you had best seck that home of yours with all speed,
and hide your head among these excellent people who p
expecting you, and whom your money will console. W
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Do you hear M& you 1&

- or, better still, in SO

loving heart will not break, you have foun
ing it to be sy 1 have heard of such means sometimes.
1 believe they may be casily foun

A 1ow crying

1She stoppeds and listened 10 it as if it were music.

«] am of & strange NAture pcrhaps,” 0s3

on; “but 1 can't breathe frecly in the air you breathe.
find it sickly. Thercfore, 1 will have it clearcd-——-l will ha
it putiﬁcd of you- 1f you live her¢ {0-MOTTOW) 71t have YO
story and your character _proc\a'\mcd on the common sta

W

u

_\\"ould he never, NEver come? HOW jong Was 1to
this? How long could I bear it?

«Oh me, oh me!” exclaimed the wretched Emily,

tone that might havx; touched the hardest hearts 1 shoult
ing i ca Dartle’s
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CHAPTER LL
THE DEGINNING OF A LONGER JOURNEY.

It was yet carly in the morning of the following day, when,
as I was walking in my garden with my aunt (who took little
other exercise now, being so much in attendance on my dear
Dora), T was told that Mr. Peggoity desired to speak with
me.  He came into the garden to meet me half-way, on my
going towards the gate, and bared his head, as it was always
his custom to do when he saw my aunt, for whom he had a
high respect. I had been telling her all that had happened
overnight. Without saying a word, she walked up with a
cordial face, shook hands with him, and patted him on the
arm. It was so expressively done that she had no neced to
say a word. Mr. Peggotty understood her quite as well as if
she had said a thousand,

“TI go in now, Trot,” said my aunt, “and look after
Little Blossom, who will be getting up presently.”

% Not along of my being here, maam, 1 hope?” said Mr,
Peggotty,  * Unless my wits is gone a bahd's-neezing '—by
which Mr. Peggotty meant to say bird's-nesting—* this morn-
ing, ’tis along of me as you're a-going to quit us?”

“You have something to say, my good friend,” retumned
my aunt, “and will do better without me.”

“By your leave, ma’am,” returned Mr. Peggotty, 1 should
take it kind, pervising you doen’t mind my clicketen, if you'd
bide here.”

“Would you?” said my aunt, with short good-nature.
“Then T am sure I will!”

_So she drew her arm through Mr. Peggotty’s, and walked
with him to a leafy little summer-house there was at the
bottom of the garden, where she sat down on a bench, and
I beside her. “There was o seat for Mr. Peggotty 0o, but he
preferred to stand, leaning his hand on the small rustic table.
As he stood, looking at his cap for a little while before begin-
mng to speak, I could not help observing what power and
force of character his sinewy hand expressed, and what a
good and trusty companion it was to his honest brow and
iron-grey hair.
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~1 tock my dear child away last night,” Mr, Peggotty
bezan, as he raised his eyes to ours, “1o my lodging, wheer
I have a long time been expecting of her and preparing fur
her. It was hours afore she knowed me right; and when
she did, she kneeled down at my feet, and kiender said to
me, as if it was her prayers, how it all come to be. You
may believe me, when T heerd ker voice, 25 1 had heerd at
home so playful—and see her humbled, as it might be in
the dust our Saviour wrote in with His blessed hand—TI felt
a wownd go to my "art in the midst of all its thankfylness.”

He dres his sleeve across s face, without any pretence
R A

te . " Teo cwasfound. I

oy . e , ' - was gone, 1
doen't know why I do so much as mention of it pow, I'm
sure. 1 didnt have 1t 1n my mind a minute ago to say a
word about myself; but it come up so nat'ral, that 1 yielded
to it afore I was aweer.”

“You are a self-denying soul,” sud my aunt, “and will
bave your reward.”

Mr, Peggotty, with the shadows of the leaves playing
athwart his face, made a surpnsed inchnation of the head
towards my aunt, as an acknowledgment of her good opinion,
then took up the thread he had relinquished.

*“When my Em'ly took flight,” he sud, i stern wrath for
the moment, *from the housc wheer she was made a pris'ner
by that theer spotted snake as Mas’r Davy see—and his storys
true, and may Gop confound him t—she took fhight in the
night. It was a dark might, with 2 man) stars ashining.
She was wild. She ran along the sea beach, beheving the
old baat was theer, and calling out to us to turn away our
faces, for she was acoming by, She heerd hersell a-crying
out, like as if it was another person ; and cut herself on them
sharp-pinted stones and rocks, and felt 1t no more than if she
had been rock hersell  Eser so fur she run, and there was
fire afore her eycs, and roarings 1n her carx Of & sudden—
orsoshe thowt, you d—the daybroke, wet and windy,
2d she was lying blow a heap of stone vpon the shore, and
2 woman was aspeaking to her, saying, in the language of

hat poumees, what w1z 1t 23 had pees 00 pueh 2T
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He saw everything he related. It passed before him, as
he spoke, so vividly that, in the intensity of his carnestness,
he presented what he described to me with greater distinct-
ness than I can express. I can hardly believe, writing now
long afterwards, but that T was actually present in these
scenes ; they are impressed upon me with such an astonish-
ing air of fidelity. ]

“As Em’ly’s eyes~—which was heavy—see this woman
better,” Mr. Peggotty went on, “she know'd as she was one
of them as she had often talked to on the beach. TFu
though she had run (as I have said) ever so fur in the night,
she had oftentimes wandered long ways, partly afoot, partly
in boats and carriages, and know'd all that country, ’long the
coast, miles and miles. She hadn’t no children of her own,
this woman, being a young wife; but she was a-looking to
have one afore long. And may my prayers go up to Heaven
that "twill be 2 happ'ness to her, and a comfort, and a honour
alibher life!  May it love her and be dootiful to her in her
» tage; helpful of her at the last ; a angel to het here, and

eafter 1”

“*Amen!” said my aunt.

“She had been summat timorous and down,” said Mr.
Peggotty, “and had sat, at first, a little way off, at her spin-
ning, or such work as it was, when Em’ly talked to the chil-
dren.  But Em'ly had took notice of her, and had gone and
spoke to her; and as the young woman was partial to the
children herself, they had scon made friends—sermuchser,
that when Em’ly went that way she always giv Em'ly flowers.
This was her as now asked what it was that had gone so
much amiss. Emly told her, and she—took her home.
She did indeed. She took her home,” said Mr. Peggotty,
covering his face.

He was more affected by this act of kindness than 1 had
ever seen him affected by anything since the night she went
away. My aunt and I did not attempt to disturb him.

“It was a little cottage, you may suppose,” he said pres-
ently, “but she found space for Em'ly in it—her husband
was away at sea—and she kep it secret, and prevailed upon
such neighbours as she had (they was not many near) to kee
ft secret too. Emly was took bad with tever: and what is
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very strange to me is—maybe 'tis not so strange to scholars—
the language of that country went out of her head, and she
could only speak her own, that no one unnerstood. She
recollects, as if she had dreamed it, that she lay there, always
atalking her own tongue, always believing as the old boat
was round the next pint in the bay, and begging and im-
Eloringol" it Pl 8 el .
ring back ' .

A'most the

mention on just now was lutking for her unncmeath the
winder, now that him as had brought her to this was in the
room ; and ¢ned to the good joung woman not to give her
up, and know'd at the same time that she couldn't unner-
stand, and dreaded that she must be took away. Likewise
the fire was nfore her eyes, and the roarings in her cars; and
there was no to<lay, nor yesterday, nor yet to-morrow; but
everything in her life as ever had been, or as ever could be,
and everything as never had been, and as never could be,
was acrowding on her all at once, and nothing cleat not
welcome: and yet she sang and daughed about it ! How long
this lasted, I doen’t know ; but then there come a sleep, and
in that slecp, from being & many times stronger than her own
self, she fell into the weakness of the Littlest child.”

Here he stopped, as if for relief from the terrors of his own
description.  After being silent for & few moments, he pur-
sued his story.

1t was a pleasant arternoon when she awoke, and so quict
that there warn't a sound but the rippling of that blue sea
without a tide upon the shore. It was her belief, at first,
that she was at home upon a Sunday morming ; but the vine
leaves as she see at the winder, and the hills beyond, wamt
home, and contradicted of her. Then come in her friend, to
watch alongside of her bed ; and then she know'd as the old
boat wam't round that next pint in the bay no more, but was
fur off; and know’d wheer she was, and why; and broke out
a-<crying on that good young woman's bosom, wheer 1 hope her
baby is a-lying now, acheering of her with ts pretty eyes '™

He could not speak of this good friend of Emily's without
a flow of tears. It was in wain to try. He broke down
again, endeavouring to bless her.
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“That done my Em’ly good,” he resumed, after such emo-
tion as I could not behold without sharing in—and as to my
aunt, she wept with all her heart—*that donc Em’ly good,
and she begun to mend. But the language of that country
was quite gone from her, and she was forced to make signs.
So she went on, getting better from day to day, slow, but
sure, and trying to learn the names of common things—
names as she seemed never to have heerd in all her life—till
one evening come, when she was a-setting at her window,
looking at a little girl at play upon the beach. And of a
sudden this child held out her hand, and said, what would
be in English, ¢ Fisherman's daughter, here’s a shell” Tor
you are to unnerstand that they used at first to call her
‘Pretty lady, as the general way in that country is; and
that she had taught ’em to call her ¢ Fisherman’s daughter’
mstead. The child says of a sudden, ¢ Fisherman’s daugh-
. ter, here’s a shell!” Then Em'ly unnerstands her, and she

*, « .« bursting out a-crying ; and it all comes back !
"--“When Em’ly got strong again,” said Mr. Peggotty, aficr

wther short interval of silence, “she casts about to leave
that good young creetur, and get to her own country, The
husband was come home then, and the two together put her
aboard a small trader bound to Leghorn, and from that to
France. She had a little money, but it was less than little
as they would take for all they done. I'm a’most glad on
it, though they was so poor. What they done is laid up
wheer neither moth nor rust doth corrupt, and wheer thieves
do not break through nor steal.  Mas’r Davy, it'll outlast all
the treasure in the wureld.

“Em'ly got to France, and took service to wait on travel-
ling ladies at a inn in the port. Theer, theer come, one day,
that snake.—Let him never come nigh me. 1 doen't know
what hurt I might do him !—Soon as she see him, without
him seeing her, all her fear and wildness returned upon her,
and she fled afore the very breath he draw'd.  She come to
England. and was set ashore at Dover.

“Y ¢ 't know,” said Mr. Peggotty, “for sure, when her
‘art beg:- - 7+ her, but all the way to England she had thowt
tocom; = dear home. Soon as she got to England, she
tumcd% o Wwrds it But, fear of not being foryiv, fear

»

DU



- —————— . -

DAVID COPTERFIELD. 301

of being pinted at, fear of some of us beirg dead along of
Fer, fear of many things, turned her from it, kiender by force,
rpon the road.  * Uncle, uncle,’ she says to me, *the fear of
not being worthy to do what my torn and bleeding breast so
Ienzed to do, was the most fright’ning fear of alit 1 turned
beek, when my "art was full of prayers that I might crawl to
the old doorstep, 1n the might, kiss it, lay my wicked face
Ley e . -

- et 't e . . Lom e . -
it in her life—alof ithout 2 penny—young: pretty—
come to London, A'most the moment 2s she lLighted here,
all so desolate, she found (as she believed) a friend—a decent
woman, 25 spoke 10 her about the needlework as she had
been brought up to do, about finding plenty of 1t fur her,
about a lodging for the might, and making secret inquira.
tion concemning of me and all at home to-momow. When
my child,” he said aloud, and with an energy of grattude
that shook him from head to foot, “stood upon the brink of
moare than 1 ean say or thuink on, Mantha, true to her promise,
saved hert”

T could not repress a ery of joy.

“Mas't Davy,” he said, gnpping my kand in that strong
hand of his, *it was you as first made mention of her to me.
1 thankee, sir. She was arnest. She had know’d, of her
bitter knawledge, wheer to watch and what to do.  She had
done it. And the Lotd was above all! She come, white
and hurried, upon Emly 1n her sleep.  She says to her,
‘Rise vp from worse than death, and come with met’
Them belonging to the house would have stopped her, but
they mizht as soon have stopped the sea. *Stand away
from me,' she says. *Tam a ghost that calls her from be-
side her open grase!® She told Em'ly she had seen me,
and know'd 1 loved her and forive her.  She wrapped ber,
hasty, in her clothes.  She took her, famnt and trembling, on
herarm.  She heeded no more what they said than of the
tad had no ears. She walked amang 'em with my chid,
reinding only her, and brought her safe out, in the dead c
the nizhy, from that black pitof nunt

“She attended on Emly,” said Mr. Peggor~
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released my hand, and put his own hand on his heaving
chest—“she attended to my Em’ly, lying wearied out, and
wandering betwixt whiles, till late next day. Then she went
in search of me; then in search of you, Mas't Davy. She
didn’t tell Em’ly what she come out fur, lest her ‘art should
fail, and she should think of hiding of herself. How the cruel
lady know'd of her being theer, I can’t say. Whether him as
1 have spoke so much of chanced to see 'em going theer, or
whether (which is most like to my thinking) he had heerd it
from the woman, I doen’t greatly ask myself. My niece is
found.

“All night long,” said Mr. Peggotty, “we have been
together, Em’ly and me. “Tis little (considering the time)
as she has said, in wureds, through them broken-hearted
tears; ’tis less as I have seen of her dear face, as grow'd
into a woman’s at my hearth. But all night long her arms
has been about my neck, and her head has laid here; and

. we knows full well as we can put our trust in one another

* evermore.”

He ceased to speak, and his hand upon the table rested
there in perfect repose, with a resolution in it that might
have conquered lions.

“It was a gleam of light upon me, Trot,” said my aunt,

drying her eyes, “when I formed the resolution of being
godmother to your sister Betsey Trotwood, who disappointed
me; but, next to that, hardly anything would have given me
greater pleasure than to be godmother ta that good young
creature’s baby 1”
. Mr. Peggotty nodded his understanding of my aunt’s feel-
ings, but could not trust himself with any verbal reference
to the subject of her commendation. We all remained
silent, and occupied with our own reflections (my aunt dry-
ing her eyes, and now sobbing convulsively, and now laughing
and calling herself a fool), until T spoke.

“You have quite made up your mind,” said 1 to Mr.
Peggotty, “as to the future, good friend? I need scarcely
ask you” .

“Quite, Mast Davy,” he retumned; “and told Em'ly.
Theer's mighty countries fur from here. Our future life
lays over the sea”
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“They will emigrate together, aunt,” said I

“Yes!” said Mr. Peggotty, with a hopeful smile. “No
one can't reproach my darling in Australin.  We will begin
1 new life over theer 1®

I asked him if he yet proposed to himself any time for
ing away.

*“1 was down at the Docks early this merning, sir,” he
retumed, “to get informaticn concerning of them ships. In
adout six weeks or two months from now therell be one
s:iling—1I see her this moming—mwent aboard—and we shall
take our passage in her.”

#Quite alone ?” I asked,

“Ay, Mas’r Davy1” he retumned. My sister, you ses,
she's that fond of you and yourn, and that accustomed to
think on'y of her own country, that it wouldn’t be hardly fair
P Rt A -

My good sister takes care of his house, you see, ma'am,
and he takes hindly 1o her,” Mr. Peggotty explined, for my
aunt’s better information.  * He'll set and talk to her, with a
calm spirit, when it's ke he couldn’t bring himself to open
his lips to another. Poor fellow!” sud Mr. Peggotty, shaking
his head, *theer’s not so much left him, that he could spare
the little as he hast”

“And Mrs. Gumimidge? " said I

“Well, I've had a mort of consideration, I do tell you,”
tetumed Mr, Peggotty, with a perplexed look which gradu-
allycleared as h=+ + * ¢ #emmsamm o f M 0 0o e
You see, when ¥ 4 ¢ v - e
‘un, she ant v -, Lo e -
jou and me, Mas't Davy—and jou, maam—when Mrs.
Gummidge takes to wunicking,"—our old county word for
¢rying,—* she's hable to be considered to be, by them as
didnt know the old ‘un, prevish-ike.  Now I &7f know the
old 'un,” said Mr. Peggotty, “and I know'd his merits, soJ
unnerstan® her; but tant entirely so, you sce, with others=:
natnally cant be 1 L

My aunt and T bath acquiesced. .

“Wheerby,”suid Me, Pegiotty, *my sister tight—=1 doca't

.
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say she would, but might—find Missis Gummidge give her 2
leetle trouble now and again. Theerfur ’tan’t my intentiors
to moor Missis Gummidge ‘long with them, but to find 2
beein’ fur her wheer she can fisherate fur herself” (A beein’
signifies, in that dialect, 2 home; and to fisherate, 1s to pro-
vide.) “Fur which purpose,” said Mr. Peggotty, “I means
to make her a ’lowance afore I go, as'll leave her preity
comfort'’ble. She’s the faithfullest of creeturs. *Tan't to be
expected, of course, at her time of life, and being lone and
lorn, as the good old Mawther is to be knocked about
aboardship, and in the woods and wilds of a new and fur-
- away country. So that’s what I'm a-going to do with /fer”

He forgot nobody. He thought of everybody’s claims and
strivings but his own.

“Em'ly,” he continued, “will keep along with me—poor
child, she’s sore in need of peace and rest l—until such time
as we goes upon our voyage. She'll work at them clothes as
must be made ; and I hope her troubles will begin to scem

, longer ago than they was, when she finds hersel{ once more by
her rough but loving uncle.”

My aunt nodded confirmation of this hope, and imparted
great satisfaction to Mr. Peggotty.

“Theer's one thing furder, Mas’r Davy,” said he, putting
his band in his breast-pocket, and gravely taking out the
little paper bundle I had seen before, which he unrolled on
the table. “Theer’s these here bank-notes—fifty pound, and
ten. To them I wish to add the money as she come away
with. I've asked her about that (but not saying why), and
have added of it up. T an’t a scholar ; would you be so kind
as see how ’tis?”

He handed me, apologetically for his scholarship, a picce
of paper, and observed me while I looked it over. It was
quite right.

" Thankee, sir,” he said, taking it back. * This moncy, if
you doen’t see objections, Mas’t Davy, I shall put up jest
afore T go, in a cover d'rected to him; and put that up in
another, d’rected to his mother. I shall tell her, in no more
wureds than I speak to you, what it's the price on; and that
T'm gone, and past receiving of it back.”

1 told him that T thought it would be right to do so—that

.
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1 was thoroughly convineed it would be, since he relt it to be
fght.

“1 said that theer was on’y one thing furder,” he pro-
ceeded, with a grave smile, when he had made up his Iutle
bandle again, and put it in lus pocket, “but theer was two. 1
wum't sure in my mind, when 1 come out this moming, as T
cauld go and break to Ham, of my own self, what had <o
thanlfully happened.  So I writ a letter while I was out, and
put it in the post-office, telling of 'em how all was as tis, and
that 1 should come down to-morrow to unload my mind of
what Jittle needs a<doing of down theer, and, most-like, take
my farewell leave of Yarmouth.”

“And do you wish me to go with you?” said I, sceing that
he left something unsaid.

“If you could do me that kind favour, Mas’ Davy,” he
replied, “ I know the sight on you would cheer 'em up a bit."

My hittle Dora being in good spinits, and sery desirous
that I should go—as I found on talking it over with her—
1 readily pledged myself to accompany him 1n accordance
PR T T A g g

-t a

Peggotty, in despite of all my remonstrances, carying my
bag—Iglanced nto Omer and Joram's shop, and saw my
old friend Mr. Omer there, smoking his pipe. I felt relue
tant to be present when Mr. Peggotty first met his sister and
Ham, and made Mr. Omer xcuse for lnngcrin§ behind.

w e LI PN EA-A i ey

Aty I Y Y
light,

“T should get up, sir, to acknowledge such an honour as
this visit,” said he, “ only my limbs are rather out of sorts,
and 1 am wheeled about.  With the exception of my limbs
and my breath, hows’ever, I am as hearty as & man can be,
T'm thankful to say.”

I congratulated him on his contented looks and his good
spirits, and saw now that his easychair went on wheels. .

“It's an ingenious thing, amn't it?” he inquired, following
the direction of my glance, and polishing the elbow with his
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say she would, but might—find Missis Gummidge give her 2
leetle trouble now and again. Theerfur ’tan’t my intentiors
to moor Missis Gummidge ‘long with them, but to find a
beein’ fur her wheer she can fisherate fur herself.” (A been’
signifies, in that dialect, 2 home; and to fisherate, is to pro-
vide.) “TFur which purpose,” said Mr. Peggotty, “I means
o make her a 'lowance afore I go, as’ll leave her prety
:omfort’ble. She's the faithfullest of creeturs. "Tan’t to be
ixpected, of course, at her time of life, and being lone and
omn, as the good old Mawther is to be knocked about
tboardship, and in the woods and wilds of a new and fur-
wway country.  So that's what I'm a-going to do with Zern”

He forgot nobody. He thought of everybody’s claims and
strivings but his own.

“Em'ly,” he continued, “will keep along with me—poor
:hild, she’s sore in need of peace and rest \—until such time
15 we goes upon our voyage. She’ll work at them clothes as
must be made; and I hope her troubles will begin to scem
longer ago than they was, when she finds herself once more by
her rough but loving uncle.”

My aunt nodded confirmation of this hope, and imparted
great satisfaction to Mr. Peggotty.

_“Theer's one thing furder, Mas’r Davy,” said he, putting
his hand in his breast-pocket, and gravely taking out the
little paper bundle I had seen before, which he unrolled on
the table. “Theer’s these here bank-notes—fifty pound, and
ten. To them I wish to add the money as she come away
with. I've asked her about that (but not saying why), and
have added of it up. I an't a scholar ; would you be so kind
as see how ’tis 2

He handed me, apologetically for his scholarship, a piece
of paper, and observed me while I Jooked it over. It was
quite right.

“ Thankee, sir,” he said, taking it back. * This money, if
you doen’t sec objections, Mast Davy, I shall put up jest
afore I go, in a cover d'rected to him ; and put that up in
another, d'rected to his mother. I shall tell her, in no more
wureds than I speak to you, what it's the price on; and that
I'm gone, and past receiving of it back.”

I told him that T thought it would be right to do so—that
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1 was thoroughly convinced it would be, since he telt it to be
rght
*1 sud that theer was on'y one thing furder,” he pro.
ceeded, with a grave smile, when he bad made up his liztle
bundle again, and put it in his pocket, “but theer was two 1
warn’t sure 1n my mind, when I come out this morning, as 1
cauld go and break to Ham, of my own sclf, what had so
thanlfully happened.  So T writ a letter while I was out, and
put it in the post-office, telling of 'em how all was as 'tis, and
that I should come down to-morrow to unload my mind of
what little needs a-doing of down theer, and, most-like, take
my farewell leave of Yarmouth.”
tre t t 9" said I, seeing that

. . ur, Mas'r Davy,” he
replicd, “ I know the sight on you would cheer ’em up a bit*

My Intle Dora being i good spints, and very desirous
I}m 1 should go—as I found on l:d):mgI it over with l'u:r—-
M A\ o . LY

Peggotty, in dcspnc of all my remonstrances, carrying my
%—I glanced 1nto Omer and Joram's shop, and saw my
old friend Mr Omer there, smoking his pipe. I felt relue
tant to be present when Mr. Peggotty first met his sister and
Ham, and made Mr. Omer my excuse for ingenng behind.

* How is Mr. Omer after this long tme ?” sud |, going in.

Ilc fanned away the smoke of his pipe, that he might get
a If:cucr view of me, and soon tecognized me with great de.
light.

“T should get up, sir, to acknowledge such an honour as
this visit,” said he, “ only my limbs arc rather out of sorts,
and T am wheeled about.  With the exception of my limbs
and my breath, hows'ever, I am as hearty as a man can be,
I'm thankfu! to say.” 3

1 congratulated him on his contented looks and his good
tpirits, and saw now that his easychar went on wheels. .

“It's an ingenious thing, ain't it ?” he inquired, foﬂ_om:{
the ducction of my glance, and polishing the clbow with »
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arm. “It runs as light as a feather, and tracks as true
as a mailcoach. Bless you, my little Minnie—my .grand-
daughter, you know, Minnie’s child—puts her little strength i
against the back, gives it a shove, and away we go, as clever
and merry as ever you see anything! And I tell you whai—
it’s 2 rost uncommon chair to smoke a pipe in.”

I never saw such a good old fellow to make the best of 2
thing, and find out the enjoyment of it, as Mr. Omer. He
was as radiant as if his chair, his asthma, and the failure of
his limbs, were the various branches of a great invention for
enhancing the luxury of a pipe.

«] sece more of the world, I can assure you,” said Mr.
Omer, “in this chair than ever 1 see out of it. You'd be
surprised at the number of people that looks in of a day to
have a chat.  You really would! There’s twice as much in
the newspaper, since I've taken to this chair, as there used to
be. As togeneral reading, dear me, what a lot of it I do get
through! That’s what I feel so strong, you know! If it had
been my eyes, what should I have done? If it had been my
ears, what should I have done? Being my limbs, what does
it signify? Why, my limbs only made my breath shorter
when I used ’em. And now, if I want to go out into the
street, or down to the sands, I've only got to call Dick,
Joram’s youngest ‘prentice, and away I go in my own car-
riage, like the Lord Mayor of London.”

He half sufiocated himself with laughing here.

“ Lord bless you !” said Mr. Omer, resuming his pipe, 2
man must take the fat with the lean—that’s what he mus!
make up his mind to, in this life. Joram does a fine busi
ness—ex-cellent business 17

*1 am very glad to hear it,” said 1.

“1 knew you would be,” said Mr. Omer. “And Jorar
and Minnie are like valentines. What more can & m?
expect? What's his limbs to #kar/”

His supreme contempt for his own limbs, as he ¢
smoking, was one of the pleasantest oddities I bave e
encountered.

“ And sfn‘ce T've took to general.reading, you've took
reneral writing, eh, sir?” said Mr. Omer, surveying me
minngly. “What a lovely work that was of yours{ W



DAVID COPPERFIELD. 7

expressions in 12! I read it every word—every werd. And
asto l~clin~ slc:py—not at a]l "

Il but I must confess
that I !hou"ﬂ this association of idcas s:r:mfcant.

"} give you my word and honour, sir,* said Mr. Omer,
“that when I lay that book upen the table, and look at it
ouside—compact in three separate and indiwidual sollumes;
ong, two, three—1 am as proud as Punch to think that 1
once had the honour of baing connected nith your family,
And, dear me, it's a long tme ago now, am't 1t? Oherat
Blunderstone.  With a pretty httle party laid aleng with the
other party.  And you quite a small party then jourself,
Dear, dear!™

T changed the subject by refernng to Lmily  After assur-
ing hxm that I did not forget how interested he had always
been in b d hou Lde) hc had always treated hcr, I

e mngemens em as Lo

. v
when T had done,—

“I am rejorced at i, sir!  It's the best news I have heard
for many a day. Dear, dear, dear'  And what's going to be
undertook for that unlortunate young woman, Martha, now?”

“You touch & point that my thoughts have been dwelling
on since yesterday,” said I, “but on which I ean give you no
information yet, Mr. Omer  Mr Peggotty has not alluded
toit, and I have a delicacy in doing so 1 am sure he has
not ro'rgoucn it. He forgets nothing that s disinterested and
oo,

* Because, you know,” suid Mr Omer, taking humsell up
where he had left off, * whatever s done, I should wish to be
2 member of.  Put me down for anything you may consuider
right, and let me know. I never could think the gul all
bu! and I am ghd to find she’s not.  So will my daughter
Minne be. Young women are contradictory creatures in
some things—her rroxher was just the same as her—but
their hearts are soft and kind.  It's all show with Munnic
about Marths, Why she should conuder it necessary to
rake any show, I don't undertake to tell you. Dur-l-pi -
thow, bless you.  She'd do ber any kindness in pri ™™
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put me down for whatever you may consider right, will you
be so good? and drop me a line where to forward it. Dear
me ! said Mr, Omer, “when a man is drawing on to a time
of life where the two ends of lifc meet — when he finds
himself, however hearty he is, being wheeled about for the
second time, in a speeches of go-cart—he should be over-
rejoiced to do a kindness if he can. He wants plenty. And
I don't speak of myself, particular,” said Mr. Omer, “because, ’
sir, the way I look at it is, that we are all drawing on to the
bottom of the hill, whatever age we are, on account of time
never standing still for a single moment. So let us always do
a kindness, and be overrejoiced. To be sure!”

He knocked the ashes out of his pipe, and put it on a ledge
in the back of his chair expressly made for its reception.

“There’s Em'ly’s cousin, him that she was to have bren
married to,” said Mr. Omer, rubbing his hands fecbly, “as

_ fine a fellow as there is in Yarmouth! He'll come and talk
.~ or read to me, in the evening, for an hour together some-
- ““times. That’s a kindness, I should callit! Al his life'sa

kindness.”

*I am going to see him now,” said L.

““Are you?” said Mr. Omer. *“Tell him I was hearty, and
sent my respects, Minnie and Joram’s at a ball. They
would be as proud to see you as I am, if they was at home.
Minnie won't hardly go out at all, you see, ‘on account of
father,’ as she says. So I swore to-night that if she didn't
go, I'd go to bed at six. In consequence of which "—Mr.
Omer shook himself and his chair with laughter at the suc-
cess of his device—“she and Joram’s at a ball.”

I shook hands with him, and wished him good-night.

*“Half a minute, sir,” said Mr. Omer. “If you was to
go without seeing my little clephant, you'd lose the best of
sights. You never see such a sight I—Minnic !”

A musical little voice answered, from somewhere upstairs,
“I am coming, grandfather!” and a pretty little gir], with
long, flaxen, curling hair, soon came running into the shop.

“This is my little elephant, sir,” said Mr. Omer, fondling
the child. “Siamese breed, sir.—Now, little elephant {”

The little clephant set the door of the parlour open,
enabling me to sec that, in these latter days, it was converted
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into a bedroom for Mr. Omer, who could not be easily
conveyed upstairs; and then hid her pretty forehead, and
ll}:‘n{blcd her long hair, against the back "of Mt Omer's
chair,

““The clephant butts, you know, sir,” said Mr. Omer,
winking, *“when he goes at an object.—Once, clephant.
Twice. Three times!”

At this signal, the little clephant, with a dexterity that was
next to marvellous in so small an animal, whisked the chair
round with Mr. Omer 1n it, and rattled it off, pell-mell, into
the patlour, without touching the doorpost—Mr. Omer in-
describably enjoying the § and looking back nt
me on the road as if it were the tnumphant issue of his Life’s
cxertions.

After a stroll about the town, I went to Ham's house,
Peggotty had now removed here for good, and had let her
own house to the successor of Mr Barkis in the camying
business, who had paid her very well for the goodwill, can,
and horse. 1 behieve the very same slow horse that Me,
Barkis drove was still at work.

1 found them in the neat kitchen, accompanied by Mrs,
Gummidge, who had been fetched from the old boat by Me.
Peggotty himsell I doubt if she could have been induced
to desert her post by any one else.  He had evidently told
them all.  Both Peggotty and Mrs. Gummidge had their
aprons to their cyes, and Ham had just stepped out “to take
atum on the beach” He presently came home, very glad
10 see me; and I hope they were all the better for my being
there.  We spoke, with some approach to cheerfulness, of
Mr. Peggotty's growing tich w a new country, and of the
wonders he would describe 1n fus letters.  We said nothing
of Lmily by name, but distantly referred to her more than
ence,  Ham was the serenest of the party.

But, Peggotty told me, when she lighted me to a little
chamber where the crocodile book was lying ready for me
on the table, that he always was the same.  She believed
(she told me, crying) that he was broken-hearted ; though he
»a1 as full of courage as of sweetness, and worked harder
and better than any boathulkler in any yard in all that pare,
Thete were times, she sud, of an evening, when be talked
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t me down for whatever you may consider right, will yo
so good? and drop me a line where to forward it. Dea
s 17 gaid Mr. Omer, “when a man is drawing on to a tim
life where the two ends of life meet— when he find
nself, however hearty he is, being wheeled about for th
-ond time, in a speeches of go-cart—he should be oves
ioiced to do a kindness if he can.  He wants plenty. An
jon’t speak of myself, particular,” said Mr. Omer, “becausc
, the way I look at it is, that we are all drawing on to th
ttom of the hill, whatever age we are, on account of tim
ver standing still for a single moment. Solet us always d
kindness, and be over-rejoiced. To be sure!”

He knocked the ashes out of his pipe, and put it on a ledg
the back of his chair expressly made for its reception.
“There’s Em’ly’s cousin, him that she was to have bre
arried to,” said Mr. Omer, rubbing his hands feebly, “a
1¢ a fellow as there is in Yarmouth! He'll come and tal
“read to me, in the evening, for an hour together somc
nes, That's a kindness, I should call it! All his life’s .
ndness.”

“J am going to see him now,” said I.

“Are you?” said Mr. Omer. “Tell him I was hearty, ani
nt my respects, Minnie and Joram’s at a ball. The
suld be as proud to see you as I am, if they was at home
innie won’t hardly go out at all, you see, ‘on account ¢
ther,” as she says. So I swore to-night that if she didn
, I'd go to bed at six. In consequence of which "—Mi
mer shook himself and his chair with laughter at the suc
s5 of his device—*“she and Joram’s at a ball.”

I shook hands with him, and wished him good-night.
“Half a minute, sir,” said Mr. Omer. “If you was t
) without sceing my little clephant, you'd lose the best ¢
shts.  You never sce such a sight —Minnie ! ”

A musical little voice answered, from somewhere upstairs
[ am coming, grandfather!” and a pretty little girl, wit!
ng, flaxen, curling hair, soon came running into the shop.
“This is my little elephant, sir,” said Mr. Omer, fondlin
¢ child. “Siamese breed, sir.—Now, little elephant 17
The little elephant set the door of the parlour oper
wabling me to see that, in these latter days, it was converte



DAVID COPPERFIELD. 311
We walked 3 Litte further in silence, and then he spoke.
“'Tan't that I forgive her. 'Tant that so much. 'Tis

more as I beg of her to forgive me, for having pressed my

affections upon her.  Odd times, I think that if I hadn't had
her promise fur to marry me, si7, she was that trustful of me,
in a friendly way, that she’d have told me what was struggling

in her mind, and would have counselled with me, and i

might have saved her.”

his hand.  “Is thatall?"®

“Theer's yet a something else,” he returned, “if I can say
it, Mas'r Davy.”

We walked on, further than we had walked yet, before he
spoke epain.  He was not erjing when he made the pauses
1 shall express by lines. He was merely collecng himsc!f to
speak very plainly.

“T loved her—and I love the mem'ry of her—too deep—
to be able to lead her to beliese of my own self as I'm 2
happy man. I could only be happ)—by forgetting of her—
and I'm afeerd I couldn't hardly bear as she should be told T
done that,  But if you, being so full of learning, Mas't Davy,
could think of anything to say as might bring her to believe
1 wasn't greatly hurt, stil loving of her, and mouming for
her—anything as might bring her to believe as I was not tired
of my life, and yet was hoping fur 1o see her without blame
wheer the wicked cease from troubling and the weary are at
rest—anything as would ease her sorrowful mind, and yet not
nuke her think as I could ever marry, or as ‘twas possible that
any one could ever be to me what she was—I should ask of
you to say that—with my prayers for her—that was so dear.”

1 pressed his manly hand agan, and told lum I would
charge myself to do this as well as I could.

#]thankee, sir,” he answered. *“ Twas kind of you to meet
me. “Twas kind of you to bear him company down.  Mas'r
Davy, I unnerstan' very well, though my aunt will come to
Lon'on afore they sail, and theyll umte once more, that I am
not Like 1o see him agen. I fare to feel sure on't. We doent
53y 50, but so't will be, and better s0.  The Last you sec on
kim—the very last—will you give him the Jovingest duty and
thanks of the orphan as he was ever more than a father to?”

Th's I also promised faithfully,
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their old fife in the boat-house; and then he mentioned Emily
as a child. But he never mentioned her as a woman. ‘

I thought I had read in his face that he would like to

speak to me alone. 1 therefore resolved to put myself in his
‘ay next evening, as he came home from his work. Having
sttled this with myself, 1 fell asleep. That night, for the
rst time in all those many nights, the candle was taken out
f the window, Mr. Peggotty swung in his old hammock in
he old boat, and the wind murmured with the old sound
ound his head.

All next day he was occupied in disposing of his fishing-

ioat and tackle; in packing up, and sending to London by
ragon, such of his little domestic possessions as he thought
rould be useful to him; and in parting with the rest, or
sestowing them on Mrs. Gummidge. She was with him all
lag. As I had a sorrowful wish to see the old place once
nore, before it was locked up, I engaged to meet them there
n the evening, But I so arranged it as that I should meet
dam first,
_ It was easy to come in his way, as I knew where he worked.
-met him at a retired part of the sands, which I knew he
vould cross, and turned back with him, that he might have
eisure to speak to me if he really wished. I had not mistaken
he expression of his face. We had walked but a little way
ogether, when he said, without looking at me,—

“Mas'r Davy, have you seen her?”

“Only for a moment, when she was in a swoon,” I softly
inswered. '

We walked a little further, and he said,—

“ Mas'r Davy, shall you see her, d'ye think?”

“1t would be too painful to her, perhaps,” said 1.

“I bhave thowt of that,” he replied. *“So ’twould, sir—s0
twould.”

*“But, Ham,” said I gently, “if there is anything that I
sould write to her, for you, in case I could not tell it—if
here is anything you would wish to make known to her
hrough me—1 should consider it a sacred trust.”

“I am sure on't. 1 thankee, sir, most kind! I think
heer is something 1 could wish said or wrote.”

“What is it?”
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“afore the boat finds new temants. They look wpon't down
here as being unfort'nate now 1"

“Does st belonz to anybody in the neighbourhood 2™ 1
asked,

“To a mast maker up town,” said Mr. Peggotty. “I'm
agoing to give the key to him to night.”

We looked into the other hitle room, and came back to
Mrs. Gummidge, sitting on the locker, whom Mr. Peggotty,
putting the Iight on the chimney-picce, requested to rise,
that he might carry it outside the door before extinguishing
the candle,

“DanT,” smd Mrs, Gummidge, suddenly deserting her
hasket, and elinzing to his arm, “my dear Dan'l, the parting
words I speak in this house 15, I musta’t be left tehind,
Doen't ye think of leaving me behind, Danl! Ob, doen't
s ever dojt”

Mr., Peggotty, taken aback, Jooked from Mrs. Gummidge
to me, and from me to Mrs. Gummudge, as if he had been
awakened from a sleep.

“Doen'’t ye, dearest Dan’l, doen't yel” ened Mrs, Gum-
midge fenvently,  “ Take me long with you, Danl; take me
"long with you and Emy! Il be your servant, constant and
true.  If theres slaves 1n them s where you're apoing,
I be Lound to you for one, and happy , but doen't ye lease
me behind, Dan, that's a deary dear ™

“My good soul,” said Mr. Peggotty, shaking his head,
;)0\: doen't know what a long voyage and what 2 hard life

13

“Yes, 1 do, Dan1! 1 can guess'” ened Mrs. Gummidge.

Hut my parting words under this roof 15, I shall gointo the
House and die, if I am not took. Ican dig, Danl I ecan
wetk, Icanlive hard 1 can be loving and patient now —
more than you think, Dan'l, 1f you'll on’y try me. 1 wouldn't
touch the TJowance, not if I was dying of want, Danl Pegpotty;
bt Pl go with you and EmTy, if youll on'y let me, to the
world's end! T know how ‘tis, T know you think that Tam
fo~e and lom; but, deary love, 'an’t so no more! I amnk
8t here s0 fong, a-watching, and athinking of your tnal,
without some good being done me.—Mas’t Davy, speak to
kim for me! 1 koows his ways, and Emy's, and 1 knows
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«Y thankee agen, sir,” he said, heartily shaking hands. 1
know wheer you're a-going. Good-bye {”

With a slight wave of his hand, as though to explain to me
that he could not enter the old place, he turned away. As 1
looked after his figure, crossing the waste in the moonlight, I
saw him turn his face towards a strip of silvery light upon the
sea, and pass on, looking at it, until he was a shadow in the
distance.

The door of the boat-house stood open when I approached,
and, on entering, I found it emptied of all its furniture, saving
one of the old lockers, on which Mrs. Gummidge, with a
basket on her knee, was seated, looking at Mr. Peggotty. He
leaned his elbow on the rough chimney-piece, and gazed upon
a few expiring embers in the grate; but he raised his head,
hopefully, on my coming in, and spoke in a cheery manner.

“Come, according to promise, to bid farewell to't, ch,
Mas'r Davy?” he said, taking up the candle. * Bare enough,
now, an't ite”

“Indeed you have made good use of the time,” said 1.

“Why, we have not been 1dle, sir.  Missis Gummidge has
worked like a—T doen't know what Missis Gummidge an't
worked like,” said Mr. Peggotty, looking at her, at a loss for
a sufficiently approving simile.

_ Mrs. Gummidge, leaning on her basket, made no observa-
tion.

“Theer's the very locker that you used to sit on, "long with
Em’ly !” said Mr. Peggotty, in a whisper. “I'm a.going to
carry it away with me, last of all.  And here’s your old little
bedroom~—see, Mast Davy. A’most as bleak to-night as
‘art could wish!”

In truth, the wind, though it was low, bad a solemn sound,
and crept around the deserted house with a whispered wailing
that was very mournful. Everything was gone, down to the
little mirror with the oyster-shell frame. I thought of myself,
lying here, when that first great change was being wrought
at home. I thought of the blue-eyed child who had en-
, chanted me. I thought of Steerforth ; and a footish, fearful

fancy came upon me of his being near at hand, and liable to

bo met at any tumn.
*’Tis iike to be long,” said Mr. Pepgatty, in a low voice,
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#2afore the boat finds pew tenants. They Jook Lpon®t dowr
Lere 2s bung enfortna'e now '™

“Dozs 1t belong to anybody 1n the ne
2cked

“Fo a mastmaler tp town” said Mn Peggonty, “I'm
agsing to gie the Ley to bim tonzte”

We looked into the other Litle room, and came back to
Mz Gummidge, sittng o the locker, xhom Mr. Peggot

hlourtood 2" 1

putting the Iight on the chimney-piece, requested 1o nise,
that he mught camy 1t outside the door before exungmshing

the aand’e.

“Danl” sud Mrs Gummudge, suddenly deserting her
basket, and cknging to his arm, “my dear Dan, the panting
werds T speak in this kouse 15, I mustnt be left tehind
Doent ye think of leaning me behind, Dan?' Oh, doent
geevcrdon ™

Mz, Peggotty, talen aback, looked from Mre. Gummidge
to me, and from me to Mrs. Gemmidge, as if he had been
awakened from a sleep.

“Doen'’t ye, dearest Dan’l, doent ye!” encd Mrs, Gum-
radge fervently.  “ Tale me Torg with you, Danl, tale e
‘long with you and Emly ! Il be your servant, constart and
trie. I1 there's slaves jn ther parts where youre agerg
TN - Tas o foones ced bhaeee bt doen't ye Jaave

. .
oo . « thakirg bis head,
“you doen’t know what a long voyage and whata hard lfe
kR4

“Yes, I do, Danl' T ean guess '™ ened Mrs, Gumeidge.

fut my parting words under this roof 15, I shall go anto the
House and die, if 1 am not took.  Iean &g, Danl Tan
week, Ican bve hard, T aan be lowng and patiert row—
more than you think, Dan®, of youll oo’y try me. 1 wouldat
toech the Towance, not if § was dying of want, Danl Pegretty,
t=2 1 po with you and EmTysf youTl onf let mre, to the
wli's end! 1know how t.s: 1 know you thoekglat 1.
kee and Jom; buy, dean love, AT SO PA Dm0
£t nere so long, a-watching, aad atiizhng
¥ahout some good beiny done mey = .
3 for mel  knows kus ways, .
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their sorrows, and can be a comfort to ’em, some odd times,
and labour for ’em allus! Dan’l, deary Dan’l, let me go ‘long
with you!”

And Mrs. Gummidge took his hand, and kissed it with a
homely pathos and affection, in a homely rapture of devotion
and gratitude, that he well deserved.

We brought the locker out, extinguished the candle, fastened
the door on the outside, and left the old boat close shut up,
a dark speck in the cloudy night. Next day, when we were
returning to London outside the coach, Mrs. Gummidge and
her basket were on the seat behind, and Mrs. Gummidge was

happy.

CHAPTER LIL

T ASSIST AT AN EXPLOSION.

-, WHEN the time Mr. Micawber had appointed so mysteriousl
' was within four-and-twenty hours of being come, my aunt an

I consulted how we should proceed ; for my aunt was ver
unwilling to leave Dora. Ah! how easily I carried Dora v
and down stairs now ! :

We were disposed, notwithstanding Mr. Micawber’s stip
lation for my aunt’s attendance, to arrange that she shou
stay at home, and be represented by Mr. Dick and me.
short, we had resolved to take this course, when Dora ag:
unsettled us by declaring that she never would forgive hers:
and never would forgive her bad boy, if my aunt remair
behind, on any pretence.

“1 won't speak to you,” said Dora, shaking her curls at
aunt. “Tll be disagreeable! Il make Jip bark at you
day. I shall be sure that you really are & cross old thin;
you don’t go!”

“Tut, Blossom!” laughed my aunt. *You know you ¢
do without met”

“Yes, I can,” said Dora.  “You are no use to me a'
You never run up and down stairs for me, all day long.
never sit and tell me stories about Doady, when his s
were worn out, and he was covered with dust—oh, wi
poor little mite of a fellow! You never do anything at :
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please me, do you, dear?” Dorz made haste to kiss my
atny, and say, “Yes, you do! I'in only jokirg!™—lest my
aunt should think she really meant it.

“But, aunt,” said Dora coaxingly, “now listen.  You must

0. T shall tease you, till you let me have my own way about
i 1shall lead my naughty boy swek z hfe, if he den'’t make
you go. I shall make myself 50 disagreeable—and so will
Jip! You'll wish you had gone, hike a good thing, for ever
and ever so tong, if you don't go. Besides,” sud Do, putting

ck her hair, and looking wonderingly at my aunt and me,
“why shouldn't you both go? I am not very ill indced—
am 2"

“\Why, what a question 1" cned my aunt.

“Whata fancy 1" sud 1.

“Yes! IknowIam asilly lttle thing*” said Dera, slowly
Iooking from one of us to the other, and then putting vp her
pretty Iips to kiss us as she lay upon her couch.  “Well, then,
you must both go, or I shall not believe you; and then 1
shall ery1”

I saw, in my aunt’s face, that she began to give way now;
ard Dora brightened again, as she saw 1t too.

“You'll come back with 0 much to tell me, that it} take
at Jeast & week to make me understand *” said Dora. “Bee
caute I Anozo 1 oshan't understand, for a length of time, of
there's any business in 11! And there’s sure to be some
business in it! Jf there’s anything to add up, besides, I
don't know when I shall make st out; and my bad boy will
look so miserable all the time. There! Now you'll go, won't
you? Youll enly be gone one night, and Jip will take care
of me while you are gone.  Doady will canry me upstanrs

fore you go, and I won't come down 2zan till you come
back; and you shall take Agnes a dreadfully scolding letter
from me, because she has never been to sec us!®

We agreed, without any more consultation, that we would
both £o, and that Dora was a little impostor, who feizned to
be rather unwell because she liked to be petted.  She was
greatly pleased, and very meny 5 and we forr—thatis to say,
my aunt, Mr. Dick, Traddles, and I—went down to Canters
bey by the Dover muail that pighe.

At the hote]l where Mr. Micawber had requested us to
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their sorrows, and can be a comfort to ’em, some odd times,
and labour for ’em allus!  Dan’l, deary Dan’l, let me go “long
with yout”

And Mrs. Gummidge took his hand, and kissed it with a
homely pathos and affection, in a homely rapture of devotion
and gratitude, that he well deserved.

We brought the locker out, extinguished the candle, fastened
the door on the outside, and left the old boat close shut up,
a dark speck in the cloudy night. Next day, when we were
returning to London outside the coach, Mrs. Gummidge and
her basket were on the seat behind, and Mrs. Gummidge was

happy.

CHAPTER LIL
I ASSIST AT AN EXPLOSION.

VHEN the time Mr, Micawber had appointed so mysteriously
as within four-and-twenty hours of being come, my aunt and
consulted how we should proceed; for my aunt was very
nwilling to leave Dora. Ah! how easily I carried Dora up
nd down stairs now |

We were disposed, notwithstanding Mr. Micawber's stipu-
tion for my aunt’s attendance, to arrange that she should
tay at home, and be represented by Mr. Dick and me. In
hort, we had resolved to take this course, when Dora again
nsettled us by declaring that she never would forgive herself,
nd never would forgive her bad boy, if my aunt remained
cchind, on any pretence.

“I won't speak to you,” said Dora, shaking her curls at my
unt. “T'll be disagrecable! Tl make Jip bark at you all
ay. I shall be sure that you really are a cross old thing, if
ou don't go !”

“Tut, Blossom!” laughed my aunt. “You know you can't
lo without me1”

. “Yes, T can,” said Dora.  “You are no use to me at all.
‘ou never run up and down stairs for me, all day long. You
iever sit and tell me stories about Doady, when his shoes
rere worn out, and he was covered with dust—oh, what a
wor little mite of a fellow!  You never do anything at all to
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with his cyes on the eciling, and 1 looked out of the win-
dow 10 give extly ngticc of Mr, Micawber's cominz. Nlor
Y R At

PR R I

My aunt ticd the strings of her bonnet {she had come
down 10 breakfast in it), and put on her shawl, as if she were
ready for anything that was resolute and uncompromising,
Traddles buttoned his coat with a determined air.  Mr. Iick,
disturbed by these formidable app but feeling it
necessary to imitate them, pulled his hat with both hands as
firmly over his cars as he possibly could, and instantly took
it off again to welcome Mr. Micawber, .

“Gentlemen, and madan,” sud Mr. Micawber, *good-
moming! My dear sir,” to Mr Ihel, who shook hands
with him violently, “you are extremely good.”

* Have you brealfasted 27 said Mr. Iiick. “ Havenchop!®

“Not for the world, my good sir!” cnied Mr. Micanber,
stopping him on his way to the bell; “appetite and myself,
Mr. Dixon, have long been strangers.”

Mr. Dixon was 50 well pleased with his new name, and
appeared to think it so very oblimng in Mr. Micawber to
confc? it upon him, that he shook hands with him zgain, and
laughed rather chuldishly.

“Iick,” s2id my aunt, “attention t*

Mr. Iick recorvered himself, with a blush

* Now, ir,” sud my aunt to Mr Micamber, as she put on
her gloves, **we are ready for Mount Vesuvius, or anything
clse, 2% 5001 a8 3o please.”

“Madam,” retumed Mr, Miciwber, 1 trust you will
shortly witness an cruption.  Mr. Traddles, § have your per-
mission, 1 beleve, to mention bere that we have been in
communication together 2

*1It is undoubtedly the fact, Copperficld,” sid Traddles, to
whom 1 looked in surprise.  * Mr, Micawber has consulted
e in teference to what he has in contemplation, and 1 have
advised him to the best of my judzment”

“Unlees 1 decene myself, Mr. Traddles,” pursued Mr
Micawber, “what 1 contemplate 13 a disclosure of an impon
nt patere ®




-

316 DAVID COPPERFIELD,

await him, which we got into, with some trouble, in the midc
of the night, I found a letter, importing that he would appe
in the morning punctually at half-past nine.  After which,
went shivering, at that uncomfortable hour, to our respect
beds, through various close passages which smelt as if tb
had been steeped for ages in a solution of soup and stable
Early in the morning I sauntered through the dear «
tranquil streets, and again mingled with the shadows
the venerable gateways and churches, ' The rooks wi
sailing about the cathedral towers; and the towers the
selves, overlooking many a long unaltered mile of the ri
country and its pleasant streams, were cutting the brig
morning air, as if there were no such thing as change
carth, Yet the bells, when they sounded, told me sqrrowfu
of change in everything—told me of their own age, and 1
pretty Dora’s youth; and of the many, never old, who h
lived and loved and died, while the reverberations of t

. bells had hummed through the rusty armour of the Bla

" Prince hanging up within, and, motes upon the deep

1ame, had lost themselves in air, as circles do in water.

1 looked at the old house from the corner of the street, t
did not go nearer to it, lest, being observed, I might t
wittingly do any harm to the design I had come toaid. T
early sun was striking edgewise on its gables and latti
windows, touching them with gold; and some beams of
old peace seemed to touch my heart.

I strolled into the country for an hour or so, and th
returned by the main street, which in the interval had shak
off its last night’s slecp. Among those who were stirri
in the shops, I saw my ancient enemy, the butcher, n
advanced to top-boots and a baby, and in business for hi
self. e was nursing the baby, and appeared to be
benignant member of socicty.

We all became very anxious and impatient when we -
down to breakfast. As it approached nearer and nearer
half-past nine o’clock, our restless expectation of Mr. Micaw!
increased. At last we made no more pretence of attend
to the meal, which, except with Mr. Dick, had been a m
form from the first; but my aunt walked up and down t
room, Traddles sat upon the sofa affecting to read the pa
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*Mr, Coppetfiedd,” 2aid Mr. Micawber gravely, 1 hepe
I acc ycu nell”

“Is Mies Wickfield at home? ™ e2id 1.

1Ay, Wickfield is unwell in bed, sir, of a sheumatic faver,”
he returned ; “but Miss Wickfield, 1 hn\c no doub, will be
happy 10 sce old fnends. Will you walk in, sie?”

Py tcn.cd us to the dining-room—the first room 1 had
entered in that hotse—and flinging open the door ¢f Mr,
Wickfield's former ofice, s2d, 1n a <cnorous yoice,—

“Miss Trotwood, Mr. David Copperfield, Mr. Thomas
Traddles, and Mr. Dixon1”

T had not scen Uriah Heep since the time ef the blow.
QOur visit astonished him, evidently ; not the less, I dare say,
beeause it astonished ourselves.  He did not F:xh:r hxs e

enmathas, fre hia had nana waeth maationin

tome t.rv:xndmon or su; mc. Thu was on!y when we were
in the act of entenng his room, and when I caught a glanee
at him over my aunt's shoulder. A moment afterwards he
was as fawning and as humble as ever.

YWell, T am sure,” he said, “this is indeed 2n Lnexpccxcd
leasure! To have, as I may say, all friends round Saint
"aul's ot once is a treat unlooled for!  Mr. Copperfield, 1

hope 1 see you well, and—if T may umbly cxpress self so—
friendly towards them as is ever your friends, whether or not

Mr. Copperfield, sir, I hope she's gettingon.  We have been
made quite uneasy by the poor accotnts we have had of her
stite lately, 1 do assure you.”

T felt ashamed to let him take my hand, but I did net

-

krow ot wt-

Twsyz: :
Lruh. with his
Miss Trotwood.”

“Well, sir,” retumned my aunt, “to tel] you the truth, 1
think you are rcu\ cmsur' to the promise of your youth,
Af that's any satisGaction to

“Thank you, Miss Trcwmd. srd Unah, snthirz in b
traainly manner, “for your good opinion J—Micawtcr. tell

S R T IN. " tlr‘cc

hest ‘smile.” "I’u: I n'n n.ct :h.mgtd
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Mr. Micawber and Traddles; and Traddles, unsbsened ex.
cept by me, went out.

“ Don't wait, Micawber,” said Uriah,

Mr. Micawber, with his hand upon the ruler in his breast,
£100d crect before the door, most unmistalably contemplatirg,
onc of his fellow-men, and that man his employer.

“What are you waiting for?” said Uriah.” *Micawber!
hid you hear me tell you not to wait?”

“Yes!” replied the immovable Mr Micawber.

*Then why do you wait? ® wud Unah,

* Because §—in short, choose,” replicd Mr. Micanber, with
2 bunt,

Uriah's cheeks jost colour, and an unwholesome palencss,
still faintly tinged by his penading red, overspread them.
He looked at Mr. Micawber attentively, with his whole face
breathing short and quick in cvery feature.

*“You are a disaipated fellow, as all the world knows,” he
raid, with'an effort at a smile, “and I am afrard you'll oblige
metogetrdof you. Goalong® 1M talk toyou presently ”

3 there.is a scoundrel on this eanth,” sad Mr Micanber,
suddenly brealing out agan with the utmost vehemence,
“with whom.1 have already talked 100 much, that scoundrel’s
name is—Hrert”

Urixh fell bacl, as if he had been struck orstung,  Looking
siowly round upon us, with the darhest and wickedest ex
pression that his face could wear, he said, 1n a lower voice,

“Qho! ,This 1+ a consprracy ! Vou have met here by
ap,'-m'nlmmll You are playing Beoty with my clerk, are you,
Copperficld?  Now, tale care. Youll make nothirg of this.
We understand each other, you and me.  There's bo love
tetween ut You were always a puppy with a proud stomach
from your first cominz here; and you emvy me my nite, do
you? Nonc of your plots aganst me, 111 countetplot you!
Micawber, you be off. Il talk to you presently.”

“ My, Micawber,” said I, “there v a cudden change
this fcllow, tn more respeets than the extraondimary ene of hes
speaking the truth in one particulzr, which assures me that he
is brought to bay,  Deal with him as he desenes '™

“You are a precints et of people, aint you? ” wiid Unah,
ia x;‘.: sime Jow voice eed breakoeg 1nt0 a carmy heay,

§ 1
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'em to let Miss Agnes know—and mother. Mother will be
quite in a'state when she sees the present company !” said
Uriah, setting chairs.

“ You are not busy, Mr. Heep?” said Traddles, whose eye
the cunning red eye accidentally caught, as it at once scrutin-
ized and evaded us.

“No, Mr. Traddles,” replied Uriah, resuming his official
seat, and squeezing his bony hands, laid palm to palm, be-
tween his bony knees. *Not so much so as I could wish.
But lawyers, sharks, and leeches are not easily satisfied, you
know! ~Not but what myself and Micawber have our hands
pretty full in general, on account of Mr. Wickfield’s being
hardly fit for any occupation, sir. But it's a pleasure as well
as a duty, I am sure, to work for kim.  You've not been inti-
mate with Mr. Wickfield, I think, Mr. Traddles? I believe
I've only had the honour of seeing you once myself?”

“No, I have not been intimate with Mr. Wickfield,” re-
turned Traddles, “or I might perhaps have waited on you
long ago, Mr. Heep.”

There was something in the tone of this reply: which made
Uriah look at the speaker again with a very sinister and sus-
picious expression.  But, seeing only Traddles, with his good-
natured face, simple manner, and hair on end, he dismissed
it as he replied, with a jerk of his whole body, but especially
his throat,—

“I am sorry for that, Mr. Traddles. Vou would have ad-
mired him as much as we all do. His little failings would
only have endeared him to you the more. But if you would
like to hear my fellow-partner eloquently spoken of, I should
refer you to Copperfield. ‘The family is a subject he's very
strang upon, if you never heard him.”

I was prevented from disclaiming the compliment (if 1
should have done so, in any case) by the entrance of Agnes,
now ushered in by Mr. Micawber.” She was not quite so
sell-possessed as usual, I thought, and had evidently under-
gone anxiety and fatigue.  But her camnest cordiality and her
quiet beauty shone with the gentler lustre for it.

I saw Uriah watch her while she grected us; and he re-
minded me of an ugly and rebellious genie watching a good
spint.  In the meanwhile some slight sign passed between
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Mr. Micawber and ‘Traddles; and Traddles, unobserved ex-
cept by me, went out, .

“ Don't wait, Micawber,” said Uriah, i

Mr. Micawher, with his hand upon the ruler in his breast,
£100d crect before the door, most unmistalably contemplating
one of his fellow-men, and that man his employer.

“What are you waiting for?™ said Uriah.” * Micawber!
did you hear me tell you not to wait?”

LI
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a burst.

Uriah's cheeks lost colour, and an unwholesome paleness,
still faintly tinged by his pervading red, everspread them.
He looked at Mr. Micawber attentively, with his whole face
brreathing short and quick in every feature.

“You are a dissipated fetlow, as afl the wotld knows,” he
aid, with an effort at a smile, “and I am afraid youll oblige

: LT U A

JRGIPIRIC ST SV S

nime is—~Hrrp1”

Uriah fell back, as if he had been struck orstung.  Looling
siowly 10und 'upon us, with the darkest and wichedest ex
frre2uion that his face could wear, he s1d, n a Jower voice,—

“Oho! This is a conspiracy ! You have met here by
appoittment ! Yt wae nieving Tionee y il e ool =ca + o
Copperficld? N ow v am v '
We vndersand e+« "o L -
between u  You wete always a puppy with 2 proud stomach
fom your first comirg bete; and you envy me my nse, do
{op? Notie of your plois agunst me, Il counterplot you!
Micawber, you be off. 17 talk to you presently.”

:‘.\lr. Mirawber,” gaid 1, “there 1w a sudden change n
this fellow, in more respects than the extraordimary ene of his
3:‘5:&1:»:‘!!:& tuth in Sn: ;nnic‘u‘.:t, which assures me that he
iy beessabie o JRIERY AT e *
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which he wiped from his forchead with his long lean hand,
“to buy over my clerk, who is the very scum of society—
as you yoursell were, Copperfield, you know it, before any
one had charity on you—to defame me with his lies? Miss
Trotwood, you had better stop this, or I'll stop your hus
band shorter than will be pleasant to you, I won't know
your story professionally for nothing, old lady! Miss Wick-
ficld, if you have any love for your father, you had better not
join that gang. Tl ruin him, if you do, Now, come! 1
have got some of you under the harrow.  Think twice, before
it goes over you. ‘Think twice, you, Micawber, if you don’t
want to be crushed, I recommend you to take yourself off,
and be talked to presently, you fool, while there’s time to
retreat.  Where's mother?” he said, suddenly appearing tc
notice with alarm the absence of Traddles, and pulling dowr
the bell-rope.  “ Fine doings in a person’s own house ! ”
“Mrs. Heep is here, sir,” said Traddles, returning wit’

:~-., that worthy mother of a worthy son. “1I have taken th

" liberty of making myself known to her.”

*“Who are you to make yourself known?” retorted Uria
* And what do you want here?”

“1 am the agent and friend ot Mr. Wickfield, sir,” s:
Traddles, in a composed, business-like way. “And I haw
power of attorney from him in my pocket, to act for him
all matters.”

“The old ass has drunk himself into a state of dota
said Urniah, turning uglier than before, “and it has been
from him by fraud 1"

-“Something has been got from him by fraud, I kn
returned Traddles quictly ; “and so do you, Mr. Heep.
will refer that question, if you please, to Mr. Micawber.”

* Ury———" Mrs. Heep began, with an anxious gestur

“You hold your tongue, mother,” he returned; ¢
said, soonest mended.”

« Bll'., my Ury______n
“Will you hold your tongue, mother, and leave it to
Though T had long known that his servility was fals
all his pretences knavish and hollow, I had had no ad
conception of the extent of his hypocrisy, until I now s
with his mask ol The suddenness with which he d
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ived that it was uscless to him; the malice,
itia Tame writh yhish b aye

A

Teer Lae e EEER
who had known him 5o long, and dislhked him so hearuly.
1 say nothing of the look he conferzed on me, as he stood
eyring us, one after another; for T had always understood that
he hated me, and I remembered lhc"mlrks 3r my hand upon

Ltpatanl Pl am LY ariag manea. A T e

gt arled b alaaen

S ety AL,y e
s0 much on your honour méa all the rest of it,
10 sneak about my place, exvesdropping with my clerk? 1f
it had been me, I shouldn®t have wondered~for I don't make

my2Il out a gentleman !lhough I never was in the streets

R
pride yourself

&ither, a2 you were, ing 1o Micawber)—but being you/
And you're nat afraid of doing this, ether?  You don't think
at all of what T shall do in retum; or of getting yourself
into trouble for conspiracy and 50 forth? Very well We
shall see!’  Mr. What'syour name, you were gaing to refer
some question to Micawber. There's your referee.  Why
dlon’t you make him speak? He has leamt his lesson, I see”

Seting tht what be said had no efieet on me, or any
of vy, he 53t on the edge of his table with his hands 1n his
pockess, and one of his splay foet twisted tound the other
e waiting doczedly for what might follow,

.\(r.. Micawba  whote impetuosity T had restrained thus
far with the greatest difficulty, and who had repeatedly inter-
fosed with the first syllable of Scovxdrel | without ting to
the second, tow bt forward, drew the ruler from gx:: breast
{aprareeely o5 defensive weapon), and produced from bis
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pocket a foolscap document, folded in the form of a large
letter. Opening this packet, with his old flourish, and glan-
cing at the contents, as if he cherished an artistic admiration
of their style of composition, he began to read as follows :—

“t Dear Miss Trotwood and gentlemen—-'” ‘

« Bless and save the man!” exclaimed myaunt in a low voice,
*he'd write letters by the ream, if it was a capital offence!”

Mr. Micawber, without hearing her, went on,

“¢In appearing before you to denounce probably the most
consummate Villain that has ever existed’”—Mr. Micawber,
without looking off the letter, pointed the ruler, like a ghostly
truncheon, at Urlah Heep—*‘I ask no consideration for
myself. The victim, from my cradle, of pecuniary liabilities
to which I have been unable to respond, I have ever been
the sport and toy of debasing circumstances. Ignominy,
Want, Despair, and Madness have, collectively or separately,
becen the attendants of my career.’”

The relish with which Mr. Micawber described himself as

" a prey to these dismal calamities was only to be equalled by
the emphasis with which he read his letter, and the kind of
homage he rendered to it with a roll of his head, when he
thought he had hit a sentence very hard indeed.

““In an accumulation of Ignominy, Want, Despair, and
Madness, I entered the office—or, as our lively neighbour the
Gaul would term it, the Bureau—of the Firm, nominally con-
ducted under the appellation of Wickfield and—HEEP, but,
in reality, wiclded by—Heep alone. HEerp, and only Hrgp,
is the mainspring of that machine. HEEr, and only Heep,
is the Forger and the Cheat.””

Uriah, more blue than white at these words, made a dzrt
at the letter, as if to tear it in pieces. Mr. Micawber, with a
perfect miracle of dexterity or luck, caught his advancing
knuckles with the ruler, and disabled his right hand. It
dropped at the wrist, as if it were broken.  The blow sounded
as if it had fallen on wood.

_“The Devil take you!” said Uriah, writhing in a new way
with pain.  “Tll be even with you.” .

“Approach me again, you—you—~you HEerp of infamy.”
gasped Mr. Micawber, “and if your head is human, I'll break

1t Come on, come on?”
rudd i (Loaddina
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I think 1 pever saw anything more ndictlous—~1 was -
sible of it, evenat the time—than Mr, Micaxhes rmaking L’md-
sword grards with the
Traddles and T pushed
as often as we got b

His eremy, muttenag (oh'“srlf after wringing
hand for some time, s‘mrly drew off i meck

und it vp; then held it tn his other Rand, 2nd sat rpon
his table wth hes sullen face Inckirg down.

Mr. Micawber, when he was sitfaently cool, proteeded
with his letter :—

“*The stipendiary emoluments in coned
1 ertrred 120 the sernee of —HES P "—abnays pa
1hat word, and cttenng 2 with astonnhieg
ot drfned, beyord the prttanee of tw
!'x per week.  The rest was left cortingent on the value of

rru':mo".ﬂ exertions, 10 other and more cxpresuve
vro'n.s. on the baseness of r“y nar -:, the cuprd 'y of r*y
motives, the poverty of my fam
ruther immonl) resemblince tw
Need T say that 1t soon beaame nma‘ fot
fron—Hrrr—preenary advances towasds the suppont of
Mrs Micawber and our bUzhted bot ms v Gamily? Need 1
s1y that this neceasity had been foreseen b;—ﬂrn? That
those advances were secered by 1. O U and other similar
acknowledgments knmm o the lemal mstivtons of tha
country?  And that T tho beeame irmeshed 1 the web he
b3 spen for my rvcc-fxm?"

\(r. \(xcwbcn enjoyment of bes epnstolury powerq 10
describing this pnfortunate siate of thinm, really socmed to
c.:rr-‘: any yn.-a or anziety that the realey could have
Gased B Hermdon —

4 Then it was that—Hrrr broan 10 fivour me w
13 truch of his confidence as was pecoseary to the dachar=
cf infermal busines Then it was that [ trmany l!l
10 Shakespearing'y express roywel! to dwind’e, pak, and
1 found that oy sermees were conrntly cll~d 10 requiy
for the falifaation of tax amay and the ratioy)
indmidzal whom T wi'l dezmaie 23 Mo W, 77
w13 frposed vpo, kept 10 smenance, and delo

ra befome
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passible way ; yet that, all this while, the ruffian—Hgerp was
professing unbounded gratitude to, and unbounded fricndship
for, that much abused gentleman, This was bad cnough ;
but, as the philozophic Dane observes, with that universal
applicability which distinguishes the illustrious ornament of
the Elizabethan Era, worse remains behind '

Mr, Micawber was so very much struck by this happy
rounding off with a quotation, that he indulged himsclf, and
us, with a sccond reading of the sentence, under pretence of
having lost his place,

¢t is not my intention,”” he continued, reading on, *“to
enter on a detailed Hist, within the compass of the present
cpistle (though it is ready elsewhere), of the various mal-
practices of a minor nature, affecting the individual whom
1 have denominated Mr, W, to which 1 have been a tacitly
consenting party. My object, when the contest within my-

. self between stipend and no stipend, baker and no baker,
‘existence and non-existence, ceased, was to take advantage
of my opportunitics to discover and expose the major mal-

ractices committed, to that gentleman’s gricvous wrong and
njury, by—Hzrr, Stimulated by the silent roonitor within,
and by a no less touching and appealing monitor without—
to whom I will briefly refer as Miss W.—1I entered on a not
unlaborious task of clandestine investigation, protracted now,
to the best of my knowledge, information, and belief, over a
period exceeding twelve calendar months.’”

He read this passage as if it were from an Act of Parlia-
ment, and appeared majestically refreshed by the sound of
the words,

' My charges against—Hzrr,’” he read on, glaneing at
him, and drawing the ruler into a convenient position under
his left arm, in case of need, *“are as follows.!”

We all held our breath, Ithink, I am sure Uriah held his.
| “fTirst” said Mr, Micawber.  “*When Mr, W's facul-
tics and memory for business beeame, through causes into
which it is not nceessary or expedient for me to enter,
weakened and confused—Herr designedly perplexed and
complicated the whole of the official transuctions. When
Mr, W. was least fit to enter on business—IErp was always
at hand to force him to enter on it.  He obtained Mr. W.s
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wmature under such dircumstances to documents of impors
tance, representing them to be other documents of no im-
portance.  He indueed Mr. W, to empower him to draw out
thus one particular sum of trust-money, amounting to twelve
six fourtern, two, and ning, and employed it 10 meet pre.
tended business charges and deficiencies which were either
already rrovided for, or had never really existed  He gave
this proceeding, throughout, the appearance of having origi-
nated in Mr, W.'s own dishonest intention, and of having
trcen accomphihed by Mr. W.'s own dishonest act; and has
used it ever since to torture and constrain him'”

**You shall prove thy, you, Copperficld 1* 1aid Uriah, with
1 threatening shake of the heaad. “ All 1n good time1”

HAsk—Herer, Mr, Traddles, who hived 1n hus house after
him,” said Mr. Micawber, breaking off from the letter; “will

you?®

“The fool hlmself; and lives there now,” mid Urah
disdainfully.

“Ask—Hrre if he ever kept 2 pocketbook in that
house,” said Mr, Micawber; *will you?”

I gaw Urish's lank hand stop, involuntanly, in the scraping
of bis chin

*Or ask him,” said Mr. Micaxber, *if he ever bumt one
there,  If he mays Yes, and asks you where the ashes ar,
refer him to Wilkins Micawber, and he will hear of something
nt st oll to his advantaze!”

‘The triumphant flourish with which Mr Micawber delivered
himee!f of these words, had a erful effect in alarming the
mother, who cned out in much aptation,—

“Ury, Ury! be umble, and make termy, my dear1®

“ Mother1® he retorted, * will you keep quiet?  You'rein
a fright, and donX know what you .u{ ¢t mean Umblel®
he repeated, Iooking at me wth a smar; * I've umbled s0me
of 'em foz a peesty lomg tme back, umble as 1 wast®

Mr. Micawler, penteelly adjusting bis chm an his eravay,
prosendy his composition «—

“t8ccond. Herr has, on sevenal occasions, 1o the best of
ey knowledge, informaton, and telief——'"

=Bt 437 wont do,” meuttered Uriah, relieved % Mother,
398 keep Gk .
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“We will endeavour to provide something that wiLL do,
and do for you finally, sir, very shortly,” replied Mr. Mt
cawber. .

#1Second. HEeep has, on several oceasions, to the best of .
my knowledge, information, and belief, systematically forged,
to various entries, books, and documents, the signature of
Mr. W.; and has distinctly done so mm one instance, capab’ls
of proof by me. To wit, in manner following, that is to say.

Again Mr. Micawber had a relish in this formal piling up
of words, which, however ludicrously displayed in his case,
was, T must say, not at all peculiar to him. I have observed
it, in the course of my life, in numbers of men. It scems to
me to be a general rule. In the taking of legal oaths, for
instance, deponents seem to enjoy themselves mightily when
they come to several good words in succession, for the ex-
pression of one idea—as, that they utterly detest, abominate,

..and abjure, and so, forth—and the old anathemas were made
relishing on the same principle.  We talk about the tyranny
“f words, but we like to tyrannize over them too. Weare fond
of having a large superfluous establishment of words to wait
upon uson great occasions ; we think it looks important, and
sounds well.  As we are not particular about the meaning
of our liveries on state occasions, if they be but fine and
numerous enough, so the meaning or necessity of our words
is a secondary consideration, if there be but a great parade
of them. And as individuals get into trouble by making
too great a show of liveries, or as slaves when they are toa
numerous rise against their masters, so I think I could men-
tion a nation that has got into many great difficulties, and
will get into many greater, from maintaining too large a
retinue of waords.

Mr. Micawber read on, almost smacking his lips :—

““To wit, in manner following, that is to say: Mr, W,
being infirm, and it being within the bounds of probability
that his decease might lead to some discoveries, and to the
downfall of—HEEP'S power over the W. family—as I, Wil-
kins Micawber, the undersigned, assume—unless the filial
affection of his daughter could be secretly influenced from
allowing any investigation of the partnership affairs to be ever
made, the s2id——Heer deemed it expedient to have a bond
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ready by him, as from Mr. W, for the before mentioned sum
of twehe six fourteen, twa, and nire, with interest, stated

Me V!

therein 10 have been advanced b
AL TR L A AN I I .

ef Mr. W hcrc and lhcrc defaced by

(’rtv but legable to any one. T never attested any u.ch (,ocu
ment. 4\nd 1 have the document stself 1n my possession.’ ™

Uriah Heep, with a start, took out of his pocket 2 bunch
of Leyq and opened 2 ccramn drawer; then suddenly be
thouz! x himself of what he was about, and temned agun
towards us, without Sooking 1n st

“*And I have the doctiment,”™ Mr Micawber read agun,
Tnoling about as if 12 were the text of a sermon, * *1n my pos-
sewsion,’—that is to say, T had, early this morming, when this
was wntten, but have since relinquished 1t to Mr Traddlea™

1t is quite true,” asented Traddles.

“Ury, Ury1” coied the mother, “be umble, and male terms.
T Lnow my son will be umble, gentlemen, if youT give lim
time to think.  Mr Cnp‘\ﬂfxeld. I'm sure you know that he
was always very umble, m'

It was singular to sce how the mother still held to the o'd
trick, when the son had ahundened 1t as wselest

“Mother,” he sud, with an urpatient bste at the hand
Lerchief in which it hand was wrapped, *you had better
tale and fire a laaded gun at me ®

“Pt I love you, Ury'™ ened M. Heepr And T have no
doutt she did; or that he loved ker, however strange 1t ruy

p;\nr—(hm:;h, to be sure, they were a comgenaal couple.

*And T can't brar to hear you provolurg the gentlenian, ard
endanzering of yourell more. T told the gentleman at fing,
when he told rie upe 1t was come to ! 2t that 1 wosld
anwwer for your be:'-,: umble, anxd malirg :'"mu.—~0‘; 1ee
Low umble 7 am, grmtlemen, and dont & ad Rim1®

“Why, there's Copperfield, mether,” he anzrily reset
printing his Jean finger 2t e, me, 2ounst I‘)M althis
W21 Jereted gy the pime morerin, [
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not undeceive him———“there’s Copperﬁe\d would have given
you 2 hundred pound to say less than you've blurted out v
] can't help it, -1 cried his rpother. «] can
ot Tunning into dangen through carrying your head sO high.
Better be umble, as you always was.” .
He remained for a little biting the handkerchxef, and then
said to me with a scowl,— ’ )
«What more have you got to bring forward? 1f anythings
oo on with it. What do you ook at me for?” ‘
Mr. Micawber prompt\y resumed his jetter, glad to revert
o2 perform:mce with which he was so highly satisfied :
« ¢ Third. And last. 1 am now in a condition to show, -
by _HEEP'S false boOkS: and—~-HEEPS yeal memoran a,

beginning with the partially destroyed pock.et-boo}i (wh'\cb.l

covery by Mrs. 0
present ¢ bode, in the Jocker or bin devgted to the reception

{ the ashes calcined on our domestic hearth), that the
' eaknesses, the faults, the very virtues, the parcmal affections,
and the sense of honout of the unhappy Mr. W,, have been
for years acted on by and warped 10 the basc purposes ©
_Heee. Ihat Mr. W. has been for years eluded and
p‘lundcred in every conceivable manner, t0 the pecunimy
a grandizcment of the avaricious, false, and gmsping———l-lmv.
That the engrossing object of —HEEP Wa$ next to gain, t0
subdue Mr. and Miss V. (of his ulterior views in reference
to the latter 1 say nothing) entirely 0 himself. That his
last ach, completcd but a few months SiNce was to induct
Mr. W. to execute 2 rclinquishment of his share in th

artnership, and even 2 bill of sale o0 the very furniture ¢
his house, in consideration of a certain annuity, 10 be we
and truly paid by—HEEP 0D the four common quartcr-da.j
in cach and €very, year. That these meshcs——bcginning wi
alarming and falsified accounts of the estate of which Mr. A
is the receiver at a perio when Mr. W. had launched ir
jmprudent an iljudged speculations, and may not it
had the moncy for which he was morally and leg
responsible, in hand; going on with prctcndcd borrosi
of money at enormous interest really coming from—11
and by—HFFP fraudulently obtained OT i
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Mr. W, himself, «n pretence of such speculations or cthere
wise; perpetuated by & miscellaneows catalogue of wnsau-
pralous chicanerics —gradually thickencd, vazil the eobap
Mr, W, could see no world beyond.  Banlrepy, uﬂ
believed, alike in drcumstances, in 2ll other hope, and in
honovr, his sole reliance was upon the monster in the gub
of man* "—Mr. Micawber made a good deal his, 232 new
tem of expression—*‘who, by making himself neccssary to
him, had schieved his destruction. All this I underake to
show—probably much more1”

T whicwmad o fow grnedy on Bomee who was weeping, half

: Taoenat 18 = 2+ d there was a move-

wowets fauhed  Hesaid,
LI LR L PR - id proceeded, witha
mixture of the lowest spints and the most intense enjoyment,
to the peroration of his letter :—

“*I have now concloded It merely remaing for me to
substantiate these accusations ; and then, with my illstarred
f2mily, to disappear from the landscape on which we appear
to be an mmmm That1s xoonx:.onc. It may be rea.
somably inferred that our taby will first expre of inanition,
as being the fralest member of our aircle; and that our
twins will follow neat v order. So be 18’ For myself,
my Canterbury Plgnmage has done much; imprizonment
on civll process, and want, will soon do more. trust that
the labour and harzard of an investiation—of which the
smallest results have been slowly picced together, 10 the
jressure of ardeous avocationy, tnder gnndirg penutnious
apprehensions, at nee of morn, at dewy e3¢, 1 the shadows
of night, under the watchful cye of onc whom 1t were su-
perfioons to aall Demen—combrned with the struggle of
parenial Poverty to tum it when completed, to the nght
account, may be as the spnnkhing of a fow drops of sweet
water on oy funerea] pave. 1 ask no rore. Let 1t b, in
ritice, merely said of me, a3 of @ gallant and eminent raval
Hero, with whom I Kave no fretens ors to cope, that what 1
have done, 1 &:d, in despric of mareonany and sclfsh obyeets,

*Fce Trglas®, borw, and Prazey

~* Remaining alezyt, cic, eic, Warnins Micawiay)

o



Retter be umble, as you always Was )
He remained for a little bItng the handkerchxef, and then

aid to me with 2 scowl,—

?
weaknesses the faults, the very virtues, the parenml affections
and the sense of honouh of the unhappy Mr. W, have been
for years acted on by, and warped 0 the base purposes ©
__Hgee. Ihat Mr. W. has been for years deluded and
plundered in every conceivable manner, 10 the pecuniary

ndizement of the avaricious, false, and gmsping——HEm’.
That the engrossing object of —HEEP Wa5, next to gAiM to
subdue Mr. and Miss W. (of his ulterior Views in referencC
to the latter 1 say nothing) entirely 10 himselfs That hi

is the receven at a peno when Mr. W. had launched it
o imprudent and illjudged speculations, and may not T
had the moneyh for which he was morally and leg
responsible, in hand; going on with prctcnded borrowi
of money at €normous interest, really coming from—=

and by—HFFP frandulently obtained ©T withheld f
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My, W, himself; «n pretence of such speculations of cthers
wise; perpetuated by a miscellanecus catalogue of vanscru.
frilous chicancrics —gradually thickened, untl the unhap
Mr. W, could see no world beyond  Banlrupe, as 12
believed, alike in circumstances, in all other hope, and in
honour, his sole rlisnce was upon the monster in the gath
of man'"—Mr, Micawber made a pood ¢eal of this, 23 & new
tum of exprestion—*‘who, by making himself necessary to
him, had achi=ved his destruction. All this I undertake to
show—probally much maret”

1 whxsg:rrd a few words to Amnes, who was weeping, half
Joyfully, half sorrowfully, &t my side; and there was a move-
ment among us, as if Mr. Micawber had finished,  He said,
with exceeding granty, * Pardon me,” and proceeded, with a
mixture of the lowest spints and the most intense enjoyment,
to the peroration of hus Yetter :—

“11 have now concluded. It merely remains for me to
substantiate these accusations; and then, with my ill4tarred
{amily, to disappear from the tandscape on which we appear
to be an encumbrance.  That 13 soon done. It may be 1ea.
tombly inferred that our baby will first exprre of nanition,
as being the fralest member of our arcle; and that our
twins wll follow next tn order. So be it For myself,
my Cantetbury Pilznmage has done much; imprisonment
on ¢ivil process, and want, will soon do more. I trust that
the labour and harard of tn invest:igation—of which the
smallest results have been slowly pieced together, i the
presrere of arduous avocations, wnder gnndirg penurious
apprehensions, at rise of mom, at dewy eve, in the shadows
of night, under the watchful cye of one whom 1t were su-
perfluons to all Demon—combined with the snpple of
parental Poverty to tum it, when completed, to the gkt
account, may be a3 the -;mnﬁ of a fow crops of sweet
¥ater o1 my funereal pyre. 1 atk no mere. 1t &t bey in
Fistice, merely 513d of e, 23 of & gallint and eminert nanal
Hera, with whom I have no pretentions to ocpe, that wha J
tave done, I did, in derpete of merecnary and wlfsh ©

*For Frgls?, bome, ant Ty

o Pemaining slazyy, ete, ¢te, Witking Micawyry,



Much affected, but still intensely enjoying h_imse\f, Mr.
Micawber folded up his letter, a0 handed 1t ith & bow 10
; ot

keep-
There Was, &5 1 had noticed on MY first visit 1008 ago, an
e . oy was in it A hasty sus
ici to strike Uriah; and, with 2 glance at Mr.
Micawber he went to 15 and threw the doors Aanking open-

Rk o .
«\Where ar¢ the Looks?” he cried, with 3 frightful face.

ooks!t”

Mr. Micawber tapped himself with the rler. 1 did,
when 1 got the key from you as usual—but 2 little earlier—
and opened it this morning.”

wPon't be uneds > sad Traddles. «They have come
into my ossession. 1 will take care of thems under the
authority 1 mentioned.”

«You receive stolen £00ds, do you?” cried Uriab.

«{nder such circumsumccs,” answered Traddles, «yes.”

Wwhat was my astonishment when 1 beheld MY gunt, who
had been profound\y quiet and attentive, maoke a dart a
Uriah Heep and scize him by the collar with both hands!

#You know what J want?” said My aunt.

A stm'\t-wnistcoat,” said he.

«No. My property\” returned My aunt.—"* AENCS my
dear, as long 33 i believed it had been really made away
with by your father, 1 wouldn’t-—-and, my dear, didn't, even
(o ‘Trot, as he knows——brcathe a syllable of its having een
placed here for investment. But, NOW, 1 know this fellow’s
answerable for it, and il have jt1—Trot, come and take i
away from himt”

Whether my aunt supposcds for the oment, that he kep
her property in his neckerchief; 1 am sure don't know, bu
che certainly pulled at it as if she thought SO- 1 hasten®
to put myself between  them and to ossuré her that ¥
would all take carc that he chould make the utmost T3
tution of everything he had wrongly got- This, and 2 fi

. . &S
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camouring 10 her son to be “umble” and had been poirg
down on her knees 1o all of u1 in succession, and makirg
the wildest promiscs  {ler son sat her down in his chaie,
an), standing sulkily by hee, holding her arm with his hand,
but not rudely, said to me, with a ferocious Jook,—

*What do you want done?”

“1 will tell you what must be done,” said Traddles.

“Has thar Copperfield no tongur? ™ muttered Urizh 1
woull do a good deal for you if you could tell me, wthout
Yying, that somebody had cut it out.”

“My Uriah means to be umble’” cried his mother,
*“Don mind what he says, good gentlemen!”

*“What mu«t be done,” said Traddles, “is thix.  Fin, the
deed of relinquishment, that we have heard of, must be gien
over to me now~—here.”

*Suppore T haven't got 1,” he interrupted

“But you have,” 2ud Traddles, “therefore, you know, we
wen't suppose 30" And I eannot help avowing that this was
the firt occasion on which 1 really did juinice to the clear
Lead, and the plun, patient, practical good senve, of my old
schonlfellow.  “Then,” tud Traddle, ** you must prepate to
disgorpe all that your rapaaity has hecotre poseessed of, a
to make restoration to the Laet farthing Al the partnenship
books and papers must temam  cur porwesvion, all your
beolyand papers; all money aceounts and secunties, of both
Linde  In'ehert, evenything here ™

“Must it?2 1 don't know that,” sud Unah “1 must
have time to think about that.”

* Certainhh,” yephied Tracdles , “ by, tnthe meanwhile, and
il everyaiing is done to oz watisfaction, we stull mantan
poseson of thewe thinpg and beg you—in ston, compel
you—to keep your own room, and hold no commumeanca
with ary one ®
1 won't dn it ™ and Urah, with an aath
* Maidutonn ()ail 13 a safer place of dricntion,” obrened
Traddies; “and thoezh the Liw may te longet 1o eghurg
oy and ruy nat be able 1o nght vs sn completely as you can,
there ja py dondt of its puanding 3w Ilear ron, you know
tht guite av well 21 TIeCopperficld, w1 you o roed to
the Gelldhall and brirg a covp'e of officers?®
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Here Mrs. Heep broke out again, crying on her knees to
Agnes to interfere in their behalf, exclaiming that be was
very humble, and it was all true, and if he didn’t do what we
wanted, she would, and much more to the same purpose,
being half frantic with fears for her darling. To inquire
what he might have done, if he had had any boldness, would
be like inquiring what a mongrel cur might do, if it had the
spirit of a tiger. He was a coward, from head to foot; and
showed his dastardly nature through his sullenness and mor-
tification, as much as at any time of his mean life.

“Stop !” he growled to me, and wiped his hot face with
his hand. “Mother, hold your noise. Well, let ‘em have
that deed. Go and fetch it1”

“Do you help her, Mr. Dick,” said Traddles, “if you
please.”

Proud of his commission, and understanding it, Mr. Diri:

‘ f‘accompanied her as a shepherd’s dog might accompany =

<oy But Mrs, Heep gave him little trouble ; for she not
dy returned with the deed, but with the box in which it
was, where we found a banker’s book and some other papers
that were afterwards serviceable.

“Good!” said Traddles, when this was brought. *Now,
Mr. Heep, you can retire to think, particularly observing, if
you please, that I declare to you, on the part of all present,
that there is only one thing to be done; that it is what I
have explained ; and that it must be done without delay.”

Uriah, without lifting his eyes from the ground, shuffled
across the room with his hand to his chin, and pausing at the
door, said,~—

“Copperfield, I have always hated you. You've always
been an upstart, and you've always been against me.”

“As I think I told you once before,” said I, “it is you
who have been, in your greed and cunning, against all the
world, It may be profitable to you to reflect, in future, that
there never were greed and cunning in the world yet, that
did not do too much, and overrcach themselves. It is as
certain as death.”

“Or as certain as they used to teach at school (the same
school where I picked up so much umbleness), from nine
o'clock to eleven, that labour was a curse; and from eleven
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¢'dock to one, that it was a Ulessing and a cheerfulness, and
a dignity, and I don't know what all, ch?" 1aid he w:.h
a scer. “You preach about as consist
Won't umbleness go down? I should !‘.nc got roend ry
geztleman fellow ;nmm without it, 1 nk.—Micawber, you
old bully, Il pay yout™

Mr. Micawber, supremely defiant of him and his exterded
fnger, and making a great daal of his chest until be had
slunk m.: at the door, then addressed humselfl to me, and

Ve

 me the satist: of “ the reestabluh.
of mutwal eonf.dence between himself and Mrx. Micaw-
." After which, he invited the company genenlly to the
contemplation of that affectin spectacle.

“The vl that has jong bc:n intetposed between Mro
Micawher and myself 8 now withdram,” s.d Mr Miaw.
brr, "and my children and the Author of therr Beng can
enee mare come in contact on equal terma”

As we were all very gratefu] to bum, and all des rous to
20w that we were, e well as the hurry and disorder of our
apirits would permuy, § dare 13y we shotld all kave gone, but
that it was necessany for Agnes to return to her father, as
yet trable to bear more than the dawn of hope; and for
some onc else 10 hold Unah in safe heeping, S0 Traddles
remained for the Litter purposc, to be ntly relicsed by
Mr. Dick; and Mr Dmi my auny, an 1, wert home with
Me, M a-bcr As 1 qanted humnedly fron the dear puird
ta whom I owed so much, and thocatt from what she had
been xaved, prehaps that morminz—her better resclution
notwithstanding—1 fclt devoutly thankful for the muencs
of my younger dlys which had brought e to the knowledge
of Mr Micawber,

His house was not far off, and as the street docr
v-'o x!-c sitting room, and he bolied i wth a precpztavon
own, we found oursclves 2t once In the bowm of
Mr. Micawber excluming, “ Emral my Llet®
e o Mrx Micawber's 2rma \ln. Micuber shncked,
and fuldad Mr. Micawber in et embrace. Mus Miawber,
furng the unconwicus strand~t of Mre Micawber's last
Veier ta me, was u-ﬂ'b‘y afected. The stringer leaped.
Tl twine tatlied thar py by sevend incoonenient bt
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innocent demonstrations. Master Micawber, whose disposi:
tion appeared to have been soured by early disappointment,
and whose aspect had become morose, yielded to his beter
feelings, and blubbered.

“Emma!” said Mr. Micawber, “the cloud is passed fiom
my mind. Mutual confidence, so long preserved betveen
us once, is restared, to know no further interruption. Now,
welcome poverty!” cried Mr. Micawber, shedding tears.
“Welcome misery, welcome houselessness, welcome hunger,
tags, tempest, and beggary! Mutual confidence will sustain
us to the end 1” .

With these expressions, Mr, Micawber placed Mrs. Mi.
cawber in a chair, and embraced the family all round; wel-
coming a variety of bleak prospects, which appeared, to the
best of my judgment, to be anything but welcome to them,
and calling upon them to come out into Canterbury and
sing a chorus, as nothing else was left for their support.

But Mrs. Micawber baving, in the strength of her emo-
tions, fainted away, the first thing to be done, even before
the chorus could be considered complete, was to recover
her. This my aunt and Mr. Micawber did; and then my
aunt was introduced, and Mrs. Micawber recognized me.

“Excuse me, dear Mr. Copperfield,” said the poor lady,
giving me her hand, “but I am not strong, and the removal
of the late misunderstanding between Mr, Micawber and
myself was at first too much for me.”

“Is this all your family, ma'am?” said my aunt.

“There are no more at present,” returned Mrs, Micawber.

“Good gracious, I didn’t mean that, ma'am,” said my
aunt.  “T mean, are all these yours?”

 Madam,” replied Mr. Mieawber, “it is a true bill.?

“And that eldest young gentleman, now,” said my aunt,
musing, *what has /e been brought up to?”

“It was my hope when I came here,” said Mr, Micawber,
“to have got Wilkins into the Church—or perhaps I shall
express my meaning more strictly, if 1 say the Choir. But
there was no vacancy for a tenor in the venerable Pile for
which this city is so justly eminent; and he has—in short,
he has contracted a habit of singing in public-houses, rather
than in sacred edifices.” ’



DAVID COPPERFIELD, 137

*But he means well,” said Mrs. Micaxler tenderly,

“1 dare say, my love,” rejoined Mr, Micanber, “that he
means panticularly well; but T have rot yet found that be
cames out his meaning, in any given direction whatsoever,”

Haster Micawber's moroeeness of 2epect setumed tpon him
3gan, and he demanded, with some temper, xhat he was to
do? Whether he had beun bem a carpenter, or & coach-
fnin!::r. any more than he bad been bom a bird? Whether
he cculd go into the next street, and cpen a chemist's shop?
Whether he could rush to the nest assires, and proclaim
himsell 2 lawyer?  Whether he could come out by force at
the opera, and succeed by violence?  Whether he could do
anything, without being broupht up to somethirg?

My aunt mused a httle while, and then said,—

“Ms, Micawber, 1 wonder you have never tumed your
thoughts to emigration”

* Madam,” retumed Mr Ahicawber, “it was the dream of
my joutly and the fallicious espuration of my nper years”
1 am thorovahly persuaded, by the bye, that he had never
thouzght of st in tus hfc.

*Ay?* sud my aunt, wuh a glnce at me.  *Why, what
a thing 1t would bie for yourschies and your family, Mr, and
Mre. Micawber, of you were to emugrate now.”

*Capital, madam, cajrtal,” urged Mr. Micanber gloomily.

“That 1s the pninaqul, 1 may sy the only dufficelty, my
dzar My, (_‘nmnct{‘xcld," aswented his wife. i

“Capal?* cricd my aunt  “But you are doing us a
sTeal sernce—have done us a great service, [ may say, for
varely much will come out of the fire—and what could we o
for you, 1.t would be half 5o good, as to fnd the capral2®

*1 could not teerave it as a @ft,” snd Mr Micawler, full
of fire and animation; “but of a suffaent sum could be
advanea), say at five per cont tntorest pet anntm, Cpon oy
prrsonal hability—ay my notes of at twelve, exghteen,
ard twenty four months, feguectiedy, to allow time for some-
thing to tem p—=

“Could be? Can be and shall be, en vour own lerme ™
tetrned my sunt, *af you say the word 1ok of thi f
both of you  Here are some projte Dasyd knowy got
19 Auralaahontly  If you deade to go, why ahoulint )

0
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go in the same ship? You may hs'p each other. Think of
this now, Mr. and Mrs. Micawber, Take your time, and
weigh it well.” .

“There is but one question, my dear ma'am, I could wish
to ask,” said Mrs. Micawber. “The climate, I believe, is
healthy ?”

* Finest in the world !” said my aunt.

“Just so,” returned Mrs, Micawber. *Then my question
arises. Now, are the circumstances of the country such
that a man of Mr. Micawber's abilities would have a fair
chance of rising in the social scale? I will not say, at
present, might he aspire to be Governor, or anything of that
sort ; but would there be a reasonable opening for his talents
to develop themselves—that would be amply sufficient—and
find their own expansion? ”

“No better opening anywhere,” said my aunt, * for 2 man

who conducts himself well, and is industrious,”

% “For a man who conducts himself well,” repeated Mrs,
Micawber, with her clearest business manner, “and is indus-
trious. Precisely. It is evident to me that Australia is the
legitimate sphere of action for Mr. Micawber1” :

“1 entertain the conviction, my dear madam,” said Mr,
Micawber, “that it is, under existing circumstances, the
land, the only land, for myself and family; and that some-
thing of an extraordinary nature will turn up on that shore.
It is no distance—comparatively speaking ; and though con-
sideration is due to the kindness of your proposal, I assure
you that is a mere matter of form.”

Shall T ever forget how, in a moment, he was the most
sanguine of men, looking on to fortuna; or how Mrs. Mi-
cawber presently discoursed about the habits of the kan-
garoo? Shall I ever recall that street of Canterbury on 2
market-day, without recalling him, as he walked back with
us—expressing, in the hardy roving manner he assumed, the
unx2ttled habits of 4 temporary sojourner in the land, and
looking at the bullocks, as they came by, with the eye of an
Australian fammer !
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CHAPTER LI
ANODNULR RITFORTTCT,

1 st pavse yet once sgain.  Oh, my childwile, there is a
faure in the moving crowd before my memory, quict and
sull, saging in uts innocent fove and childish beawty, Siop to
think of me~tum 10 look upon the Little Blrsem, &s it
flutters 1o thie ground |

Ido. Afll else prowy dim, and (ades away 1 am 2main
with Dora, 10 cur cottaze. 1 do not knaw how lorg she has
been il 1 am 20 ved (o« in feeling, that 1 earnet count
the time. 1t 13 not feally lony, tn weeks er menths, bt in
oy sage snd eypenenee, 31y 8 weary, woary while,

They hasr bt ol telling me to “want a few days wore”
1 Fave begun to fear, remotely, that the day may never shine
when | ahall fee my chald wife runmirg in the sunizht with
her €4d fAend i

He is, 88 1t were suddenly, frown very old It may be
1hat be miset in his misress somethirg that enlivened b
and mads fum younger , but he mopes, and b sghewesd,
and his hnin are feeble, and try aurt i sarry that he olhjects
10 her 1o merte, but ereeps pear her as be Kes on Don's bed
—she 2ting at the betside— and mildly licks her hand,

Ders Lo smubng on e ard w beatnfel, and uiters ro
Lanty or complaiming wurd  She sy that we are very poed
toher; that ‘m dear olfd carctul by 1y tng haself cvy
e knows; that my aent has no soecju det 1 always wale
fu}, sctive, and kind. Sametmes the 1ite terdike bad et
come 1o see her; and then we talk abxut our weddrpday,
and al that huppy time,

What a itanze rest and paue 10 my kfe thote stermt 1o
tr—and in A1} Lfe, within donoms and withent- wbrn § 1t
W guizy, shaded, ondes)y room, with the blar eyt of =y
1 wife tumned towardy me, andd hee L3e frzens v
rrnd my handl Many and many an hour T ot the
€ 2l thoee times, threr, times come the freatest ca oy ..}

. 1t i meming ¢ e d Dors, rude so tim "
wandy thews e how her protty hair el
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pillow yet, and how long and bright it is, and how she likes
to have it loosely gathered in that net she wears.

“Not that I am vain of it now, you mocking boy,” she
says, when I smile; “but because you used to say you
thought it so beautiful, and because, when I first began to
think about you, I used to peep in the glass, and wonder
whether you would like very much to have a lock of it. Ob,
what a foolish fellow you were, Doady, when I gave you
one!”

“That was on the day when you were painting the flowers
I had given you, Dora, and when I told you how much in
love I was.” .

“ Ah! but I didn't like to tell yox,” says Dora, * fhen, how
1 had cried over them, because I believed you really liked
me! When T can run about again as I used to do, Doady,
let us go and see those places where we were such a silly
-couple, shall we? And take some of the old walks? And

ot forget poor papa?”

“Yes, we will, and have some happy days. So you must
make haste to get well, my dear.”

“QOh, I shall socon do that! I am so much better, you
don't know 1"

It is cvening; and I sit in the same chair, by the same
b_cd, with the same face .mmed towards me. We have been
silent, and there is a smile upon her face. I have ceased te

carry my light burden up and down stairs now. She lies
here all the day.

“Doady 1"

“My dear Dora {”

“You won't think what I am going to say unreasonable,
after what you told me, such a little while ago, of Mr. Wick-
field’s not being well? I want to sce Agnes.  Very much I
want to sce her.” ‘

“1 will write to her, my dear.”

“Will youp”

“ Directly.” ,

“What a good, kind boy! Doady, take me on your arm.
Indeed, my dear, it’s not a whim. It's not a foolish fancy.
I want, very much indeed, to see her¥
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*1am certain of it. T have only ta teil ker 30, and the
15 137C 10 come.”

“You are very lonely when you po dowmutaisy pow?™
Dora whispers, with her arm about my neck,

“How cn 1 be otherwise, my own Jove, when 1 see your
emry chasr?®

* My empty chair!®  She clings to me for a little while
in sillence. % And you really miss me, Daady?™ looking tp,
and trightly smiling,  “Even poor, giddy, stupid me2®

*“My beart, who i3 there upon earth that 1 could mis so
much?™”

“Oh, husband ! 1 am 0 plad, 3¢t so sonry 1™ erceperg
closer to me, snd folding me in both her amme She langhs
and soly, and then 1s quict and quite happy

*Quite1” she says. " Only gne Agnes my dear love, and
tell hier that T want very, very much to sec ber; and T have
nothing 1ef to wash for,”

“Exeept to pet well 2zain, Do®

“Ah, Doady ! Sometimes | tnimx—jyou know | alsays
was a nlly ltle thing !—that that will never be!®

*DonT say so, Dora! Dearmt Jove, dont thrk 201

“Iwon't, if ] can helpit, Doady  But 1 am very bagqy s
thouzh my dear boy 11 50 jonely by humsclf, before hus chuld-
wifc’s empty chur1*

Ttisnight; and T am with her etill Apres has arrived—
hat bren among us for a whole day and an aevening.
my aung and 1 have sat with Dora ence the morming, all
together.  We have not talked mudh, but Dora has been
priectly cuntented and chretfel  We are now alene.

Do 1 know now that my child wie will soen Jeave me?
They have told me so, they have told me notlung new to
rir thouptasg but Toam far from seee that 1 have taken that
treth to Lesrt. 1 eannet exaster 0 ] buave withdzawn Uy
ryxlf, rany tme today, 1o weep 1 Rave remerbrad
Who weqt for 3 parting brtween the Lanzand the dead 1
Lave trthaest s me of afl that gracow and compasticnate
Lstory, T have tnad to reven my
M2 P T e Ty b
wlat s tom -

f, andd to comele 0y
movn perwefoctly, bt
'

el el w

ot v
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pillow yet, and how long and bright it is, and how she likes
to have it looscly gathered in that net she wears.

“Not that I am vain of it now, you mocking boy,” she
says, when I smile; “but because you used to say you
thought it so beautiful, and because, when I first began to
think about you, I used to peep in the glass, and wonder
whether you would like very much to have a lock of it.  Oh,
what a foolish fellow you were, Doady, when I gave you
onet”

“That was on the day when you were painting the flowers
I had given you, Dora, and when I told you how much in
love 1 was.” o

“Ah! but I didn't like to tell 3o,” says Dora, * #en, how
1 had cried over them, because I believed you really liked
me! When I can run about again as I used to do, Doady,
et us go and see those places where we were such a silly

1> couple shall we?  And take some of the old walks? And

‘not forget poor papa?”

*Yes, we will, and have some happy days. So you must
make haste to get well, my dear.”

“Oh, I shall soon do that! 1 am so much better, you
don’t know [”

It is evening ; and I sit in the same chair, by the same
b}:d, with the same face turned towards me. We have been
silent, and there is a smile upon her face. I have ceased tc

carry my light burden up and down stairs now. She lies
here all the day.,

149 Doady ! n

“My dear Dora!”

“You won't think what I am going to say unreasonable,
after what you told me, such a little while ago, of Mr. Wick-
field’s not being well? I want to see Agnes. Very much I
want to see her.” '

T will write to her, my dear.”

“Will you?”

“Directly.”

“What a good, kind boy! Doady, take me on your arm.
Indeed, my dear, it's not & whim. It's not a foolish fancy.
I want, very much indeed, to sce her?
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absolutely come. I hold her hand in mine; I hold her heart
in mine; I sce her love for me, alive in all its strength. I
cannot shut out a pale lingering shadow of belief that she
will be spared.

“1 am going to speak to you, Doady. I am going to say
something 1 have often thought of saying lately. You won't

mind?"” with a gentle look.

% Mind, my darling?”

“Because I don't know what you will think, or what you
may have thought sometimes. Perhaps you have often
thought the same.  Doady, dear, I am afraid I was too young.”

1 lay my face upon the pillow by her, and she looks into
my eyes, and speaks very softly. Gradually, as she goes on,
1 feel, with a stricken heart, that she is speaking of herself
as past,

“I am afraid, dear, I was too young, I don’t meanin
years only, but in experience, and thoughts, and everything.

s 1 was such a silly little creature! I am afraid it would have

i

been better, if we had only loved each other as a boy and
girl, and forgotten it. I have bryun to think I was not fit to
be a wife.” ’

1 try to stay my tears, and to reply, ¢ O ‘e, as
fitas I to be ayhus%andr!s;” Py, *Oh, Dort, 10‘6,’

“Y don't know,” with the old shake of her curls. “Per-
haps! But, if I had been more fit to be married, I might
have made you more so, too. Besides, you are very clever,
and I never was.”

:: We have been very happy, my sweet Dora.”

I was very happy, very.  But, as years went on, my dear
boy would have wearied of his child-wife. She would have
been less and less a companion for him, He would have
been more and more sensible of what was wanting in his
hogxe. She wouldn't have improved. It is better as it is.”

Oh, Dora, dearest, dearest, do not speak to me so.
Every word seems a reproach !”

“No, not a syllable !” she answers, kissing me.  * Oh, my
dear, you never deserved it; and I Joved you far too well to
say a reproachful word to you, in earnest. It was all the
merit I had, except being pretty—or you thought me so. s
it lonely downstairs, Doady? " :
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“Very! very!”

“Don't eryl Is my chair there?”

“1In its old place.”

“QOh, how my poor boy cries} Hushl hush! Now,
make me one promise, I want to speak to Agnes. When
you go downstairs, tell Agnes so, and send her wp to me;
and while I speak to her, let no one come—~not even aunt,
1 want to speak to Agnes by herself. I want to speak to
Agnes, quite alone.”

1 promise that she shall, immediately ; but I cannot leave
her for my grief,

1 said that it was better as it is!” she whispers, as she
holds me in her arms.  “ Oh, Doady, after more yeats, you
never could have loved your child-wife better than you do;
and, after more years, she would so have tried and dis-
appointed you, that you might not have been able to love
her half so welll 1 know I was too young and fookish It
is much better as it is1”

Agnes is downstairs when 1 go into the parlour, and 1
give het themessage.  She disappears, leaving me alone with

Jin.

His Chinese house is by the fire, and be Jes within it,
on his bed of flannel, querulously trying to sleep. The
bright moon is high and clear. As T look out on thenight,
my tears fall fast, and my undisaiplined heart 15 chastened
hazvil_y heavily. -

. e omr yeroa . .
sea of my remembrance is the image of the dear Thild 2 1
knew her first, graced by my young love, and by her ov,
with every fascination wherein such love is rich. ~Wew'2 =
indeed, have been better if we had loved each other a—;
boy and gir), and forgotten it?  Undisciplined heart, r=2

How the time wears, I know not, until T am remaad =~
xhny dﬁlzlis-mfe's 19}1:3 ;ompanim More restless thax Zo v

¢ crawls out of his house, and look: =d pren o
the donr, snd whines to :\’3 xyp«hinb My adyom s
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¢ Not to-night, Jip! Not to-night I'” .

He comes very slowly back to me, licks my hand, and lifts
his dim eyes to my face. o

#Qh, Jip! it may be never again 1 )

He lies down at my feet, stretches himself out as if to
slecp, and, with a plaintive cry, is dead. :

“Qh, Agnes! look, Jook here!” )

That face, so full of pity and of grief, that rain of tears,
that awful mute appeal to me, that solemn hand upraised
towards Heaven!

114 Agnes ? L

It is over. Darkness comes before my eyes, and, for a
time, all things are blottcd out of my remembrance. ’

CHAPTER LIV.
MR. MICAWBER’S TRANSACTIONS.

Tuis is not the time at which I am to enter on the state of
my mind beneath its load of sorrow. I came to think that
the Future was walled up before me, that the energy and
action of my life were at an end, that I never could find any
refuge but in the grave. I came to think so, I say, but not
in the first shock of my grief. It slowly grew to that. If the
events I go on to relate had not thickened around me, in
the beginning to confuse, and in the end to augment, my
affliction, it is possible (though I think not probable) that 1
might have fallen at once into this condition.  As it ‘was, an
interval occurred before I fully knew my own distress—an
interval, in which I even supposed that its sharpest pangs
were past, and when my mind could soothe itself by resting
on all that was most innocent and beautiful, in the tender
story that was closed for ever,

When it was first proposed that I should go abroad, or
how it came to be agreed among us that I was to seek the
restoration of my peace in change and travel, 1 do not, even
now, distinctly know. The spirit of Agnes so pervaded all
we thousht, and said, and did, in that time of somrow, thet 1
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assume I may refer the project to her influence. DBut her
mfluence was so quiet that I know no more.

And now, indeed, T began to think that, in my old associa-
tion of her with the stained-glass window in the church, a
prophetic foreshadowing of what she would be to me, in the
calamity that was to happen in the fullness of time, had
found a way into my mind. In all that sorrow, from the
moment, never to be forgotten, when she stood before me
with her uprauised hand, she was like a sacred presence in my
Tonely house. When the Angel of Death alighted there, my
child-wife fell asleep—they told me so when I could bear to
hear it—on her bosom, with a smile. TFrom my swoon, 1
first awoke tox i of her passi tears, her
words of hope and peace, her gentle face bending down as
from a purer region ncarer Heaven, over my undisciplined
heart, and softening its pain.

Let me go on.

1 was to go abroad. That secemed to have been deter.
mined among us from the first, The ground now covering
all that could perish of my departed wife, I waited only for
what Mr. Micawber ealled the “ final pulvenzation of Heep,”
and for the departure of the emigrants.

At the request of Traddles, most affectionate and devoted
of friends in my trouble, ne retumned to Canterbury—I mean
my aunt, Agnes, and L. We proceeded by appomntment
straight to Mr. Micawoer’s house, where, and at Mr. Wick-
field’s, my fnend had been labounng ever since our explosive
meeting.  When poor Mrs, Micawber saw me come 1, in
my black clothes, she was sensibly affected  There was a

v v e ) winch had not

' . . unt’s first salu.
tation, after we were scated  “ Pray, have you thought about
that emigration proposal of mine?*

“ Myde:n m:d:\m,"‘ retumed Mr Micawber, * perhaps I
vl ety e g e SN N

of an wlustrious poet, to reply that aur Boat 1s on the shore,
md our Bark is on the sea”

"
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*That’s right,” said my aunt. “T augur all sorts of good
from your sensible decision.”

“ Madam, you do us a great deal of honour,” he rcjoined.
He then referred to a memorandum. “ With respect to the
pecuniary assistance enabling us to Jaunch our frail canoe on
the ocean of enterprise, I have reconsidered that important
business point, and would beg to propose my notes of hand
—drawn, it is needless to stipulate, on stamps of the amounts
respectively required by the varcus Acts of Parliament
applying to such secunties—at eighteen, twenty-four, and
thirty months. The proposition 1 originally submitted was,
twelve, eighteen, and twenty-four; but I am apprehensive
that such an arrangement might not allow sufficient time for
the requisite amount of—Something~—to turn up. We might
not,” said Mr. Micawber, looking round the room as if it
represented several hundred acres of highly-cultivated Jand,
“on the first responsibility becoming due, have been success-

", ful in our harvest, or we might not have got our harvest in.

Labour, 1 believe, is sometimes difficult to obtain in that
portion of our colonial possessions where it will be our lot t¢
combat with the teeming soil.”

* Arrange it in any way you please, sir,” said my aunt.

*Madam,” he replied, “Mrs. Micawber and myself are
deeply sensible of the very cansiderate kindness of our friends
and patrons. What 1 wish is, to be perfectly business-ike
and perfectly punctual.  Turning over, as we are about to
turn over, an entircly new leaf; and falling back, as we are
now in the act of falling back, for a Spring of no common
magnitude ; it s important to my sense of self-respect, be-
sides being an example to my son, that these arrangements
should be concluded as between man and man.”

I don't know that Mr. Micawber attached any meaning to
this last phrase; I don't know that anybody ever does, or
did ; but he appeared to relish it uncommonly, and repeated,
with an impressive cough, * as between man and man.”

“I propose,” said Mr, Micawber, *Bills—a convenience
to the mercantile world, for which, I believe, we are originally
indebted to the Jews, who appear to me to have had a devil:
ish deal too much to do with them ever since—because they
are negotiable, | But if 2 Bond, or any other deseription of

LAY DUier descnplian
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security, would be preferred, ¥ should be happy to execute
any such instrument—as between man and man.”

My aunt observed, that 1n a case where both parties were
willing to agree to anything, she took it for granted there
would be no difficulty in settiing this point.  Mr. Micanber
was of her opinion.

*1n refe to our ¢ ic preparations, madam,” said
M. ‘n.lx,mwbcr. with sonte pride, “for meeting the destiny

—‘—l‘f ,pxoccs{it may bélcﬂlc:j——of mnlkmglco;\-s. My )7ounéct
on tho occasions, been En?ugh! home, withn an inch of being
run over. I have mysell directed some attention, during the
past ?-c‘:_ck,‘ to, t'he nn"qf h‘!kl!')g; and my son Wilkins has

to say, for the credit of wur nature, was not often, he bc’:'ing
generally sarned, with unprecations, to desist.”

“All very right indeed,” said my aunt encoumgingly.
**Mrs. Micawber has been busy, too, I have no doubt.”

“My dear madim,* returned Mrs Micawber, with her
business.like air, “1 am ftee to confess that I have not been
actively engaged in pursuits immediately connected with
cultivation or with stock, though well aware that both will
claim my attention or: a foreymm shore  Such opportunities
23 I have been enab’-d to alienate from my domestic duties,
I have devoted to corresponding at some length with my
family. For I ow. it seems to me, my dear Mr. Copper-
field,” said Mrs, Micanber, who always fell back on me (1
suppose from old habit) to whomsoever elsc she might address
her discourse at starting, “that the time 1s come when the
past should be buried 1n oblivion, when my family should
ke Mr. Micawber by the hand, and Mr. Micawber shon'
tike my family by the hand ; when the Jion should hie dot
wuth the famb, and my fuly be on terms with Mr. ‘;,
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1 said 1 thooght so too. -

“This, at lcagst, is the light, my dear Mr. Copperfield.”
pursued Mrs. Micawber, “in which 7 view the subject.
When I lived at home with my papa and mamma, my papa
was accustomed to ask, when any point was under discussion
in our limited circle, ¢ In what light does my Emma view the
subject?’ That my papa was too partial, I know; still, on
such a point as the frigid coldness which has ever subsisted
between Mr. Micawber and my family, I necessarily have
formed an opinion, delusive though it may be.”

“No doubt. Of course you have, ma'am,” said my aunt.

“Preciscly so,” assented Mrs. Micawber. “Now, 1 may
be wrong in my conclusions—it is very likely that I am—but
my individual impression is, that the gulf between my family
and Mr. Micawber may be traced to an apprehension, on the
part of my family, that Mr. Micawber would require pecuniary
. accommodation. I cannot help thinking,” said Mrs. Micasw-
* ber, with an air of deep sagacity, “that there are members of
my family who have been apprehensive that Mr. Micawber
would solicit them for their names. I do not mean to be
conferred in Baptism upon our children, but to be inscribed
on Bills of Exchange, and negotiated in the Money Market.”

The look of penetration with which Mrs, Micawber an-
nounced this discovery, as if no one had ever thought of it
before, seemed rather to astonish my aunt, who abruptly
replied, “Well, ma’am, upon the whole, I shouldn’t wonder
if you were right.”

“Mr. Micawber being now on the eve of casting off the
pecuniary shackles that have so long enthralled him,” said
Mrs. Micawber, “and of commencing a new carcer in a
country where there is sufficient range for his abilities—which,
in my opinion, is exceedingly important; Mr. Micawber’s
abilities peculiarly requiring space—it scems to me that my
family should signalize the occasion by coming forward.
What T could wish to sec would be a meeting between Mr,
Micawber and my family at a festive entertainment, to be
given at my family’s expense ; where Mr. Micawber's health
and prosperity being proposed, by some leading member of
my family, Mr. Micawber might have an opportunity of de
veloping his views.”
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“My dear,” said Mr. Micawber, with some heat, it may
be better for me to state distinctly, at once, that if T were
to develop my views to that assembled group, they would
possibly be found of an ive nat y impressi
being that your family are, in the aggregate, impertinent
Snobs, and, 1n detail, unmitigated Ruffians,”

“Micawber,” said Mrs. Micawber, shaking her head, *'nol
You have never understood them, and they have never
understood you.”

Mz, Micawber coughed,

“They have never understood you, Micawber,” said his
wife. “They may be incapable of it. If so, that is their
misfortune. I can pity their misfortune.”

“1 am extremely sorty, my dear Emma,” said Mr, Micaw-
ber, relenting, “to have been betrayed into any expressions
that might, even remotely, have the appearance of being
strong expressions.  All I would say is, that I can go abroad
without your family coming forward to favour me—in short,
with a parting shove of their cold shoulders ; and that, upon
the whole, T would rather leave England with such impetus
as I possess, than denve any acccleration of it from that
quarter, At the same time, my dear, il they should con-
descend to reply to your communications—which our joint
experience renders most improbable—far be it from me to
be a barrier to your wishes.”

The matter being thus amicably settled, Mr. Micawber
gave Mrs. Micawber his arm, and glancing at the heap of
books and papers lying before Traddles on the table, said
they would leave us to ourselves, which they ceremoni-
ously did.

because T know you are deeply interested m it, and it may
divert your thoughts. My dear boy, T hope you are not
wom out.”

“1 am quite myself,” said 1, after a pause. “We have
more cause to think of my aunt than of any one.  You know
how tmuch she kas doz=”

PR RN
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“Iam happy to say, Miss Wickfield,” pursued Traddles,
at once with great debcacy and with great earnestness, “that
in your absence Mr. Wickfield has considerably improved.
Relieved of the incrbus that had fastened upon him for so
long a time, and of the dreadful apprehensions under which
he had hved, he is hardly the same person. At times, even
his impaired power of ing his memory and atten-
tion on particular points of business, has recovered itself very
much ; and he hzs been able to assist us in making some
things clear, that we should have found very difficult indeed,
if not hopeless, without him.  But what I have to do1s to
come 1o results—ehich are short enough—not to gossip on
all"the hopeful ¢acumstances I have observed, or I shall
never have done *

1

PUC PGSRV [P § S )

: W e e e e
but it was not the less pleasant for that

“Now, let me see,” said Traddles, looking among the
papers on the talle.  “Hawving counted our funds, and re-
dueed to order 2 great mass of unintentional confusion in the
first place, and of wilful confusion and falsification in the
second, we take it to be clear that Mr. Wickfield might now
wind up his business, and his agency trust, and exkibit no
dufiod, Ty Ay »

or

“Oh, thank Heaven!” cned Agnes fenvently,

“ But,” said Traddles, “the surplus that would be left as
his means of support—and I suppose the house to be sold,
even in saying this—would be so small, not exceeding in all
probability some hendreds of pounds, that perhaps, Miss
Wickfield, it would be best to consider whetker he might not
retain his agency of the estate to which he bas so long been
receiver. His friends might adsise him, you Lnow, now he
is frec.  You yourself, Miss Wickfield—Copperfield—1—*

“T have considered it, Trotwood,” s2id Agnes, looking to
me, *“and T fee! that it ocght not to be, and must not be,
even on the recemmendation of a friend to whom I am so
grateful, and owe so much.” |

“T will not say that I recommend it,” obsened Traddles.
“1 think it right to suggest t—ro more.”
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3

Y am happy to hear you say so,” answered Agnes steadily,
“for it givés-me hope, almost assurance, that we think alike.
Dear Mr. Traddles and dear .Trotwood, papa once free with
hanour, what conld I wish for? I have always aspired, if 1
could have released him from the toils in which he was held
to render back some little portion of the love and care I owe
him, and to devote my life to him. It has been, for years
the utmost height of my hopes. To take our future on my-
self will be the next great happiness—the next to his release
from all trust and responsibility—that I can know.”

“Have you thought how, Agnes?”

“Often! I am not afraid, dear Trotwood. I am certain
of success. So many people know mie here, and think kindly
of me, that T am certain. Don’t mistrust me. QOur wants
are not many. If.I rent the dear old house, and keep a
school, I shall be useful and happy.” -

_The calm fervour of her cheerful 'voice brought back so
vividly, first the dear old house itself, and then my solitary
home, that my heart was too full for speech. Traddles
pretended for 2 little while to be busily looking among the
papers. ‘

“Next, Miss Trotwood,” said Traddles, “that property of
yours.”

. “Well, sir,” sighed my aunt, “all T have got to say-about
it is, that if it's gone, I can bear it; and if it’s not gone, 1
shnl\Ibe glad to get it back.” .

*It was originally, ink, ei on-
cols > s r:giddl e:f; I think, cight thousand poundsf C

:Right !” replied my aunt, S

T can't account for more than five,” said Traddles, with
an air of perplexity.
~thousand, do you mean?” inquired my aunt, with un-
common composure, “or pounds?” -
ufmj, thousand pounds,” said Traddles. :

" 'seltf“aso all there was,” returned my aunt. “I sold three
th)e o t!}e, I paid for your articles, Trot, my dear; and
it i o> w0 L have by me.  When I lost the rest, I thought
for oo 2y nothing about that sum, but to keep it secretl
of the 12 day. 1 wanted to sce how you would come ot

the trial, Trat; and you came out nobly—persevering:

L
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oo selfreliant, self.denying! So did Dick.—Don't speak to me,
4> for I find my nerves a little shaken!” [

Nobody would have thought so, to see her sitting upright,
with her arms folded ; but she had wonderfut sell-ommand.

“Then ¥ am delighted to say,” cned Traddles, beaming
with joy, “that we have recovered the whole money1”

“Don’t congratulate me, anybody ! exclaimed my aunt.
“ How so, sir?”

“You believed it had been misappropriated by Mr. Wick-
ficld?” said Traddles. '

“Of course I did,” said my aunt, “‘and was therefore easily
silenced.—Agnes, not a word 1”

“And indeed,” said_Traddles, “it was sold, by virtue of
the power of management he held from you, but I needn't
1 ‘say by whom sold, or on whose actual signature. It was

afterwards pretended to Mr. Wickfield, by that rascal—and
proved, too, by figures—that he had possessed himself of
the moncy (on general instructions, £ sud) to keep other
deficiencies and difficulties from the Ight.  Mr. Wickfield,
being so weak and helpless in his hands as to pay you,
aftersards, several sums of mnterest on a pretended prinespal
which hie knew did not ewst, made himself, unhappily, a party
to the fraud.” .

+ “And at last took the blame upon himself,” added my
aunt, “and wrotc me a mad letter, charging humself with
robbery and wrong unheard of Upon which I paid um a2
vidit early one morning, called for a mndle.| pum‘lrlhc l_‘cltcr,

- e : .
=We all remained quiet, Agnes covenng her face.

“Well, my dear frend,” sud my aunt, after & pause, “and
you have really extorted the money back from him?”

+ “Why, the fact is,” returned Traddles, “Mr. Micawber
had so completely hemmed him in, and was always ready
with 50 many new pornts if an old anc faled, that he could
not escape from us. A most remarkable circumstance 1s,
that I really don't think he grasped this sum even so much
for the gratification of his avanice, which was inordinate, »-
the l":lemd he felt for Copperfield. He sud soto me, pl-.,
x2

P
‘\-b’.
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He said he would even have spent as much to balk or injure
Copperficld.” .

“ Ha!” said my aunt, knitting her brows thoughtfully, and
glancing at Agnes.  “And what's become of him?” i

«1 don't know. e left here,” said Traddles, “with his
mother, who had been clamouring, and besecching, and dis-
closing the whole time. They went away by one of the
London night-coaches, and I know no more about him,
except that his malevolence to me at parting was audacious.
He secemed to consider himself hardly less indebted to me
than to Mr. Micawber; which I consider (as I told him)
quite a compliment.”

“ Do you suppose he has any money, Traddles?” I asked.

“Oh dear, yes, I should think s0,” he replied, shaking his
head scriously. Y1 should say he must have pocketed a
good deal, in onc way or other. But I think you would
find, Copperfield, if you had an opportunity of observing his

, course, that money would never keep that man out of mis-
‘chief.  He is such an incamnate hypocrite, that whatever
object he pursues he must pursue crookedly. It's his only
compensation for the outward restraints he puts upon himself.
Always creeping along the ground to some small end or
other, he will always magnify every object in the way; and
consequently will hate and suspect everybody that comes,
in the most innocent manner, between him and it.  So the
crooked courses will become crookeder, at any moment, for
the least reason, or for none.  It's only necessary to consider
his history here,” said Traddles, “to know that”

“He s & monster of meanness ! ” said my aunt,

“Really I don't know about that,” observed Traddles
thoughtfully. “Many people can be very mean, when they
give their minds to it.”

“And now, touching Mr. Micawber,” said my aunt,

“Well, really,” said Traddles cheerfully, “I must, once
more, give Mr. Micawber high praise.  But for his having
been so patient and persevering for so long a time, we never
could have hoped to do anything worth speaking of.  And I
think we ought to consider that Mr. Micawber did right for
right’s sake, swhen we reflect what terms he might have made
with Utiah Heep himself, for his silence.”
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#1 think 50 too,” said T,

“Now, what would you give him?” inquired my aunt.

“Oh{ before you come to that,” said Traddles, a little
disconcerted, “1’am afraid 1 thought it discreet to omit
(not being able to carry everything before me) two points,
in making this lawless adjustment~for it's perfectly lawless
from beginning to end—of a difficult affair. Those 1. O, UJ’s,
;nd}s:] Ionh,"which Mr. Micawber gave him for the advances

e had—

“Well, they must be paid,” said my aunt.

“Yes; but T don’t know when they may be proceeded on,
or where they are,” rejoined Traddles, opening his eyes, “and
1 anticipate that, between this time and tus departure, Mr.
Micawber will be constantly arrested, or taken in exccution.”

“Then he must be constantly set free sgan, and taken
out of execution,” said my aunt.  “What's the amount alio-

other2”

“Why, Mr. Micawber has entered the transactions—he
calls them transactions—with great form, in a book,” rejoined
‘Traddles, smiling; “and he makes the smount & hundred
and three pounds, five”

“Now, what shall we give him, that sum included 7 said
my aunt.  * Agmes, my dear, you and I can talk about divi-
sion of it afterwards,  What ‘should it be? Fire hundred
pounds”

Upon this, Traddles and I both struck in at once. We
both recommended & small sum m money, and the payment,
without stipulation to Mr. Micawber, of the Uriah clums as
they came in. We proposed that the family should have
\zmr passage :m:l their outfit, and = hundred paunds i ur‘xd
io mis, 1 2aded 1ne suggestion, UL 1 SO EIE sUILE
explanation of hig character and history to Mr. Peggotty, whe
1 knew could be relied on; and that to Mr. Peggotty should
be quietly d the discretion of ad another
hundred, 1 further proposed to interest Mr. Micawber in
Mr, Peggotty, by confiding so much of Mr. Pep™% story
10 him as T might feel justified io relating, or D
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expedient, and 1O endeavour to bring each of the * red
upon the other for the common advantage. \We all entere

warmly into these viewss and 1 W3y mentt nce, that
the pt'mc'xp:\\s themsclves did 50, shortly afterwards, with

gecing that fraddics now g\anccd anxiously at my aunt
again, 1 reminded him of the second and last point 0 which

wyou and your aunt will excuse MG Coppcrﬁc\d, i1
touch upon & p:\'m(u\ theme, 48 greatly fear 1 shall,” said
Traddics, hesitating 3 wput 1 think it necessaTy {o bring it 10
your recotlection: n the day of Mr. Micawber’s memor-
able denunciation, & threatening allusion was made by Uriah
ieep to Your a\\n\‘s~—\\usband.”

My aunt, retaining her oiff position and apparent com-
posure assented with a nod-

« perhaps,” observed "Praddies, * it was merc p\\rposcless
“mpertinence v

«No," returned MY aunt.

where was—pardon me _really such & person and at all
in his power " hinted Traddles.

«Yes, my good friend,” said my aunt.

Traddies, with a pcmcp\'\\)\c lengthening of his fact ex-
p\:\'\ncd {hat he had not been able to approach {his subjects
that it had ghared the fate of Mr. Micawber's Yiabilities, in not
being comprc\\cndcd in the terms he had made; that we were
no longer of any authority with Uriab Heeps and that if he

n ce, NO doub

My aunt remained quict until again sOME stray tears foun
their way 10 her cheeks:

Wyou are quite right,” she caid, I was very thoughtf
Lo mention i

“Can 1—0T Coppcrﬁc\d——do :my\\\'mg?“ asked Tradd
gently. )

a Nothing,” gid my aunt «1 thank you many ¥
"Frot, my dean & vain threat! et us have Mr. and
Micawher back. And don't any of you & eak to M
ith that <he smoothed her dressy and saY with her up!
cfm'i:\gc, soking at the doort,

sar MA” a.u‘.Jn.\)\.& L3 [R%Y
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#Well, Mr. and Mrs. Micawber,” said my aunt, when tney

entered, “we have been discussing your cmigration, with

many apologics to you for keeping you out of the room so
fong, and 111 tell you what armangements we propose.”

, ‘These she cyplained, to the unbounded satisfaction of the
L e FCR Rt Tooe Ve,
P "“. .u.l-._.. . . wiowe
R . o e e
suaded from immediately rushing out, in the highest spirits, to
buy the stamps for his notes of hand.  But his joy received a

sudden check, for within five minutes he retumed in the cus.
tody of a sheriffs officer, informing us, in a flood of tears, that
all was Jost.  We, being quite prepared for this event, which
was, of course, a proceeding of Unah Heep's, soon paid the
money; and 1 five mimutes more Mr. Micawber was seated

we et B i e i L L e
. ' . . e
. - . e
- : ot
s H e T e
b AR . IRCTT L

. . LEETI noe "
precious value, was 2 sight indeed.

“Now, the best thing you can do, sir, if youll allow me to
advise you,” said my aunt, after silently observing bim, *1s 10
abjure that occupation for evermore.” )

“Madam,” replied Mr Micawber, *1t is my intention to
register such a vow on the virgin page of the future.  Mrs.
Micawber will attest it I trust,”sud Mr Micawber solemnly,
*“that my son Wilkins will ever bear in mind, that he had in.
finitely better put his fist in the fire, than use 1t to handle the
scrpents that have poisoned the Lfeblood of his unhappy
e D O i S MRS

Weoym .

PRARA 54

[y (- Co. P

oA . - o
. T -
in his pocket.
This closed the proceedings of the evening. were
weary with sorrow and fatizue, and my aunt and to

return to London on the morrow. Jtwas n.mn" )
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s Well, Mr. and Mrs, Micawber,” said my aunt, when taey
ntered, “we have been discussing your emigration, with
nany apologies to you for keeping you out of the room so
ong, and T'll tell you what arrangements we propose.”
‘Ihese she cxplained, to the unbounded satisfaction of the
amily-~children and all being then present—and so much to
he awakening of Mr. Micawber’s punctual habits in the opem-
ng stage of all bill transactions, that he could not be i
aded from immediately rushing out, in the highest spiris, ©
suy the stamps for his notes of hand.  But his joy received 2
sudden cheek, for within five minutes he retumed in the o=
‘ody of & sherifT's officer, informing us, in a flood of tears, o=
M was lost.  We, being quite prepared for this evezs,
wxs, of course, a proceeding of Urish Heep's, soor g
money ; and in fise minttes more Mr. Micawber wzs se==2
fe e TRt s iln eramine with an expressios of pecies

. TN L) '
weighty notes of dates and amounts i wy it
contemplating them when finished, with a bovn g = o
precious value, was a sight indeed. )

“ Now, the best thing you can do, sir, i oo
advise you,” said my aunt, after silently chemrv=x
abjure that oceupation for evermore.”

* Madam,” replied Mr, Micawber, “= &
register such a vow on the wirnn pese ¢
Micawber will attestit. 1 trusy,” smd
*“that my son Wilkins will cver bear =
finitely better put hus fist in the £-
serpents that have poisoned tbe

parent)”  Deeply affected, and chr
image of despair, My, Micawbes o
Yook of gloomy abhorrence (= v = = —ommr
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in his pocket,

“This dosed the propeedias
weary with sorow and feime —

retum 1o London on the e

o
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Micawbers should follow us, after effecting a sale of their
goods to a broker; that Mr. Wickfield’s affairs should be
brought to a settlement, with all convenient speed, under the
direction of Traddles; and that Agnes should also come to
London, pending those arrangements. We passed the night
at the old house, which, freed from the presence of the Heeps,
seemed purged of a disease 3 and I lay in my old room, like
a shipwrecked wanderer come home.

We went back next day to my aunt’s house~not to mine;
and when she and I sat alone, as of old, before going to bed,
she said,—

“Trot, do you really wish to know what I have had upon
my mind lately?”

“Indecd I do, aunt. If there ever was a time when I felt
unwilling that you should have a sorrow or anxiety which I
could not share, it is now.”

“You have had sorrow enough, child,” said my aunt
affectionately, “without the addition of =y little miseries.
I cauld have no other motive, Trot, in keeping anything
from you.”

1 know that well,” said 1. ¢ But tell me now.”

“Would you ride with me a little way to-morrow morning?”
asked my aunt.

“ Of course.”

““ At ning,” said she.  “Tll tell you then, my dear.”

At nine, accordingly, we went out in a little chariot, and
drove to London.  We drove a long way through ' the streets,
until we came to one of the large hospitals. Standing hard
by the building was a plain hearse. The driver recognized
my aunt, and in obedience to a motion of her hand at the
window, drove slowly off, we following,

“You understand it now, Trot?” said my aunt. *He is
gone.”

*Did he die in the hospital ¥

“Yes.” ’

She sat immovable beside me; but again I saw the stray
tears on her face,

“He was there once before,” said my aunt presently.
“He was ailing a Jong time—a shattered, broken man, these
many years. When he knew his state in this last illness, -he

[
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asked them to send for me. He was sorry then—very
or .

“You went, 1 know, aunt.”

“I went. I was with him a good deal afterwards.”

“He died the night before we went to Canterbury?”
said I,

My aunt nodded.  *No one can harm him now,” she said.
1t was a vain threat”

Ve drove away, out of towm, to the churchyard at Homsey.
“ Better here than in the streets,” said my aunt.  “He was
born here.”

We alighted, and followed the plain coffin to a comer 1
remember well, where the service was read consigning it to
the dust,

“Six-and-thirty years ago, this day, my dear,” said my aunt,
a3 we walked back to the chariot, *1 was married.  God
forgive us all1”

We took our seats in silence ; and so she sat beside me for
a long time, holding my hand. ~ At length she suddenly burst
into tears, and said,—

LY £ 2 R ¥ R R R R

0 WU TUUL BULA 10 BUL BUC COLLLL JL TLgugNe, woete
we found the following short note, which had amved by that
moming’s post from Mr. Micawber 1=

¢ CANTERBURY, Fridsy
“My DEAR Mapaxt AxD COPPERFIELD,
WThat. i o~ al e

CIE DOPCIN Sl NURINE A TN

fer, g - ’
Corme ey e

e th has be

* Another writ has been issued (in His Majesty’s High
Court of King’s Bench at \\'a\mim{n), in nnos}::try‘nmcgoi
Hezr r. Micaw 2er, and the defendant in that cause 1s the
Jeey of the sheriff having Jegal jurisdiction in this bailiwick.
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ship, my good old nurse (almost broken-hearted for me, when
we first met) came up to London, I was constantly with her,
and her brother, and the Micawbers (they being very much
together) ; but Emily I never saw,

Onc evening, when the time was close at hand, T was alone
with Peggotty and her brother.  Our conversation turned on
Ham, She desceribed to us how tenderly he had taken leave
of her, and how manfully and quictly he had bome himself—
most of all, of late, when she believed he was most trhed. It
w1s a subject of which the affectionate ereature never tired ;
and our interest in_hearing the many examples which she,
xho was so much with him, had to relate, was cqual to hers
in relating them.

My aunt and T were at that time vacating the two cottages
at Highgate—1I intending to go abroad, and she tu return
10 her house at Dover.  We had a temporary lodzing in
Covent Garden.  As I watked home to it, after this evenmng’s
conversation, reflecting on what had passed between Ham
2nd myself when I was last at Yarmouth, | savered 1 the
Adaled mcmnen T hnd facmad af Layme 3 Ietter for Freily

some parting word by me to her unhappy lover [ orght to
give her the opportunity. .

1 therefore gaptodown tn my room, before going 10 bed, 2nd
*rotcto her. I told her that [ had seen hum, ard that ke
had requested me 1o tell her what 1 have already wmzten 1y
its place in these sheets. 1 fauthfilly repeated iz T £ad ro
need to enfarge upon i, of T had had the nzbe Is éep
fdehty and goodness were not to be adormed by o= o1 =7
man Tleft it out, to be sent round in Whe mern, *_r.t;é
Ene 10 Mr, Pegotty, requesting him 10 give 1t to ke 2
went to bed at daybreak.

1 vas weaker than 1 knew then; and ©
tntl the sun was up, by late, and m?::; =
%28 roused by the silent preseree of =2 a2 £
Eﬁ l(el!?:yinmyslcqxﬂln?pd&ﬁﬂb‘—‘f
AN

e, my dean,” she 29, Voo T ot €
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; .
couldn’t make up my mind to disturb you. Mr. Peggotty 1s
here; shall he come up?”

I replied yes, and he soon appeared.

© Mas't Davy,” he said, when we had shaken hands, “I
giv Em'ly your letter, sir, and she writ this here; and begged
of me fur to ask you to read it, and if you see no hurt in't, to
be so kind as take charge on't.”

“ Have you read it?” said L.

He nodded sorrowfully. I opened it, and read as fol-
lovis i

T have got your message. Oh, what can I write, to thank you for
your good and blessed kindness to me!

1 have put the words close to my heart, I shall keep them till I
die. They are sharp thoms, but they are such comfort. I have prayed
over them, oh, I have prayed so much! When I find what you are, and
what uncle is, I think what God must be, and can ery to Iim.

* Good-bye for ever.  Now, my dear, my friend, good-bye for ever in
this world. ~ In another world, if T am forgiven, I may wake a child and

.. comctoyou All thanks and blessings. Farewell, evermore.”

This, blotted with tears, was the letter.

“May I tell her as you doen’t see no hurt in't, and as you'll
be so kind as take charge on’t, Mas'r Davy?” said Mr. Peg-
gotty, when I had read it.

“Unquestionably,” said I; “but I am thinking~———->"

*Yes, Mas't Davy?”

“I am thinking,” said I, “that T'll go down again to Var-
mouth, There’s time and to spare for me to go and come
back before the ship sails. My mingd is constantly running
on him, in his solitude. To put this letter of her writing in
his hand at this time, and to enable you to tell her, in the
moment of parting, that he has got it, will be a kindness to
both of them. I solemnly accepted his commission, dear
good fellow, and cannot discharge it too completely. The
journey is nothing to me, I am restless, and shall be better
in mation,  T’ll go down to-night.”

Though he anxiously endeavoured to dissuade me, T saw
that he was of my mind; and this, if I had required to be
confirmed in my intention, would have had the effect. He
went round to the coach-office, at my request, and took the
boxseat for me on the mail.  In the'evening 1 started, by
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that conveyance, down the road 1 had traversed under so
many vicissitudes, R

“Don't you think that,” 1 asked the coachman, in the firt
si2ge out of London, “a very remarkable sky? T dom't re-
member to have seen one Lle it

“Nor I-—not equal to it,” ke replied. “That's wind, sir.
There'll be mischief done 2t sea, I expect, before long.”

It was a murky confusion—here and there blotted with 2
colour like the colour of the smoke from damp fuel—of £ying
clouds tossed up into most remarkable heaps, suggesting
greater heizhts in the clouds than there were depths below
them to the bottom of the deepest hollows in the earth,
throuzh which the wild moon seemed to plenge headlong,
as if, in a dread disturbance of the laws of nature, she had
lost her way and were frightened.  There had been a wind
all day; and it was rising then, with an extraordinary great
sound. In another hour 1t kad ruch increased, and the sky
w23 more overcast, and it blew hard,

But as the night advanced, the clovds closing in and
densely overspreading the whole sky, then very dark, 1t came
on to blow harder and harder. It still increased, until our
horses could scarcely face the wind.  Many times, in the
dark part of the night (it was then late in September, when
the nights were not short), the leaders turned 2bout, or 2me
toa dead stop ; and we were ofien in senous apprehension
that the coach would be blown over.  Sweeping gusts of ramn
came up before this storm, like showers of steel; and, at
those times, when there was any shelter of trees or lee walls
o be got, we were fain to stop, in a sheer impossibility of
continuing the strugple.

When the day broke, it blew harder and harder. I had
been in Yarmouth when the seamen said 1t blew great guns;
but T had never known the like of this, or anything spproach.
ing to it. We came to Ipswich—~very late, having had to
fight every inch of ground since we were ten miles out of
London—and found a cluster of people 1 the market-place,
whd had risen from their beds in the night, fearful of falling
chimneys. Some of these, congrezating about the inn-yard
while we chanzed horses, t0ld us of great sheets of lead
l‘:lh"; Leen pped off a high chiurch tower, and Berg into a
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by-street, which they then blocked up. Others had to tell
of country people, coming in from neighbouring villages, who
had scen great trees lying torn out of the earth, and whoie
ricks scattered about the roads and fields.  Still, there was
no abatement in the storm, but it blew harder. )

As we struggled on, nearer and nearer to the sea, from
which this mighty wind was blowing dead on shore, its force
became more and more terrific.  Long before we saw the
seq, its spray was on our lips, and showered salt rain upon
us. The water was out, over miles and miles of the flat
country adjacent to Yarmouth ; and every sheet and puddle

: lashed its banks, and had its stress of little breakers setting

heavily towards us. When we came within sight of the sea,
the waves on the horizon, caught at intervals above the roll-
ing abyss, were like glimpses of another shore with towers
and buildings. When at last we got into the town, the
gepple came out to their doors, all aslant, and with strcaming
"™~ hair, making a wonder of the mail that had come through
'+ “such a night.

- * I put up at the old inn, and went down to look at the sea;
staggering along the street, which was strewn with sand and
seawced, and with flying blotches of sea-foam; afraid of

. falling slates and tiles; and holding by people I met, at

.+ angry corners. Coming near the beach, I saw, not only the

.4, boatmen, but half the people of the town, lurking behind

B buildings ; some now and then braving the fury of the.storm

4 to look away to sea, and blown sheer out of their course in

trying to get zigzag back. ;
Joining these groups, I found bewailing women whose

: husbands were away in herring or oyster boats, which there

,.  was too much reason to think might have foundered before

‘. they could run in anywhere for safety. Grizzled old sailors

{ ~ were among the people, shaking their heads, as they looked

: from water to sky, and muttering to one another ; shipowners,

excited and uneasy ; children, huddling together, and peering

into qlder faces ; even stout mariners, disturbed and anxious,
levelling their glasses at the sea from behind places of shelter,
as if they were surveying an cnemy.

The tremendous sea itself, when T could find sufficient
pause to look at it, in the agitation of the blinding wind, the

Y
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fying stones and sand, and the awful noise, confounded me.
Asthe hizh watery walls came rolling in, and, at their highest,
tembled 1nto surf, they Jooked as if the least would enjull
the town.  As the receding wave swept back with a hoarse
roar, it scemed to scoop out deep caves in the beach, as if
its pu werc to undermine the earth.  When some white-
headed billows thundered on, and dashed themselves to
picces before they reached the land, every fragment of the
late whole seemed possessed by the full l:ﬁghl fl’ its wrath,

rushing ==t —tLasad an sbe oo S
Undulat -
(with a . . s

them) + .,
and shook the beach with a booming sound; every shape

.- I P -
WIBU~—iUT 3L 18 St fetnemuered duwn tnere, as e greatest
ever known to blow upon that coast—had brought together,
I'made my way to his house, 1t was shut; and as no one
answered to my knocking, T went, by back ways and by-
lanes, to the yard where he warked. 1 learned there that
he had gone to Lowestofl, to mecet some sudden exigeney of
shiprepairing in which his skill was required, but that he
wauld be back to-morrow morning, in good time.

went back to the inn; and when I had washed and
dressed, and tried to sleep, but in vain, it was fise o'clock in
the aftemoon. I had not sat five munutes by the coffee-
To0m fite, when the waiter coming to sur it, as an excuse for
talkirg, told me that two colliers had gone down, with all
hands, a few miles away; and that some other ships had
been seen labouring hard in the roads, and trying, in great
distress, 10 Leep off shore.  Mercy on them, and on all poor
saifors, s2id he, if we had another mught like the Lust |

1 was very much depressed in spirits, very solitary, and

{elt an uneasiness in Ham's not beng there disproportionate
1o the ocaasion I was seriously affected, without knowing
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how much, by late events; and my long exposure-to the
fierce wind had confused me. There was that jumble in my
thoughts and recollections, that T had lost the clear arrange
ment of time and distance. Thus, if I had gone out into the
town, I should not have been surprised, I think, to encounter
some one who I knew must be then in London. So to
speak, there was in these respects a curious inattention in
my mind. Yet it was busy, too, with all the remembrances
the place naturally awakened; and they were particularly
distinct and vivid.

In this state, the waiter's dismal intelligence about the
ships immediately connected itself, without any effort of
my volition, with my uncasiness about Ham. I was per-
suaded that I had an apprehension of his returning from
Lowestoft by sea, and being lost. This grew so strong with
me, that I resolved to go back to the yard before I took my
dinner, and ask the boatbuilder if he thought his attempt-

.ing to return by sea at all Iikely? If he gave me the least
-*-Feason to think so, I would go over to Lowestoft and prevent

‘by bringing him with me.

I hastily ordered my dinner, and went back to the yard.
I was none too soon, for the boatbuilder, with a lantern in -
his hand, was locking the yard-gate. He quite laughed when
I asked him the question, and said there was no fear; no
man in his senses, or out of them, would put off in such a
gale of wind, least of all Ham Peggotty, who had been born
to seafaring.

So sensible of this, beforchand, that I had really felt
ashamed of doing what I was nevertheless impelled to do,’}
went back to the inn. If such a wind could rise, I think it
was rising.  The howl and roar, the rattling of the doors and
windows, the rumbling in the chimneys, the apparent rocking
of the very house that sheltered me, and the prodigious
tumult of the sea, were more fearful than in the moming.
But there was now a great darkness besides, and that in-
vested the storm with new terrors, real and fanciful.

I could not eat, I could not sit stil}, I could not continue
steadfast to anything. Something within me, faintly answer-
ing to the storm without, tossed up the depths of my memory,
and made a tumult in them. Yet, in all the hurry of my
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thoughts, wild running with the thundering sea—the storm,
and md}j uneasiness regarding Ham, were always in the fore-

oun

My dinner went away almost untasted, and I tried to re-
fresh myself with a glass or two of wine. In vain. I fell
into a dull slumber before the fire, sithout losing my con-
sciousness, either of the nproar out of doors or of the place
in which I was. Both became overshadowed by a new and
indefinable horror; and when I awoke—or rather when I

to the awful noises ; looked at faces, scenes, and figures in
the fire. At length, the steady ticking of the undisturbed
clock on the wall tormented me to that degree that I re-
solved to go to bed.

It was reassuring, on such a night, to be told that some of
the inn-servants had agreed together to sit up until mormng.
I went to bed, exceedingly weary and heavy ; but, on my lying
down, all such sensations vanished, as 1f by magic, and I was
broad awake, with every sense refined.

For hours I lay there, listening to the wind and water—
imagining, now, that I heard shrieks out at sea ; now, that I
distinctly heard the firing of signal guns; and now, the fall
of houses in the town. I got up several times and locked
out; but could see nothing, except the reflection in the
window-panes of the famt candle I had left burning, and
ol‘_g:y own haggard face looking in at me from the black
voi

At length my restlessness attained to such & pitch that I
hurried on my clothes, and went downstairs. In the large
kitchen, where 1 dimly saw bacon and ropes of en:ons hang-
c- et 4et mm - oo- sVestamnd topether, i

d away from
A pretty.
wnd he;! .
- 3 d i N
upon the door, sereamed when [ appen e, O nd,
¥
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thought the souls of the collier-crews who had gon¢ down

1 remained there, 1 dare say, two hours. Once, 1 opcned
he yard gates and looked into the empty ctreet. L1he sant,
the seaweed, and the flakes of foam were driving by, an¢.
was obtiged 0 call for assistance before 1 could shut the gate
again, and make it fast against the wind. : .
There was & dark gloom i my solitary chamber when 1
at length returned to jt; but T was tired noOW, and, getting

into bed again, (ell—off a tower and down precxplcc———'m\o
the depths of steep. 1 have an jmpression that for a long
Gme, though 1 dreamed of being elsewhere and in & varicty
of scencs, it Was always blowing in MY dream. At length.1
lost that {ecble hold upon reality, and was cengaged with two
dear friends, but who they were 1 don't know, at the siege ©
cnme town 10 2 TO3F of cannonading.

“The thunder of the cannont was so loud and incessant, that

could not hear something 1 much desired t0 hear, unti
nade a gret cxertion, and awoke, 1t Was broad day——e'lght
r nine o'clack the storm raging, in lieu of the batteries;
md some onc Jnocking and calling at my door.

wWhat is the matter?” 1 cried.

« A wreck ! Close by 1”

1 sprung out of bed, and asked, what wreck?

w A schoonch from Spain Of Portugal, Jaden with fruit
and wine. Make haste, sir, if you want to sc€ her !
thought, down on the beach, chell go to pieces every
moment.”

The excited voice went clamouring along the staircase s
and 1 wrglppud myself in mY clothes as quickly a3 1 could,

Wumbers of people were there before M all running in
one direction—10 the beach. 1mn the same Wi outstrip
ing & good many, and soon came facing the wild sen.

Fhe wind might by this time have Tulled a little, though
not more sensibly than if the cannonading I had dreamed ©
had been diminished by the silencing of half a dozen guns
out of hundreds. But the sed, having upon it the addition?®
agitation of the whole night, ¥as infinitely mor¢ terrific than
when 1 had seen it last. Every appearance it had then
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presented bore the expression of beinz srefled; and the
Peight to which the breakers rose, and, looking over one
ax0ther, bore one another down, and rolled in, in intermin.
able hosts, was most appalling.

In the difficulty of hearing anything but wind and waves,
ard in the erowd, and the unspeakable confusion, and my
first breathless efforts to stand against the weather, I was so
confused that T looked out to sea for the wreck, and saw |
nothing but the foaming heads of the great waves. A halfe
dressed boatman, standing next me, pointed with his bare
arm (a tattooed arrow on it, pomnting in the same direction) to
the left. ‘Then, O great Heaven, I saw it, close in upon us!

. One mast was broken short off, six or eight feet from the
P ittt LR

inconceivable—beat the side as if it would stave it . Some
efforts were even then being made to cut this portion of the
wreck away ; for, as the ship, which was broadside on, tumed
towards us in her rolling, I plainly descried her people at
work with axes, especially one active figure with long curling
hair, conspicuous among the rest. But a great cry, which
was audible even above the wind and water, rose from the
shore at this moment: the sea, sweeping over the rolling
wreck, made a clean breach, and carned men, spars, casks,
planks, bulwarks, heaps of such toys, into the boiling surge.

The second mast was yet standing, with the rags of a rent
sail and a wild confusion of broken cordage flapping to and
fro  The ship had struck once, the same boatman hoarsely
said in my ear, and then bfted in and struck agan. I un-
derstood him to add that she was parting amdships; and I
could readily suppose so, for the rolling and beating were
too tremendous for any human work to suffer long. As he
spoke, there was another great cry of pity from the beach:
four men arose with the wreck out of the deep, clinging to
the rigging of the remaming mast—uppermost, the active
figure with the curling hair. ) ]

There was a bell on board, and as the ship rolled 2
dashed, like a desperate creature driven mad, now.” . t
the whole sweep of her deck, as she tumned on her !
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towards the shore, now nothing but her keel, as she
vildly over and turned towards the sea, the bell rang
its sound, the knell of those unhappy men, was borne ¢
us on the wind. Again we lost her, and again she
Two men were gone.  The agony on shore increased.

groaned, and clasped their hands; women shriekec
turned away their faces, Some ran wildly up and
along the beach, crying for help where no help could

found myself one of these, frantically imploring 2 k
sailors whom I knew not to let those two lost cre
perish before our eyes. ) .

They were making out to me, in an agitated way—
know how, for the little I could hear I was scarcely con
enough to understand—that the lifeboat had been 1
manned. an hour ago, and could do nothing ; and tha
man would be so desperate as to attempt to wade off
rope, and establish 2 communication with the shore
was nothing left to try ; when I noticed that some new

, tion moved the people on the beach, and saw them pa
Ham come breaking through them to the front.

I ran to him, as well as I know, to repcat my app
help,  But, distracted though I was by a sight so new
and terrible, the determination in his face, and his It
to sea—exactly the same look as I remembered in cont
with the morning after Emily’s flight—awoke me to a
ledge of his danger. I held him back with both arn
implored the men with whom I had been speaking
listen to him, not to do murder, not to let him stir fi
that sand {

Another cry arose on shore ; and looking to the wrt
saw the cruel sail, with blow on blow, beat off the 1
the two men, and fly up in triumph round the active
left alone upon the mast.

Against such 2 sight, and against such determina
that of the calmly-desperate man who was already accu
to lead half the people present, I might as hopefull
entreated the wind.  * Mas’r Davy,” he said, cheerily
ing me by both hands, *if my time is came. ’tis come
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I was swept awzy, but not unkindly, to some distance,
where the people around me made me stay—urging, as 1 con-
fusedly perceived, that he was bent on going, with help or
without, and that I should endanger the precantions for his
salety by troubling those with whom they rested. I don't
know what I answered, or what they rejoined; but I saw
hurry on the beach, and men running with ropes from a cap-
stan that was there, and penetrating into a dircle of figures
that hid him fromme. 7%~ T Y e YL U
seaman’s frock and &t - - .
his wrist, another rou =t
men holding, at a Little distanee, to the latter, which he hid
ont himself, slack upon the shore, at his feet.
The wrec‘k, even to my unpractised eye, was breaking up.
av . . L ) Y ||-|. |.v-.'."."

1 . . -1 ¢ -
his action brought an old remembrance to my mind of a once
dear friend.

Ham watched the sez, standing alone, with the silence of
suspended breath behind him, and the storm before, until
there was agreat retiring wave, when, with a backward glance
at those who held the rope which was made fast round bis
body, be dashed in after it, and 1 a moment was buffeting
with the water—rising with the hills, fallmg with the valleys,
lost beneath the foam, then drawn agun to land.  They
havled in hastly.

Hewas hurt. 1 saw blood on his face, from where I stood ;
but he took no thought of that.  He seemed burriedly to
give them some directions for leaving him more free—orso I
Jjudged from the motion of his arm—and was gone as before,

And now he made for the wreck, rising with the hills, fll. .
ing with the valleys, lost beneath the rugged foam, bome; e
towards the shore, barne on towards the ship, striving bo
and valiantly, The distance was nothing, but the pr——
the sea and wind made the strife deadly  Atlength™™
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he wreck.  He was so near that with one more of his vigor-
us strakes he would be clinging to it—when a high, green,
ast hillside of water moving on shoreward from beyond the
hip, he scemed to leap up into it with a mighty bound, and
he ship was gone!!

Some eddying fragments I saw in the sea, as if a merc cask
iad been broken, in running to the spot where they were
auling in. Consternation was in every face. They drew
im to my very feet—insensible—dead. He was carried to
he nearest house, and, no one preventing me now, I re-
nained near him, busy, while every means of restoration
vere tried; but he had been beaten to death by the great
yave, and his generous heart was stilled for ever.

As I sat beside the bed, when hope was abandoned and
1l was done, a fisherman, who had known me when Emily and
[ were children, and ever since, whispered my name at the door.

“8ir,” said he, with tears starting to his weather-beaten
ace, which, with his trembling lips, was ashy pale, “ will you
ome over yonder P”

The old remembrance that had been recalled to me was in
is Jook. I asked him, terror-stricken, leaning on the arm
re held out to support me,—

“Has a body come ashore?”

He said, “Yes.”

“Do 1 know it?” I asked then.

e answered nothing.

But he led me to the shore.  And on that part of it where
she and T had looked for shells, two children—on that part
of it wherc some lighter fragments of the old boat, blown
down last night, had been scattered by the wind—among the
ruins of the home he had wronged—1I saw him lying with his
head upon his arm, as I had often seen him lie at school,

CHAPTER LVIL
THE NEW WOUND, AND THE OLD,

No ncc_d, O Steerforth, to have said, when we last spoke to-°
gether, in that hour which I o little deemed to be our parts
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ing hour—no need to have said, “Think of me at my best1”
1 had done that ever; and could I change now, looking on
this sight?

Th-- t--
him -
the h L - B
and gone sailing with him, and seen him merry and bold.
They carried him through the wild roar—a hush in the midst
of all the tumult—and took him to the cottage where Death
was already.

But when they set the bier down on the threshold, they
locked at one another, and at me, and whispered. I knew
why. They felt as if it were not right to lay him down in
the same quiet room,

,We went into the town, and took our burden to the inn.,
So soon a§_1 cou}d at all collect my thoughts, I sent for

R PR P -

that duty as faithfully as I could.

I chose the night for the journey, that there might be less
curiosity when I left the town But although it was nearly
midnight when I came out of the yard in a chaise, followed
by what I had in charge, there were many people waiting.
At intervals, along the town, and even a httle way out upon
the road, I saw more ; but at length only the bleak night and
the open country were around me, and the ashes of my youth-
ful friendship.

Upen a mellow autumn day, about noon, when the ground
was perfumed by fallen leaves, and many more, in beautiful
tints of yellow, red, and brown, yet hx_mg) upon, t‘fle trees,

Not a blind was raised , 1o sign of life was in the dull paved‘.'
court, with its covered way leading to the disused door. . The® >
wind had quite gone down, and nothing moved .
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1 had not at first the courage to ring at the gate; and when
1 did ring, my errand seemed to me to be expressed in the
very sound of the bell. The little parlour-maid came out,
with the key in her hand, and iocking earnestly at me as'she
unlocked the gate, said,—
“1 beg your pardon, sir, are you il ?”
I have been much agitated, and am fatigued.”
Is anything the matter, sir? Mr. James—"
Hush 1”7 said 1. “Yes, something has happened that T
> to break to Mrs. Steerforth. She is at home?”
'he girl anxiously replied that her mistress was very seldom
now, even in a carriage; that she kept her room; that
saw no company, but would see me. Her mistress was
she said, and Miss Dartle was with her. What message
11d she take upstairs?
fiving her a strict charge to be careful of her manner, and
! to carry in my card and say I waited, 1 sat down in the
ving-room (which we had now reached) until she should
1e back. Its former pleasant air of accupation was gone,
. the shutters were half closed. The harp had not been
4 for many and many a day. His picture as a boy was
‘. The cabinet in which his mother had kept his letters
there. 1 wondered if she ever read them now; if she
ild ever read them more !
“he house was so still, that I heard the girl's light step
tairs.  On her return, she brought a message to the effect
t Mrs. Steerforth was an invalid, -and could not come
n; but that, if I would excuse her being in her cham-
» she would be glad tosee me.  In a few moments I stood
ore her.
the was in his room, not in her own. I felt, of course,
t she bad taken to occupy it in remembrance of him ; and
t the many tokens of his old sports and accomplishments,
which she was surrounded, remained there, just as he had
them, for the same reason. She murmured, however,
n in her reception of me, that she was out of her own
mber because its aspect was unsuited to her infirmity, and
1 her stately look repelled the least suspicion of the truth.
it her chair, as usual, was Rosa Dartle.  From the first
ment of her dark eyes resting on mwe, I saw she knew I
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was the bearer of evil tidings. The scar sprung into view
that instant, She withdrew herself a step behind the chair,
to keep her own face ont of Mrs. Steerforth’s observation, and
scrutinized me with a piercing gaze that never faltered, never
shrunk, :

“I am sorry to observe you are in mouming, sir,” said
Mrs, Steerforth,

“1 am unhappily a widower,” said Y.

“You are very young to know so great a loss,” she re-
turned. “I am prieved to hearit. I am grieved to hear it.
1 hope Time will be good to yow.”

“1 hope Time,” said I, Jooking at her, “will be good to
all of us. Dear Mrs. Steerforth, we must all trust to that in
our heaviest misfortunes.”

The earnestness of my manner, and the tears in my eyes,
alarmed her. The whole course of her thoughts appeared to
stop and change.

I tried to command my voice in gently saying his name,
but it trembled. She repeated it to herself, two or three
times, in a low tone. Then addressing me, she said with
enforced calmness,—

“ My son is fll”

“Very L7 .

“You have seen him?”

“T have.”

“ Are you reconciled ?”

I could not say Yes, 1 could not say No. She shghtly
turned her head towards the spot where Rosa Dartle had
been standing at her elbow, and in that moment I said, by
the motion of my lips, to Rosa, “Dead!”

That Mrs. Steerforth might not be induced to look behind
her, and read, plainly written, what she was not yet prepared
to know, I met her look quickly ; but I had seen Rosa Dartle
throw her hands up in the air with vehemence of despair and
horror, and then clasp them on her face.

The handsome lady—so like, oh so like t—regarded me
with a fixed look, and put her hand to her forehead. I
besought her to be calm, and prepare herself to bear what”
1had 10 tell ; but I should rather have entreated her to wee,
for she sat like a <tone firure, s't.
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1 had not at first the courage to ring at the gate; and when

did ring, my errand seemed to me to be expressed in the
ery sound of the bell. The little parlour-maid came out,
fith the key in her hand, and iooking earnestly at me as she
inlocked the gate, said,—

«T beg your pardon, sir, are you ill?”

“1 have been much agitated, and am fatigued.”

“Is anything the matter, sir? Mr. James——"

“Hush1” said I. “Yes, something has happened that I
iave to break to Mrs. Steerforth. She is at home?”

The girl anxiously replied that her mistress was very seldom
ut now, even in a carriage; that she kept her room; that
he saw no company, but would see me. Her mistress was
1p, she said, and Miss Dartle was with her. What message
hould she take upstairs?

Giving her a strict charge to be careful of her manner, and
inly to carry in my card and say 1 waited, 1 sat down in the
Irawing-room (which we had now reached) until she should
:ome back. Its former pleasant air of occupation was gone,
ind the shutters were half closed. The harp had not been
1sed for many and many a day. His picture as a boy was
here. The cabinet in which his mother had kept his letters
vas there. I wondered if she ever read them now; if she
we-r 3 ever read them more

The house was so still, that I heard the girl's light step
apstairs.  On her return, she brought a message to the effect
‘hat Mrs, Steerforth was an invalid, .and could not come
down; but that, if I would excuse her being in her cham-
ver, she would be glad to see me. In a few moments I stood
before her.

She was in his room, not in her own. I felt, of course,
‘hat she had taken to occupy it in remembrance of him ; and
hat the many tokens of his old sports and accomplishments,
3y which she was surrounded, remained there, just as he had
eft them, for the same reason. She murmured, however,
ven in her reception of me, that she was out of her own
*hamber because its aspect was unsuited to her infirmity, and
with her stately look repelled the least suspicion of the truth.

At her chair, as usual, was Rosa Dartle. From the first
noment of her dark eyes resting on me, I saw she knesw I
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was the bearer of evil tidings. The scar sprung into view
that instant.  She withdrew herself a step behind the chair,
to keep her own face out of Mrs. Steerforth’s observation, and
scrutinized me with a piercing gaze that never faltered, never
shrunk. !

“1 am sorry to observe you are in mourning, sir,” said
Mrs, Steerforth.

1 am unhappily a widower,” said 1.

“You are very young to know so great a loss,” she re-
turned. “I ai grieved to hearit. I am grieved to hear it.
T hope Time will be good to you.”

“1 hope Time,” said I, Jooking at her, “will be good to
all of us. Dear Mrs. Steerforth, we must all trust to that in
our heaviest misfortunes.”

The earnestness of my manner, and the tears in my eyes,
alarmed her. The whole course of her thoughts appeared to
stop and change.

I tried to command my voice in gently saying his name,
but it trembled. She repeated it to herself, two or three
times, in a Jow tone. Then addressing me, she said with
enforced calmness,—

“My son is ilL”

“Very jlL”

“You have seen him?”

“T have”

“ Are you reconciled?”

1 could not say Yes, I could not say No. She shghtly
tumed her head towards the spot where Rosa Dartle had
been standing at her elbow, and in that moment I said, by
the motion of my lips, to Rosa, “Dead!”

That Mrs. Steerforth might not be induced to look behind
her, and read, plainly written, what she was not yet prepared
to know, I met her look quickly ; but I had seen Rosa Dartle
throw her hands up in the air with vehemence of despawrand
horror, and then clasp them on her face.

‘The handsome lady—so like, oh so like !—regarded me
with a fixed look, and put her hand to her forehead. I
besought her to be calm, and prepare herself to bear what
1had to tell ; but I should rather have entreated her to weep,

for she sat Jike a stone ficure. R
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“When I was last here,” I faltered, “Miss Dartle told me
he was sailing here and there. The night before last was a
dreadful one at sea.  If he were at sea that night, and near a
dangerous coast, as it is said he was, and if the vessel that
was seen should really be the ship which——" :

« Rosa ! ” said Mrs. Steerforth, “come to me!”

She came, but with no sympathy or gentleness. Her eyes
gleamed like fire as she confronted his mother, and broke
into a frightful laugh.

“Now,” she said, “is your pride appeased, you madwoman ?
Now has he made atonement to you——vwith his life! Do
you hear?—His life !”

Mrs, Steerforth, fallen back stiffly in her chair, and making
no sound but a moan, cast her eyes upon her with a wide
stare. ’

“Ay!” cried Rosa, smiting herself passionately on the
breast, “look at me! Moan, and groan, and look at me!
Loo}l\: here,” striking the scar, “at your dead child’s handi-
work !”

, The moan the mother uttered from time to time went to

"~ my heart. Always the same.  Always inarticulate and stified.
Always accompanied with an incapable motion of the head,
but with no change of face.  Always proceeding from a rigid
mouth and closed teeth, as if the jaw were locked and the
face frozen up in pain.

“Do you remember when he did this?” she proceeded.
“Do you remember when, in his inheritance of your nature,
and in your pampering of his pride and passion, he did this,
and disfigured me for life? Look at me, marked until I die
with his high displeasure, and moan and groan for what you
made him!”

*Miss Dartle,” T entreated her, *for Heaven’s sake——"

“1 2/l speak ! she said, turning on me with her lightning
cyes. “Be silent, you !-—Look at me, I say, proud mother
of a proud false son! Moan for your nurture of him, moan
for your corruption of him, moan for your loss of him, moan
for mine!”

. She clenched her hand, and trembled through het spare
worn figure, as if her passion were killing her by inches.

“You, resent his selfwill 17 ¢he exelaimed.  “Yov, injurad
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by his haughty temper! You, who opposed to both, when
your hair was grey, the qualities which made both when you
gave him birth! You, who from his cradle reared him to be
what he was, and stunted what he should have been! Are
you rewarded #ow for your years of trouble?”

*QOh, Miss Dartle, shame! Oh, crueil”

“T tell you,” she returned, “I 2:/ speak to her. No
power on earth should stop me while I was standing here!
Have I been silent all these years, and shall I not speak
now? I loved lim better than you ever loved him!”
tumning on her fiercely. “I could have loved him, and
asked no return. If I had been his wife, I could have been
the slave of his caprices for a word of love a year. 1 should
have been  Who knows it better than I? You were exact-
ing, proud, punctilious, selfish. My love would have been
devoted —would have trod your paltry whimpening under
foot!”

With flashing eyes, she stamped upon the ground as if she
actually did it.

““Look here!” she said, stnking the scar again, with a re-

lentless hand. *“When he grew into the better understand-
ing of what he had done, he saw 1t, and repented of it!
I could sing to him, and talk to um, and show the ardour
that I felt in all he did, and attam with labour to such know-
ledge as most interested lum ; and I attracted him. When
he was freshest and truest, he loved me. Yes, he did! Many
a time, when you were put off with a slight word, he has
taken Me to his heart'”
- She said it with a taunting pride in the mdst of her frenzy
—for it was little less—yet with an eager remembrance of it,
in which the smouldering embers of 2 gentler feelng kindled
for the moment,

“T descended—~as I mught have known I should, but that
he fascinated me with his boyish courtship—into a doll, a
trifle for the occupation of an idle hour, to be dropped, and
taken up, and tnfled with, as the inconstant humour took
him. When he grew weary, I grew weary. As his fancy
died out, I would no more have tnied to strengthen any
power 1 had, than I would have married him on his being
forced to take me for lus wife. We fell away from one
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“YWhen I was last here,” I faltered, “ Miss Dartle told me
he was sailing here and there. The night before last was a
dreadful one at sea.  If he were at sea that night, and near a
dangerous coast, as it is said he was, and if the vessel that
was seen should really be the ship which——"

¢ Rosa 1" said Mrs, Steerforth, “ come to me

She came, but with no sympathy or gentleness. Her eyes
gleamed like fire as she confronted his mother, and broke
into a frightful laugh.

“ Now,” she said, “is your pride appeased, you madwoman ?
New has he made atonement to you———with his life! Do
you hear?—His life1”

Mrs. Steerforth, fallen back stiffly in her chair, and making
no sound but a moan, cast her eyes upon her with a wide
stare. i

“Ay!” cried Rosa, smiting herself passionately on the
breast, “look at me! Moan, and groan, and look at me!
Look here,” striking the scar, “at your dead child’s handi-.
work 1”

The moan the mother uttered from time to time went to
my heart. Always the same. Always inarticulate and stifled.
Always accompanied with an incapable motion of the head,
but with no change of face. Always proceeding from a rigid
mouth and closed teeth, as if the jaw were locked and the
face frozen up in pain.

“Do you remember when he did this?” she proceeded.
i Dq you remember when, in his inheritance of your nature,
and in your pampering of his pride and passion, he did this,
and disfigured me for life? Look at me, marked until T die
with his high displeasure, and moan and groan for what you
made him{”

“Miss Dartle,” I entreated her, “for Heaven’s sake——"

“T il speak !” she said, turning on me with her lightning
eyes. “Be silent, you !—Look at me, I say, proud mother
of a proud false son! Moan for your nurture of him, moan
for your corruption of him, moan for your loss of him, moan
for mine !”

. She clenched her hand, and trembled through het spare
wormn figure, as if her passion were killing her by inches.

“You, resent his selfwill 17 ¢he exclaimed.  #Vou, injured

1 »
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by his haughty temper! You, who opposed to both, when
your hair was grey, the qualities which made both when you
gave him birth! ~ You, who from his cradle reared him to be
what he was, and stunted what he should have been! Are
you rewarded oz for your years of trouble?”

“Oh, Miss Dartle, shame! Oh, cruell”

“1 tell you,” she returned, *I i/ speak to her. No
power on earth should stop me while I was standing here!
Have I been silent all these years, and shall I not speak
now? I loved him better than you ever loved him!” -
tuming on her fiercely. “I could have loved him, and
asked no return.  If I had been his wife, I could have been
the slave of his caprices for a word of love a year. T should
have been.  Who knows it better than 1?2 Vou were exact-
ing, proud, punctilious, selfish, My love would have been
devoted —would have trod your paltry whimpering under
foot 17

With flashing eyes, she stamped upon the ground as if she
actually did it.

“Look here!” she said, stnking the scar agan, with a re-
lentless hand.  “When he grew into the better understand-
ing of what he had done, he saw 1, and repented of it!
1 could sing to hum, and talk to him, and show the ardour
that I felt in all he did, and attain with labour to such know-
ledge as most interested him ; and I attracted lim  When
he was freshest and truest, he loved me. Yes, he did! Many
a time, when you were put off with a slight word, he has
mkfn Me to his heart 1" o

for the moment,

*I descended—as I might have known I should, but that
he fascinated me with his boyish courtship—nto a doll, a
trifle for the occupation of an 1dle hour, to be dropped, and
taken up, and tnfled with, as the inconstant humour tock
him. When he grew weary, I grew weary. As his fancy
died out, T would no more have tried to strengthen any
power I had, than I would have marned him on his being
forced to take me for s wife We fell away from one
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weeping over it, kissing it, talling to it, rocking it to an
ipon her bosom like a child, and trying every tendt
s to rouse the dormant senses. No longer afraid «
ng her, I noiselessly tumed back again, and alarme
1ouse as I went out.

ter in the day I returned, and we laid him in h
er’s room.  She was just the same, they told me. Mi:
le never left her; doctors were in attendance, man
;s had been tried; but she lay like a statue, except fc
ow sound now and then.

went through the dreary house, and darkened th
ows, The windows of the chamber where he lay,
ened last. I lifted up the leaden hand, and held !
1y heart ; and all the world seemed death,and silence
en only by his mother’s moaning.

CHAPTER LVIL
THE EMIGRANTS.

thing more I had to do before yrelding myself to th
k of these emotions. It was, to conceal what ha
rred from those who were going away, and to dismis
» on their voyage in happy ignorance. In this no tim
to be lost.
took Mr. Micawber aside that same night, and confide
im the task of standing between Mr. Peggotty and ir
ence of the late he. He zealousl d X
o 50, and to intercept any newspaper through which i
it, without such precautions, reach hi .
If it penetrates to him, sir,” said Mr, Micawber, strikin;
elf on the breast, “it shall first pass through this body!
r. Micawber, I must observe, 1n his adaptation of himse!
new state of society, had acquired a bold buccaneerin;
10t absolutely lawless, but defensive and prompt. €
1t have supposed him a child of the wildemess, (
stomed to live out of the confines of civilimtion,
it to return to his native wilds. o
e had provided himself, among other ti
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complete suit of oilskin, and a straw hat with a very low
crown, pitched or calked on the outside. In this rough
clothing, with a common mariner’s telescope under his arm,
and a shrewd trick of casting up his cye at the sky as look-
ing out for dirty weather, he was far more nautical, after his
manner, than Mr. Peggotty. His whole family, if I may so
express it, were cleared for action. I found Mrs. Micawber
in the closest and most uncompromising of bonnets, made
fast under the chin, and in a shawl which tied her up (as 1
had been tied up when my aunt first reccived me) like a
bundle, and was secured behind at the waist in a strong
knot. Miss Micawber I found made snug for stormy
weather in the same manner—with nothing superfluous
about her. , Master Micawber was hardly visible in a
Guernsey shirt, and the shaggiest suit of slops I ever saw;
and the children were done up, like preserved meats, in
impervious cases. Both Mr. Micawber and his eldest son
wore their sleeves loosely turned back at the wrists, as being
ready to lend a hand in any direction, and to ““tumble up,”

~ . or sing out, * Yeo—Heave-—Yeo ! ” an the shortest notice.

Thus Traddles and I found them at nightfall, assembled
on the wooden steps, at that time known as Hungerford
Stairs, watching the departure of a boat with some of their
property on board. I had told Traddles of the terrible
event, and it had greatly shocked him; but there could be
no doubt of the kindness of keeping it a secret, and he had
come to help me in this last service. It was here that I
took Mr. Micawber aside, and received his promise.

The Micawber family were lodged in a little, dirty, tumble-
down public-house, which in those days was close to the
stairs, and whose protruding wooden rooms overhung the
nver. The family, as emigrants—being objects of some
interest in and about Hungerford—attracted so many be-
holders, that we were glad to take refuge in their room. It
was one of the wooden chambers upstairs, with the tide
flowing underneath. My aunt and Agnes were there, busily
making some little extra comforts, in the way of dress, for
the children.  Peggotty was quietly assisting with the old
insensible work-box, yard-measure, and bit of wax candle
before her, that had now outlived so much. -
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[t was not easy to answer her inquiries; still less to whisper
. Peggotty, when Mr. Micawber brought him in, that 1
] given the letter, and all was well. But I did both, and
de them happy. If I showed any trace of what I felt, my
n sorrows were sufficient to account for it.

“ And when does the ship sail, Mr Micawber?” asked my

t.

Mr. Micawber consideted it necessary to prepare either
- aunt or his wife by degrees, and said, sooner than he
d expected yesterday.

*“The boat brought you word, T suppose?” said my aunt.
It did, ma’am,” he returned.

“Well ?” said my aunt. “And she salls——"

“Madam,” he replied, “I am informed that we must
sitively be on board before seven to-morrow morning.”
“Heyday'” said my aunt, “that's soon  Is it a sea-going
t, Mr. Peggotty?”

“'Tis so, maam  She'll drop down the river with that
cer tide. If Mas't Davy and my sister comes aboard at
avesen', arternoon o' next day, they'll see the last on us.”
“And that we shall do,” said 1, “be sure!”

“Until then, and until we are at sea,” observed Mr. Mi-
wber, with a glance of intelligence at me, * Mr. Peggotty
d myself will constantly keep a double look-out together
. our goods and chattels. Emma, my love,” said Mr.
icawber, clearing his throat 1n his magmficent way, “my
end Mr, Thomas Traddles is so obliging as to solcit, in
y ear, that he should have the privilege of ordering the
gredients necessary to the composition of a moderate
mtion of that Beverage which is peculiarly associated in
ir minds with the Roast Beef of Old England. T allude
—in short, Punch, Under ordinary circumstances, I should
rug_:a to entreat the indulgence of Miss Trotwood and Miss
ickfield, but—"

“T can only say for myself,” said my aunt, “that T will
ink all happiness and success to you, Mr. Micawber, with
e utmost pleasure.”

“And I too!” said Agnes, with a smile.

Mr, Micawber immeduately descended to the bar, where
e appeared to be quitekat home, and in due time returned
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with a steaming jug. I could not but observe that he had
been peeling the lemons with his own clasp-knife, which, as
became the knife of a practical settler, was about a foot long,
and which he wiped, not wholly without ostentation, on the
sleeve of his coat. Mrs. Micawber and the two elder mem-
bers of the family I now found to be provided with similar
formidable instruments, while every child had its own wooden
spoon attached to its body by a strong line, In a similar
anticipation of life afloat,.and in the Bush, Mr. Micawber,
instead of helping Mrs. Micawber and his eldest son and
daughter to punch in wineglasses, which he might easily
have dong, for there was a shelfful in the room, served it
out to them in a series of villainous little tin pots; and I
never saw him enjoy anything so much as drinking out of
his own particular pint pot, and putting it in his pocket at
the close of the evening,

“The luxuries of the old country,” said Mr. Micawber,
with an intense satisfaction in their renouncement, “we aban-
don. The denizens of the forest cannot, of course, expect
to participate in the refinements of the land of the Free.”

Here a boy came in to say that Mr. Micawber was wanted
downstairs,

“I have a presentiment,” said Mrs. Micawber, setting
down her tin pot, “that it is a member of my family 1”

“If so, my dear,” observed Mr. Micawber, with his usual
suddenness of warmth on that subject, “as the member of
your family—whoever he, she, or it may be—has kept us
waiting for a considerable period, perhaps the member may
now wait 7y convenience.”

* Micawber,” said his wife, in a low tone, *at such a time
as this—-?

“¢It is not meet,’” said Mr. Micawber, rising, ©°‘that
every nice offence should bear its comment!’” Emma, I
stand reproved.”

“ The loss, Micawber,” observed his wife, “has been my
family’s, not yours. If my family are at length sensible of
the deprivation to which their own conduct has in the past
exposed them, and now desire to extend the hand of feliow-
ship, let it not be repulsed.”

* My dear,” he returned, “so be it{”
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“1f not for their sakes, for mine, Micawber,” said his wifi

“Emma,” he returned, “that view of the question is :
such 2 moment irresistible. I cannot, even now, distinct
pledge myself to fall upon your family’s neck ; but the mer
ber of your family who is now in attendance shall have r
genial warmth frozen by me.”

Mr. Micawber withdrew, and was absent some little time
in the course of which Mrs. Micawber was not wholly fr
from an apprehension that words might have arisen betwes
him and the member. At length, the same bay reappeare
and presented me with a note witten in penc, and heade
in a legal manner, * Heep ». Micawber” From this doc
ment 1 leamed that Mr. Micawber, being again arrested, w:
in 2 final paroxysm of despair; and that he begged me !
send him his kmfe and pint pot, by bearer, as they mig)
prove serviceable during the brief remainder of hus existent
in jail. He also requested, as a last act of friendship, that
would see his family to the Pansh Workhouse, and forg
that such 2 Being ever hved.

Of course, I answered this note by going down with tt
koy to pay the money, where I found Mr. Micawber sittir
in 2 comer, looking darkly at the sherifs officer who ha
effected the capture. On»- -0 ° )
the utmost fervour, and
his pocket-book, being v
penny I inadvertently onsucd uott my statement of the tata

This momentons potket-book was a timely reminder
him of another transaction.  On our return to the roo:
upstairs (where he accounted for his absence by sayir
that it had been occasioned by circumstances over whic
he had no control), he took out of it a large sheet of pape
folded small, and quite covered with long sums careful
worked. From the glimpse I had of them, I should say th
1 never saw such sums out of a school ciphenng-boo
These, it seemed, were calculations of compound intere
on what he called *“the principal amount of forty-one, te
eleven and a half” for vanous periods. After a caref
consideration of these, and an elaborate estimate of h
resources, he had come to the conclusion to select that su
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with a steaming jug. I could not but observe that he had
been peeling the lemons with his own clasp-knife, which, as
became the knife of a practical settler, was about a foot long,
and which he wiped, not wholly without ostentation, on the
sleeve of his coat. Mrs. Micawber and the two elder mem-
bers of the family I now found to be provided with similar
formidable instruments, while every child had its own wooden
spoon attached to its body by a strong line. In a similar
anticipation of life afloat,.and in the Bush, Mr. Micawber,
instead of helping Mrs. Micawber and his eldest son and
daughter to punch in wine-glasses, which he might easily
have done, for there was a shelfful in the room, served it
out to them in a series of villainous little tin pots; and I
never saw him enjoy anything so much as drinking out of
his own particular pint pot, and putting it in his pocket at
the close of the evening, T

“The luxuries of the old country,” said Mr. Micawber,
with an intense satisfaction in their renouncement, “ we aban-
don. The denizens of the forest cannot, of course, expect
to participate in the refinements of the Jand of the Free.”

Here a boy came in to say that Mr. Micawber was wanted
downstairs.

“I have a presentiment,” said Mrs. Micawber, setting
down her tin pat, “that it is 2 member of my family 1”

“1If so, my dear,” observed Mr. Micawber, with his usual
suddenness of warmth on that subject, “as the member of
your family—whoever he, she, or it may be—has kept us
waiting for a considerable period, perhaps the member may
now wait #;p convenience.”

“ Micawber,” said his wife, in a low tone, “at such a time
as this——"

“‘It is not meet,’” said Mr. Micawber, rising, *‘that
every nice offence should bear its comment!’ Emma, I
stand reproved.”

“"I‘hc loss, Micawber,” observed his wife, *has been my
family’s, not yours. If my family are at length sensible of
the deprivation to which their own conduct has in the past
exposed them, and now desire to extend the hand of fellow-
ship, let it not be repulsed.”

“ My dear,” he retumned, *so be it1]”
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#1f not Tot their sakes, for mine, Micawber,” said bis wife.
“Emma,” he retumed, “that view of the quesﬁqn'ls at
 a moment imesistible. I cannot, even now, distinctly
«dge myself to fall upon your famuly’s neck ; but the mem-
r of your family who is now in attendance shall have no
nial warmth frozen by me.” o
Mr. Micawber withdrew, and was absent some little time;
the course of which Mrs, Micawber was not wholly free
ym an apprehension that words might have arisen between
m and the member. At length, the same boy reappeated,
«d presented me with a note wnitten in pencil, and headed,
a legal manner, “ Heep v. Micawber.” From this docu-
ent 1 leamed that Mr. Micawber, being again arrested, was
a final paroxysm of despair; and that he begged me to
nd him his knife and pint pot, by bearer, as they might
‘ove serviceable during the brief remainder of his existence
jail, He also requested, as a last act of friendship, that T
ould see his family to the Parish Workhouse, and forget
1at such a Being ever lived.
Qf course, T answered this note by going down with the
oy o pay the money, where 1 found Mr. Micawber sitting
1 2 corner, looking darkly at the sheriff’s officer who had
fected the capture.  On hus release, he embraced me with
1e utmost fervour, and made an entry of the transaction in
3s pocket:book, being very particular, Lrecollest, about 2 half.
enny T inadvertently omitted from my statement of the total.
,This momentous pocket-book was a timely reminder to
nmmpf a(no}z‘her t:msaction On onr return to the room
tpstairs (where he accounted for his absen 3
Bat it had been otcastomnd v o o oo by saymgl
ie had no contral), he |
O’df(& small, and quit.
ot From the glin | e ey &
( never saw such sums 'out of a school dp.};;;«;;{;z;z
These, it seemed, were talcylations of compound mterest
3n what he called “the principal amount of forty-one, t
tleven and a half,” for various peneds  After a ;;;:’1
CONSi .

deration of these, and an elaborate estimate of ks
rigmces, he had come to the conclusion to select that som
which represented the amount with compound interest to
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two years, fifteen calendar months, and fourteen days, fra
that date.  For this he had drawn a note-of-hand with gre
necatness, which he handed over to Traddles on the spot,
discharge of his debt in full (as between man and man), wit
many acknowledgments. . . 21

#T have still a presentiment,” said Mrs, M.xcnwbqq;pm
sively shaking her head, “that my family will appear ¢
board before we finally depart.” S

Mr. Micawber evidently had his presentiment on, the su
ject too, but he put it in his tin pot and swallowediit.;; .

“If you have any opportunity of sending letters home, ¢
your passage, Mrs. Micawber,” said my aunt, *youymust 1
us hear from you, you know.” sl

“My dear Miss Trotwood,” she replied, “I shaltzonly 1
too happy to think that any onc expects to hear from,us.
shall not fail to correspond.  Mr. Copperfield, I-tryst, as ¢
old and familiar friend, will not object to receive qccasion
intelligence, himself, from one who knew him whenythe twii
were yet unconscious?” ot -

I said that T should hope to hear whenever she had ¢
opportunity of writing. P

“Please Heaven, there will be many such oppgrtunitie
said Mr. Micawber. “The ocean, in these times,is;as perfe
fleet of ships, and we can hardly fail to encounter ;many
running over. It is merely crossing,” said Mr.¢ Micawb
trifling with his eye-glass, “merely crossing. The_distance
quite imaginary.” ~yrr

I think, now, how odd it was, but how wonderfully Ii
Mr. Micawber, that when he went from London to Ganterbu
he should haye talked as if he were going to the farthest lim
of the carth, and when he went from England to-Australia
if he were going for a little trip across the Channel,,,

“On the .voyage, I shall endeavour,” said Mr. Micawbs
“occasionally to spin them a yarn; and the melddy of 'r
son Witkins will, I trust, be acceptable at the -gailey-fi
When Mrs, Micawber has her sea-legs on—an expression
which I hope there is no conventional impropricty—she w
give them, 1 dare say, ‘Little Tafilin’  Porpoises and dolphii
1 believe, will be frequently observed athwart our Bows, ar
cither on the Starboard or the Larboard Quarter, objects

- -
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erest will be continually descried. In short,” said M.

cawber, with the old genteel air, “the probability is, all
be found so exciting, alow and aloft, that when the look-
. stitioned in the maintop, cries ‘Land-hol’ we shall be

ey e NP

sabllalon pelore e highest naval autnonues.

‘What 7 chiefly hope, my dear Mr. Copperfield,” said

5. Micawber, “is, that in some branches of our family we

¥y vefagain in the old country. Do not frown, Micawberl
l,?, nét. now refer to my own family, bllt to our chi‘lt;l'ren’s

s
nce: *1 am bound to say that she has never done much
me; and thiat I have no particular wish upon the subject.”
‘Micawber,” returned Mrs, Micawber, “there you are
-t co * 's distant clime,

. . . between your-

1ue Lonnection m question, my love,” rejoined Mr.
cawber;*“has not laid me, 1 repeat, under that load of
Sonral ‘o}:’ligation that T am at all sensitive as to the forma-
A Afandn®, Kl
" . oo “1there, I again say,
' ) . 1t power, Micawber.
i hat:which will strengthen, even 1n this step you are
t to take, the connection between yourself and Albion.”
Mr. Micawber sat in hus elbow-chair, with his eycbrows
ed, halfireceiving and half repudiating Mrs. Micawber’s
5 23 they were stated, but very sensible of their foresight.
*My der'Mr. Copperfield,” said Mis. Micawber, “I wish
- Micawber to feel his position. It appears to me highly
sortant thit Mr. Micawber should, from the hour of his
batkation, feel his position. Your old knowledge of me, 7
dear Mr. Copperficld, will have told you that Thar, N\
‘vlfﬂnguine disposition of Mr. Micawber. My disp
. 13

- - PR
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is, if I may say so, eminently practical. I know that this is a
long voyage. L know that it will involve many privations and
jnconveniences. I cannot shut my cyes to those facts. But
1 also know what Mr. Micawber is. I know the latent power
of Mr. Micawber. And therefore I consider it vitally im-
portant that Mr. Micawber should feel his position.”

“ My love,” he observed, *perhaps you will allow me to
remark that it is barely possible that I o feel my position at
the present moment.” :

“T think not, Micawber,” she rejoined.  * Not fully.—My
dear Mr. Copperficld, Mr. Micawber’s is not a common case.
Mr. Micawber is going to a distant country expressly in order
that he may be fully understood and appreciated for the first
time. I wish Mr. Micawber to take his stand upon that
vessel's prow and firmly say: ‘This country I am come to
conquer} Have you honours? have you riches? have you
posts of profitable pecuniary emolument? Let them be
brought forward | they are mine!’”

Mr. Micawber, glancing at us all, scemed to think there
was a good deal in this idea. ’

1 wish Mr, Micawber, if I make myself understood,” said
Mrs. Micawber, in her argumentative tone, “to be the Ceesar
of his own fortunes. That, my dear Mr. Copperfield, appears
to me to be his true position. From the first moment of this
voyage, I wish Mr, Micawber to stand upon that vessel’s prow,
and say: ‘Enough of delay! enough of disappointment!
enough of limited means! ‘That was in the old country ; this
is the new! Produce your reparation! bring it forward 1””

Mr. Micawber folded his arms in a resclute manner, as if
he were then stationed on the figure-head.

“And doing that,” said Mrs. Micawber—“fecling his
posiion—am 1 not right in saying that Mr. Micawber will
strengthen, and not weaken, his connection with Britain?
An important public character arising in that hemisphere,
shall T be told that its influence will not be felt at home?
Can I be so weak as to imagine that Mr. Micawber, wiclding
the rod of talent and of power in Australia, will be nothing in
England? T am but a woman, but 1 should be unworthy of

myse’l,f, and of my papy, if I were guilty of such absurd weak-
ness.
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Mrs. Micawber’s conviction that her arguments were un
nswerable gave a moral elevation to her tone which, I think
had never heard in it before,

“And therefore it is,” said Mrs. Micawber, “that I th
nore wish that, at a future period, we may live again on th(
arent soil.  Mr. Micawber may be—1I cannot disguise fron
nyself that the probability is Mr. Micawber will be—a pag
f History; and he ought, then, to be represented in the
ountry which gave him birth, and did nof give him em-
loyment 17

“My love,” observed Mr. Micawber, “it is impossible for
ne not to be touched by your affection. I am always willing
o defer to your good sense. What will be will be. = Heaven
orbid that I should grudge my native country any portion of
he wealth that may be 1? by our ”

“That's well,” said my aunt, nodding towards Mr. Peg-
otty ; “and I drink my love to you all, and every blessing
ind success attend you I”

Mr. Peggotty put ‘down the two childr‘e? h‘e'_hadlbcen

orightened with 2 smile, I felt that he would make his way,
stablish 2 good name, and be beloved, go where he would.

Even the children were instructed each to dip a wooden

poon into Mr, Micawber’s pot, and pledge us in its contents.

Vhen this was done, my aunt and Agnes rose and parted

A i e i e

L " . ind

. [T , on,

. + ade

1 went down 2gain next morning to sec that they were

;way. ‘They had departed, in a boat, as early as five o’clock.

AR Poen e Jen Ea

ru .-

ast night, both seemed dreary end deserted now that they
were gone.
Tn the aftemoon of the next day my old nurse and T went
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is, if 1 may say so, eminently practical. I know t.hat'this isa
long voyage. 1 know that it will involve many privations and
inconveniences. I cannot shut my eyes to those facts.. But
I also know what Mr. Micawber is. I know the latent power
of Mr. Micawber. And therefore I consider it vitally im-
portant that Mr. Micawber should feel his position.”

. %My love,” he observed, *perhaps you will allow me to
remark that it is barely possible that I 4o feel my position at
the present moment.” . ‘

«¥ think not, Micawber,” she rejoined. *Not fully.—My
dear Mr. Copperfield, Mr. Micawber’s is not a common case.
Mr. Micawber is going to a distant country expressly in order
that he may be fully understood and appreciated for the first
time. I wish Mr. Micawber to take his stand upon that
vessel's prow and firmly say: ‘This country I am come to
conquer! Have you honours? have you riches? have you
posts of profitable pecuniary emolument? Let them be
brought forward ! they are mine }’”

Mr. Micawber, glancing at us all, seemed to think there
was a good deal in this idea. ’

“T wish Mr. Micawber, if I make myself understood,” said
Mis. Micawber, in her argumentative tone, “to be the Cwsar
of his own fortunes. 'That, my dear Mr. Copperfield, appears
to me to be his true position, From the first moment of this
voyage, I wish Mr. Micawber to stand upon that vessel’s prow,
and say: ‘Enough of delay! enough of disappointment!
cnough of limited means! ‘That was in the old country ; this
is the new! Produce your rcparation! bring it forward1’”

Mr. Micawber folded his arms in a resolute manner, as if
he were then stationed on the figure-head.

“And doing that,” said Mrs. Micawber— “fecling his
position—am I not right in saying that Mr. Micawber will
strengthen, and not weaken, his connecction with Britain?
An 1mportant public character arising in that hemisphere,
shall I be told that its influence will not be felt at home?
Can I be so weak as to imagine that Mr. Micawber, wielding
the rod of talent and of power in Australia, will be nothing in
England? T am but a woman, but I should be unworthy of

m)'se,l’f, and of my papa, if I were guilty of such absurd weak-
ness.
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Mrs. Micawber’s conviction that her arguments were un-
ble gave a moral el to her tone which, I think,
{ had never heard in it before.

“And therefore it is,” said Mrs. Micawber, “that I the
nore wish that, at a future period, we may live again on the
sarent soil.  Mr. Micawber may be—I cannot disguise from
Tyself that the probability is Mr. Micawber will be—a page
of History; and he ought, then, to be reptesemed in the
sountry which gave him birth, and did no# give him em-
oloyment 1”

“ My love,” observed Mr. Micawber, “it is impossible for
ne not to be toucheq by your affection. I am always willing

L e, T

“That's well,” said my aunt, nodding towards Mr. Peg-
sotty; “and I drink my love to you all, and every blessing
2nd success attend you!”

Mr. Peggotty put down the two children he had been
nursing, one on each knee, to join Mr. and Mrs. Micawber in
drinking to all of us in retun ; and when he and the Micaw-
bers cordially shook hands ascomrad&s, and his brown face
brightened with a smile, I felt that he would make his way,
establish a good name, and be beloved, go where he would.

Even the children were instructed each to dip a wooden
spoon into Mr. Micawber’s pot, and pledge us in its contents.
\\'hen thls was done, my aunt and Agnes rose and parted

o owful farewell. They were

: ut Agnes to the last; and

Mo e very distressed condxllon,

sobbmg and weeping by a dim candle, that must have made
the room look, from the niver, Like a miserable lighthouse,

I went down 2gain next morning to see that they were
§vmy. They had departed, in a boat, as early as five o'clock,

T .
last night, both scemed dreary and deserted now that they

were gone.
In the aftemoon of the next day my old nurse and I went
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down to Gravesend. We found the ship in the river, sur-
rounded by a crowd of boats; a favourable wind blowing;
the signal for sailing at her masthead. I hired a boat directly,
and we put off to her, and, getting through the little vortex
of confusion of which she was the centre, went on board.

Mr. Peggotty was waiting for us on deck. He told me
that Mr. Micawber had just now been arrested again (and for
the last time) at the suit of Heep; and that, in compliance
with a request I had made to him, he had paid the money,
which I repaid him. He then took us down between decks
and there any lingering fears I had of his having heard any
rumours of what had happened were dispelled by Mr. Micaw-
ber's coming out of the gloom, taking his arm with an air of
friendship and protection, and telling me that they had scarcely
been asunder for a moment since the night before last.

_ It was such a strange scene to me, and so confined .and
dark, that at first I could make out hardly anything ; but by
degrees it cleared, as my eyes became more accustomed to
the gloom, and I seemed to stand in a picture by OsTaADE.
. Among the great beams, bulks, and ringbolts of the ship, and
¢ the emigrant berths, and chests, and bundles, and barrels,
and heaps of miscellaneous baggage—lighted up here and
there by dangling lanterns, and elsewhere by the yellow day-
light straying down a windsail or a hatchway—were crowded
groups of people, making new friendships, taking leave of one
another, talking, laughing, crying, eating and drinking ; some
already settled down into the possession of their few feet of
space, with their little households arranged, and tiny children
established on stools or in dwarf elbow-chairs; others despair-
ing of a resting-place, and wandering disconsolately. From
babies who had but a week or two of life behind them, to
crooked old men and women who seemed to have but a week
or two of life before them; and from ploughmen, bodily
carrying out soil of England on their boots, to smiths taking
away samples of its soot and smoke upon their skins,—every
age and occupation appeared to be crammed into the narrow
compass of the ’tween decks.

_ As my eye glanced round this place, I thought I saw, sit-
ting by an open port, with one of the Micawber children near
her, a figure like Emily’s. It first attracted my attention by
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another figure parting from it with a kiss, and, as it glidéd
calmly away through the disord inding me of—Agnés
Butin Ehe rapid motion and confusion, and in the unsettle-

. ) - " '
there any one forgotten thing afore we parts#”

“One thing1” said L. “Martha?”

He touched the younger woman I have mentioned on the
shoulder, and Martha stood before me.

“ Heaven bless you, you good man1” cried 1. *You take
her with you?”

She answered for him with a burst of tears. I could speak
no more at that time, but I wrung his hand, and if ever I
have loved and honoured any man, I loved and honoured
that man in my soul.

The ship was clearing fast of strangers. ‘The greatest trial
that T had remained. I told him what the noble spirit that
was gone had given me in charge to say at parting, It moved
him deeply. But when he charged me, in return, with many
messages of affection 4nd regret for those deaf ears, he moved
me more. .

The time was come. I embraced him, took my weeping
nurse upon my arm, and hurried away. On dec:k, I took
leave of poor Mrs. Micawber. She was looking distractedly
about for her family, even then, and her last words to me
were that she never would desert Mr. Micawber, )

We went over the side into our boat, and lay at a little
distance to seq the ship wafted on her course, Ry mxs‘gh'en
on board her crowded at the bulwarks, and o
for a mornent, bareheaded and silent, 1 never saw. 7

Silent, only for 2 moment. As the sails rose to the
and the ship began to move, there broke from all the

e
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three resounding cheers, which those on board took up and
echoed back, and which were echoed and re-echoed. My
heart burst out when I heard the sound, and beheld the
waving of the hats and handkerchiefs—and then 1 saw ber!

Then I saw her at her uncle’s side, and trembling on his
shoulder. He pointed to us with an eager hand; and she
saw us, and waved her last good-bye to me. Ay, Emily,
seautiful and drooping, cling to him with the utmost trust of
hy bruised heart ; for he has clung to thee with all the might
of his great love! . L

Surrounded by the rosy light, and standing high upon
‘he deck, apart together, she clinging to him, and he bold-
ing her, they solemnly passed away. The night had fallen
on the Kentish hills when we were rowed ashore—and fallen
darkly upon me.

CHAPTER LVIIL
ABSENCE.

It was a long and gloomy night that gathered on me, haunted
by the ghosts of many hopes, of many dear remembrances,
many errors, many unavailing sorrows and regyets. »

I went away from England, not knowing, even then, how
great the shock was that I had to bear. I left all who were
dear to me, and went away ; and believed that I had borne
it, and it was past. As a man upon a field of battle will
receive a mortal hurt and scarcely know that he is struck, so
I, when I was left alone with my undisciplined heart, had no
conception of the wound with which it had to strive,

. The knowledge came upon me, not quickly, but little by
little, and grain by grain, The desolate feeling with which I
went abroad deepened and widened hourly. At first it was
a heavy sense of loss and sorrow, wherein I could distinguish
little else. By imperceptible degrees it became a hopeless
consciousness of all that 1 had lost—love, friendship, interest;
of all that had been shattered—my first trust, my first affec-
tion, the whole airy castle of my life ; of all that remained—a

ruined blank and waste, lying wide around me, unbroken, to
the dark horizon,
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¥ my grief were selfish, I did not know it to be so.
mourned for my child-wife, taken from her blooming wor
so young, I moumed for him who might have won the lo
and admiration of thousands, as he had won mine long a
1 mourned for the broken heart that had found rest mn t
stormy Sea; and for the wandering remnants of the simj
homc; where I had heard the night-wind blowing when I w

a child,

From the accumulated sadness into which I fell, I had
Iength no hope of ever issung agamn. I roamed from pla
to place, carrying my burden with me everywhere. I felt
whole weight now ; and I drooped beneath it, and I said
my heart that it could never be lightened.

When this despondency was at its worst, I believed thaf
should die. Sometimes, I thought that I would like to die
home, and actually turned back on my road that X mig
get there soon. At other times I passed on further aw:
from city to city, seeking I know not what, and trying to lea
I know not what behind.

It is not in my power to retrace, one by one, all the wea
phases of distress of mind through which I passed. ‘The
are some dreams that can only be imperfectly and vague
described, and when I oblige myself to look back on tl
time of my life, I seem to be recalling such & dream, I's
myselfl passing on among the novelties of foreign towr
palaces, cathedrals, temples, pictures, castles, tombs, fantast
streets—the old abiding places of History and Fancy—
a dreamer might ; bearing my painfut load through all, ar
hardly conscious of the objects as they fade before n
Listlessness to everything but brooding sorrow was t
night that fell on my undisciplined heart. Let me look 1
from jt—as at last I'did, thank Heaven l—and from its lor
sad, wretched dream, to dawn.

For many months I Tled with this darkening clot
upon my mind. Some blind reasons that 1 had for not s
turning home—reasons then struggling within me, vainly, f
more distinct expression—kept me on my pilgrimage. Som
times, T had proceeded restlessly from place to place, stoppis
nowhere; sometimes, 1 bad lingered long in one spot.
had had no purpose, no sustaining soul within me, anywhe:
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three resounding cheers, which those on board took up and
echoed back, and which were echoed and re-echoed. My
heart burst out when I heard the sound, and beheld the
waving of the hats and handkerchiefs—and then 1 saw her!

Then I saw ber at her uncle’s side, and trembling on his
shoulder. He pointed to us with an eager hand; and she
saw us, and waved her last good-bye to me. Ay, Emily,
beautiful and drooping, cling to him with the utmost trust of
thy bruised heart ; for he has clung to thee with all the might
of his great lovel :

Surrounded by the rosy light, and standing high upon
the deck, apart together, she clinging to him, and he hold-
ing her, they solemnly passed away. The night had fallen
on the Kentish hills when we were rowed ashore—and fallen
darkly upon me,

CHAPTER LVIIL
ABSENCE.

T was a long and gloomy night that gathered on me, haunted
1y the ghosts of many hopes, of many dear remembrances,
nany errors, many unavailing sorrows and regrets. .

I went away from England, not knowing, even then, how
reat the shock was that I had to bear. I left all who were
lear to me, and went away ; and believed that I had borne
t, and it was past. As a man upon a field of battle will
eceive a mortal hurt and scarcely know that he is struck, so
R when.I was left alone with my undisciplined heart, had no
:onception of the wound with which it had to strive.

. The knowledge came upon me, not quickly, but little by
ittle, and grain by grain. ‘The desolate feeling with which I
vent abroad deepened and widened hourly., At first it was
. heavy sense of loss and sorrow, wherein I could distinguist
ittle else. By imperceptible degrees it became a hopelest
:onsciousness of all that 1 had lost—love, friendship, interest.
of all that had been shattered—my first trust, my first affec
lon, the whole airy castle of my life ; of all that remained—sz
uined blank and waste, lying wide around me, unbroken, tc
he dark horizon, :
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If my grief were selfish, 1 did not know it to be so. 1
mourned for my child-wife, taken from her blooming world
so young. I mourned for him who might have won the love
and admiration of thousands, as he had won mine Jong ago.
T mourned for the broken heart that had found rest in the
stormy sea; and for the wandering remnants of the simple
home where I had heard the night-wind blowing when I was
a child,

From the accumulated sadness into which I fell, I had at
length no hope of ever issung again. 1 roamed from place
to place, carrying my burden “with me everywhere, 1 feltits
whole weight now ; and I drooped beneath it, and I said in
my heart that 3t could never be Lightened,

When this despondency was at 1ts worst, I believed that I
should die. Sometimes, I thought that I would like to die at
home, and actually turmed back on my road that I might
get there soon. At other times I passed on further amnay,
from city to city, seeking 1 know not what, and trying to leave
1 know not what behind.

It is not in my power to retrace, one by one, all the weary
phases of distress of mind through which I passed. There
are some dreams that can only be imperfectly and vaguely
described ; and when I oblige myself to look back on this
time of my life, I seem to be recalling such a dream. I see
mysell passing on among the novelties of foreign towns,
palaces, cathedrals, temples, pictures, castles, tombs, fantastic
streets—the old abiding places of History and Fancy—as
a dreamer might ; bearing my painfuf load through all, and
hardly conscious of the objects as they fade before me.
Listlessness to everything but brooding sorrow was the
night that fell on my undisciplined heart. Let me look up
from i it—as at last 1 'did, thank Heaven {—and from 1ts long,
sad, wretched dream, to dawn.

For manymon(hsl Hled with this darkening cloud
upon my mind. Some blind reasons that T had for not re-
tuming home—-rmsons then struggling thhm me, vmn]y. for
more distinct kept me on my p Some-
times, I had procecded mtltssly from place to place, sloppmg
novhere; sometimes, 1 had lingered long in one spot
Yad bad no purpess, no sustmmng sovl within me, Myxbm
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¢ I was in Switzerland. I had come out of Italy, over one
the great passes of the Alps, and had since wandered with
guide among the by-ways of the mountains. If those aw!
solitudes had spoken to my heart, I did not know it. I b:
found sublimity and wonder in the dread heights and pre
pices, in the roaring torrents, and the wastes of ice and sno
but as yet they had taught me nothing else.

1 came, one evening before sunset, down into a valle
where I was to rest. In the course of my descent to it, |
the winding track along the mountain-side, from which I s
it shining far below, I think some long unwonted sense
beauty and tranquillity, some softening influence awaken
by its peace, moved fatntly in my breast. I remember pax
ing once, with a kind of sorrow that was not ail oppressiv
not quite despairing. I remember almost hoping that sor
better change was possible within me.

I came into the valley, as the evening sun was shining ¢
the remote heights of snow that closed .it in, like etern
clouds. The bases of the mountains forming the gorge
which the little village lay were richly green ; and high abo
this gentler vegetation grew forests of dark fir, cleaving t!
wintry snowdrift, wedgelike, and stemming the avalanct
Above these were range upon range of craggy steeps, gr
rack, bright ice, and smooth verdure-specks of pasture,
gradually blending with the crowning snow. Dotted he
and there on the mountain’s side, each tiny dot a hom
were lonely wooden cottages, so dwarfed by the toweri
heights that they appeared too small for toys, So did ev
the clustered village in the valley, with its wooden brid
across the stream, where the stream tumbled over brok
rocks, and roared away among the trees, In the quiet ¢
there was a sound of distant singing—shepherd voices ; b
as one bright evening cloud floated midway along the mot
tain’s side, I could almost have believed it came from the
and was not earthly music. Al at once, in this sereni
great Nature spoke to me, and soothed me to lay down 1
weary head upon the grass, and weep as I had not wept §
since Dora died !

I had found a packet of letters awaiting me but a fi
minutes before, and had strolled out of the village. to e
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them while my supper was making ready. Other packets
had missed me, and I had received none for a long time.
Beyond a line or two, to say that I was well, and had arrived
at such 2 place, I had not had fortitude or constancy to write
a letter since I left home.

The packet was in my hand. I opened it, and read the
siting of Agnes.

She was happy and useful; was prospering as she had hoped.
That was all she told me of herself. The rest referred to me.

She gave me no adwice; she urged no duty on me; she
only told me, in her own fervent manner, what her trust in
me was. She chw, she s::id, "how such a nature as mine

could not be weakness, but must be strength. As the endur-
ance of my childish days had done its part to make me what
1 was, 5o greater calamities would nerve me on to be yet
better than I was; and so, as they had taught me, would I
teach others. She commended me to God, who had taken
my innocent darling to His rest; and in her sisterly affection
cherished me always, and was always at my side go where I
would—proud of what I had done, but infinitely prouder yet
of what I was reserved to do

1 put the letter in my breast, and thought, what had I been
an hour ago? When I heard the voices die away, and saw
the quiet evening cloud grow dim, and all the colours in the
valley fade, and the golden snow upon the mountain tops
become a remote part of the pale night sky, yet felt that the
night was passing from my mind, and all its shadows clearing,
there was no name for the love I bore her, dearer to me,
henceforward, than ever until then.

I read her letter many times. I wrote to her before T
slept. I told her that I had been in sore need of her help; {

that without her I was not, and I never had been, what she

thought me; but that she inspired me to be that, and
would try, .
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Idid try. In three months more a year would have passed
since the beginning of my sorrow. I determined to make no
resolutions until the expiration of those three months, but to

1 lived in that valley, and its neighbourhood, all the time.

The three months gone, 1 resolved.to remain away from
home for some time longer ; to settle myself for the present
in Switzerland, which was growing dear to me in the remem-
brance of that evening ; to resume my pen; to work.

I resorted humbly whither Agnes had commended me. I
sought out Nature, never sought in vain ; and I admitted to
my breast the human interest I had lately shrunk from. It
was not long before T had almost as many friends in the
valley as in Yarmouth; and when I left it, before the winter
set in, for Geneva, and came back in the spring, their cordial
greetings had a homely sound to me, although they were not
conveyed in English words.

I worked early and late, patiently and hard, I wrote a
story, with a purpose growing, not remotely, out of my
experience, and sent it to Traddles, and he arranged for its
publication very advantageously for me; and the tidings of
‘my growing reputation began to reach me from travellers
whom I encountered by chance. After some rest and change,
I fell to work, in my old ardent way, on a new fancy which
took strong possession of me. As I advanced in the execution
of this task, I felt it more and more, and roused my utmost
energies to do it well. This was my third work of fiction.
It was not half written, when, in an interval of rest, I thought
of returning home,

For « long time, though studying and working patiently,
I had accustomed myself to robust exercise. My health,
severely impaired when I left England, was quite restored.
I had seen much. Ihad been in many countries, and I hope’
I had improved my store of knowledge.

I have now recalled all that I think it needful to recall here
of this term of absence—with one reservation. I have made

it, thus far, with no purpose of suppressing any of my thoughts; -

for, as I have elsewhere said, this narrative is my written
memory. I have desired to keep the most secret current of
my mind apart, and to the last. I enter on it now.

I cannot g0 completely penetrate the mystery of my own
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heart as to know when I began to think that I might hay
set its earliest and brightest hopes on Agnes. I cannot say.
what stage of my grief it first became associated with the n
flection that, in my wayward boyhood, I had thrown away t
treasure of her love, 1believe I may have heard some whisp
of that distant thought, in the old unhappy loss or want (
something never to be realized, of which I had been sensibli
But the thought came into my mind as s new reproach an
new regret, when 1 was left 50 sad and lonely in the world.

IE at that time, 1 had been much with her, I shonld, i
the weak of my desolation, have b d this, Itw:
what I remotely dreaded when I was first impelled to sta
away from England. I could not have bome to lose th
smallest portion of her sisterly affection ; yet, in that betraya
I should have sct & constraint between us hitherto unknown

I could not forget that the feeling with which the now n

led me had grown up in my own free choice and course

that if she had ever loved me with another love—and
sometimes thought the time was when she might have don
so—1I had cast it away. It was nothing, now, that I had &
customed myself to think of her, when we were both mer
children, as oze who was far removed from my wild fancie
T had b d my passi d upon another ol
jectant + = 74 s v
Agnes

In 1t .
me, wh
bea be
bation, .
the mistaken past, and 1o Le s0 blessed #s Lo Ludity ne
But, as time wore on, this shadowy prospect faded and d:
parted from me. If she had ever loved me, then, I shoul
hold ber the more sacred, remembenng the confidences
had reposed in her, her kmowledge of my emmant heart, th
sacrifice she must have made to be my friend and sister, an
the victory she had won. If she had never loved me, coul
T believs that she would love me pow?

1 had always felt my wenkness, ic comparison with be
ennstancy and fortitude ; and now [ felt it more and mon
Whatever I might have been to her, or she to me, i‘ff ha

—
£




306 DAVID COPPERFIELD.

been more worthy of her long ago, T was not now, and she
was not. The time was past. I had let it go by, and had
deservedly lost her. ) )

That I suffered much in these contentions, that they filled
me with unhappiness and remorse, and yet that I had a
sustaining sense that it was required of me, in right and
honour, to keep away from myself, with shame, the thought
of turning to the dear girl in the withering of my hopes, from
whom T had frivolously turned when they were bright and
fresh—which consideration was at the root of every thought
I had concerning her—is all equally true. I made no -effort
to conceal from myself now that I loved her—that I was
devoted to her; but I brought the assurance home to myself '
that it was now too late, and that our long-subsisting relation
must be undisturbed.

I had thought, much and often, of my Dora’s shadowing
out to me what might have happened, in those years that
were destined not to try us. I had considered how the things
that never happen are often as much realities to us, in their
effects, as those that are accomplished. The very years she
spoke of were realities now, for my correction ; and would
have been, one day, a little later perhaps, though we had
parted in our earliest folly. I endeavoured to convert what
might have been between myself and Agnes into a means of
making me more self-denying, more resolved, more conscious
of myself, and my defects and errors. Thus, through the
reflection that it might have been, I arrived at the conviction
that it could never be.

,T?ese, \yith their perplexities and inconsistencies, were the
shxftmg.qmcksands of my mind, from the time of my departure
to the time of my return home, three years afterwards, Three
years had elapsed since the sailing of the emigrant ship,
when, at that same hour of sunset, and in the same place,
I stood on the deck of the packet-vessel that brought me
home, 1°°.kmg on the rosy water where I had seen the image
of "I}‘)}?t ship reflected.

tee years. Long in the aggregate, though short as they

went by, And homegwas veryg %refr te<,> me, and Agnes t0o.

- But she was not mine—she was never to be mine. She might
have been, tut tnat was past )
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CHAPTER LIX.
RETURN.

I raxpep in London on a wintry autumn evening. It was
dark and raining, and I saw more fog and mud in a minute
than I had seen in a year, I walked from the Custom House
to the Monument before I found a coach; and although the
very house fronts, looking on the swollen gutters, were like
old friends to me, I could not but admit that they were very
dingy friends.

1 have often remarked—I suppose everybody has--that
one’s going away from a familiar place would seem to be the
signal for changeinit. AsIlooked out of the coach-window,
and observed that an old house on Fish Street Hill, which

had stood hed by painter, carp or bricklayer for
a century, had been pulled down in my absence, and that a
hbouring street, of time-h d insalubrity and incon-

venience, was being drained and widened, 1 half expected
to find St. Paul’s Cathedral looking older.

For some changes in the fortunes of my friends I was
prepared. My aunt had long been re-established at Dover;
and Traddles had begun to get into some little practice at
the Bar, in the very first term after my departure, He had

bers in Gray's Inn now ; and had told me, in his last
letters, that he was not without hopes of being soon united to
the dearest girl in the world.

They expected me home before Christmas, but had no
idea of my returning so soon. I had purposely misled them,
that T might have the pleasure of taking them by surprise.
And yet 1 was perverse enaugh to feel 2 chill and disappoint-
ment in receiving no welcome, and rattling, alone and silent,
through the misty streets.

The well-known shops, however, with their cheerful lights,
did samething for me, and when I alighted at the door of
the Gray’s Inn Coffee-house I had recovered my spirits. [~
recalled, at first, that so-different ttme when I had put
the Golden Cross, and reminded me of the changes that
come to pass since then; but that was patural

“Do you know where Mr. Traddles Lives ir* —
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1 asked the waiter, as I warmed myself by the coffee-room
fire.

“Holborn Court, sir. Number two.” -

¢ Mr. Traddles has a rising reputation among the lawyers,
I believe?” said L ) ‘ .

«YWell, sir,” returned the waiter, “probably he has, sir,
but I am not aware of it myself.”

This waiter, who was middle-aged and spare, looked for
help to a waiter of more authority—a stout, potential old
man, with a double chin, in black breeches and stockings,
who came out of a place like a churchwarden’s pew at the
end of the coffee-room, where he kept company with a cash-
box, a Directory, a Law List, and other books and papers.

“Mr. Traddles,” said the spare waiter. “Number two in
the Court.”

The potential waiter waved him away, and tumed gravely
to me.

“T was inquiring,” said I, “whether Mr. Traddles, at

... number two in the Court, has not a rising reputation among
* “ithe lawyers?”

" ““Never heard his name,” said the waiter, in a rich, husky

1 felt quite apologetic for Traddles.

“He’s a young man, sure?” said the portentous waiter,
fixing his eyes severely on me. * How long has he been in
the Inn?”

“Not above three years,” said I,

The waiter, who I supposed had lived in his churchwarden’s
pew for forty years, could not pursue such an insignificant
subject. He asked me what I would have for dinner.

I felt I was in England again, and really was quite cast
down on Traddles’s account. There seemed to be no hope
for him. I meekly ordered a bit of fish and a steak, and
stood before the fire musing on his obscurity.

As I followed the chief waiter with my eyes, I could not
help thinking that the garden in which he had gradually blown
to be the flower he was, was an arduous place to rise in; it
had such a prescriptive, stiff-necked, long-established, solemn,
elderly air. I glanced about the room, which had had its
sanded floor sanded, no doubt, in exactly the same manner
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when the chief waiter was a boy—if he ever was a boy, which
appeared improbable; and at the shining tables, where I saw
myself reflected in unrufiled depths of old mahogany ; and
at the lamps, without a flaw in their trimming or cleaning;
and at the comfortable green curtains, with their pure brass
rods, snugly enclosing the boxes; and at the two large coal
fixes, brightly burning ; and at the rows of decanters, burly as
if with the i of pipes of expensive old port wine
below : and both England and the law appeared to me to be
very difficult indeed fo be taken by storm. I went up to my
bedroom to change my wet clothes; and the vast extent of
that old wainscoted apartment Swhic.h wag over the archway
leading to the Inn, I remember), and the scdate immensity
s A Tmenst

che . .
the ' .

car . .
of the meal, and the orderly silence of the place—which was
bare of guests, the Long Vacation not yet being over—were
eloquent on the audacity of Traddles, and his small hopes of
a livelihood for twenty years to come.

1 had seen nothing hike this since I went away, and it quite
dashed my hopes for my friend. The chief waiter had had
eroughof me.  He came near me no more, but devoted him-
self to an old gentleman in long gaiters, to meet whom & pint
of special port seemed to come out of the cellar of its own
mrmned fac ba smen mm aedpe Tha rannnd caltar infaemad

likewise that it was mmoured that he had a service of plate
in a bureay, all tamished with lying by, though more than
one spoon and & fork had never yet been beheld in his
chambers by mortal vision. By this time I quitz gave up
Traddles for lost, and settled in my own mind that there was
no hope for him.

Being very anxious to see the dear old fellow, nevertheless,
Y disparched my dinner in 2 manner not ot all calculated to
nise me in the opinion of the chief waiter, and hurried out
by the back way. Number two 1n the Court was so0*
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reached ; and an inscription on the doorpost informing me
that Mr. Traddles occupied a set of chambers on the top
story, I ascended the staircase. A crazy old staircase I found
it to be, feebly lighted on each landing by a club-headed
little oil wick, dying away in a little dungeon of dirty glass.

In the course of my stumbling upstairs I fancied I heard
a pleasant sound of laughter; and not the laughter of an
attorney or barrister, or attorney’s clerk or barrister’s clerk,
but of two or three merry girls. Happening, however, as 1
stopped to listen, to put my foot in a hole where the Honour-
able Society of Gray’s Inn had left a plank deficient, I fell
down with some noise, and when I recovered my footing all
was silent.

Groping my way more carefully for the rest of the journey,
my heart beat high when I found the outer door, which had
Mr. TrRADDLES painted on it, open. I knocked. A con-
siderable scuffling within ensued, but nothing else. I there-
fore knocked again.

A small sharp-looking lad, half-footboy and half-clerk, who
was very much out of breath, but who looked at me asif he

" defied me to prove it legaliy, presented himself.

“Is Mr. Traddles within?” I said.

*Yes, sir; but he’s engaged.”

“T want to see him.”

After a moment’s survey of me, the sharpJooking lad
decided to let me in; and opening the door wider for that
purpose, admitted me, first, into a little closet of a hall, and
next into a little sitting-room, where T came into the presence
of my old friend (also out of breath) seated at a table, and
bending over papers.

“Good God!” cried Traddles, looking up, *it's Copper-
field 1 and rushed into my arms, where I held him tight.

Al well, my dear Traddles?”

“All well, my dear, dear Copperfield, and nothing but
good news "

We cried with pleasure, both of us,

“My dear fellow,” said Traddles, rumpling his hair in his
excitement, which was a most unnecessary operation, “my
dearest Copperfield, my long-lost and most welcome friend,
how glad I am to see youl! How brown you are! How
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ghd T 2m! TUpon my Efe and henour, I never was so
rejoiced, my belaved Copperfield, neves1”

I was equally 2t 2 loss to express my emotions. I was
quite tmble to speak at first,

“My dear fellow!” said Trzddles, “And grown so
famous! My gloriovs Copperfield! Good gracious me,
weken did you come, wkere have you come from, wkat bave
you been doing?”

Never pausing for an answer to anything he said, Traddles,
who had clapped me into an easy<hair by the fire, all this
time impetuously stirred the fire with one hard, and pulled
at my neckerchief with the nthas cadas enmn 12 3
that jt was a greatcoat.  » : LT
now hugged me again, & i . .
ing, and both wiping our | [ o
hands across the hearth.

“To think,” said Traddles, “that you should have been
50 nearly coming home as you must have been, my dear old

L2 e e

[ JuiS

ety .

112 " hiseyesin

“Why, my dear Copperfield,” said Traddles, sticking his

hair upright with both hands, and then putting his hands on
my kanees, “I am mamed t®

“Married 1™ I cried joyfully.

BT ced o o e “*iy the Rev. Horace

. my dear boy, she’s

To my amazement, the dearest gl in the world came at
that same instant, laughing and blushing, from her place of
concealment.  And a more cheerful, amtable, honest, happy,
bright-locking bride, I believe {as I could not help saying
on the spot) the world never saw, I kissed her as an old
a?%luninmnce should, and wished them joy with all my might
of heart, )

“ Dear me,” s2id Traddles, “what a delightful reunion this’
is! You are so extremely brown, my dear Copperfield !
bless my soul, how happy Tam!1®

[
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“ And so am 1,” said 1. .
“gd I am sure I am,” said the laughing and blushing
ophy.
® g’\’%fe are all as happy as possible ! ” said Traddles. “Even
the girls are happy. Dear me, I declare I forgot them1”

“Yorgot?” said 1. .

“The girls,” said Traddles—* Sophy’s sisters. They are
staying with us, They have come to have a peer at London.
The fact is, when—was it you that tumbled upstairs, Copper-
field?” .

“Tt was,” said 1, laughing. . ,

“Well then, when you tumbled upstairs,” said Traddles,
“I was romping with the girls. In point of fact, we were
playing at Puss in the Corner. But as that wouldn’t do in
Westminster Hall, and as it wouldn’t look quite professional
if they were seen by a client, they decamped. And they are
now—listening, I have no doubt,” said Traddles, glancing at
the door of another room. .

“Y am sorry,” said I, laughing afresh, “to have occasioned

~such a dispersion.”

¢ “Upon my word,” rejoined Traddles, greatly delighted,
‘if you had seen them running away, and running back
again, after you had knocked, to pick up the combs they had
dropped out of their hair, and going on in the maddest
manner, you wouldn't have said so.—My love, will you fetch
the girls?”

Sophy tripped away, and we heard her received in the
adjoining room with a peal of laughter.

“Really musical, isn't it, my dear Copperfield?” said
Traddles. “It’s very agreeable to hear, It quite lights up
these old rooms. To an unfortunate bachelor of a fellow
who has lived alone all his life, you know, it’s positively
delicious. It’s charming. Poor things, they have had a
great loss in Sophy—who, I do assure you, Copperfield, is,
and ever was, the dearest girl l—and it gratifies me beyond
expression to find them in such good spirits. ‘The society of
girls is a very delightful thing, Copperfield. It's not pro-
fessional, but it’s very delightful.”

Observing that he slightly faltered, and comprehending that,
in the goodness of his heart, he was fearful of giving me some
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pain by what he had said, I expressed my conzurrence witha
heartiness that evidently relieved and pleased him greatly.

“But then,” said Traddles, “our domestic arrangements
are, to say the truth, quite unprofessional altogether, my dear
Copperfield.  Even Sophy's being here is unprofessional
And we have no other place of abode, We have put to sea
in a cockboat, but we are quite prepared to rough it. And
Sophy’s an dinary You'll be surprised how
those girls are stowed away. I am sure I hardly know how
it's done.”

“ Are many of the young ladies with you?” I inquired.

“The eldest, the Beauty, is here,” said Traddles, in a low,
confidential voice, *Caroline. And Sarah’s here—the one 1
mentioned to you as having something the matter with her
spine, you know. Immensely better! And the two youngest
that Sophy educated are with us. And Louisa’s here.”

“Indeed1” cried I

“Yes,” sid Traddles. “Now the whole set—1I mean the
chambers—is only three rooms ; but Sophy arranges for the
girls in the most wonderful way, and they sleep as comfort-
ably as possble. Three in that room,” said Traddles,
pointing ; “two in that.”

I could not help glancing round in search of the accom-
modation remaiming for Mr. and Mrs. Traddles, Traddles
understood me. 3

“\Well 1” said Traddles, * we are prepared to rough it, as T
said just now, and we dzd 1mprovise a bed last week upon the
floor here.  But there's a little room in the roof—a very nice
room when you're up there—which Sophy papered herself, to
surprise me; and that's our room at present. It's a captal
little gipsy sort of place. There’s quite a view from it.”

“And you are happily mamed at last, my dear Traddles!”
sidL  “How rejoiced T amt” 5

“Thank you, my dear Copperfield,” s2id Traddles, as we
shook hands once more. “Yes, 1 am as happy as its
possible to be. There’s your old friend, you see,” said
Traddles, nodding triumphantly at the flower-pat and stand 3
“and there’s the table with the marble topl All the o!he‘\
furniture is plain and serviceable, you perceive.  And as -
plate, Lctﬂgles«syou, ﬁehavcn'tsomuchtsxt&t’g(::‘”
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« A1l to be earned ? ¥ said I cheerfully.

“Exactly so,” replied Traddles—“all to be earned. Of
course we have something inthe shape of teaspoons, because
we stir our tea. But theyre Britannia metal.” .

“Tha silver will be the brighter when it comes,” said I.

“The very thing we say |” cried Traddles. “You see, my
dear Copperfield,” falling again into the low, confidential tone,
“after I had delivered my argument in DOE dem. JIPES versus
WiczELL, which did me great service with the profession, I
went down into Devonshire, and had some serious conversa-
tion in private with the Reverend Horace. I dwelt upon
the fact that Sophy—who, I do assure you, Copperfield, is
the dearest girl | a

“I am certain she is1” said I.

“She is, indeed ! ” rejoined Traddles. “But I am afraid I
am wandering from the subject. Did I mention the Reverend
Horace?”

“You said that you dwelt upon the fact——"

“True! Upon the fact that Sophy and I had been en-

" gaged for a long period, and that Sophy, with the permission
of her parents, was more than content to take me—in short,”
said Traddles, with his old frank smile, “on our present
Britannia-metal footing. Very well. I then proposed to
the Reverend Horace—who is a most excellent clergyman,
Copperfield, and ought to be a bishop; or at least ought to
have enough to live upon, without pinching himself—that if
I could tumn the corner, say of two hundred and fifty pounds,
in one year; and could see my way pretty clearly to that, or
something better, next year ; and could plainly furnish a little
place like this besides,—then, and in that case, Sophy and I
should be united. I took the liberty of representing that we
had been patient for a good many years ; and that the cir-
cumstance of Sophy’s being extraordinarily useful at home,
ought not to operate with her affectionate parents against
her establishment in life—don’t you see?”

“Certainly it ought not,” said I,

‘“ I am glad you think so, Copperfield,” rejoined Traddles,
“because, without any imputation on the Reverend Horace,
I do think parents, and brothers, and so forth, are sometimes
rather selfish in such cases. Well! I also pointed out, that
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my most eamnest desire was to be useful to the family ; and
that if I got on in the world, and anything should happen to
him—TI refer to the Reverend Horace——"

*I understand,” said 1.

“—or to Mrs. Crewler—it would be the utmost gratifica-
tion of my wishes to be a parent to the girls. He replied in
a most admirable manner, dingly ing to my feel-
ings, and undertook to obtain the consent of Mrs. Crewler to
this arrangement.  They had o dreadful time of it with her.
{‘t mounted from her legs into her chest, and then into her

ead—"

“What mounted?® 1 asked.

“Her grief,” replied Traddles, with a serious look. “Her
feelings g lly. As d on a former ion,
she i3 @ very superior woman, but has lost the use of her
limbs. Whatever occurs to harass her usually settles in her
legs; but on this occasion it mounted to the chest, and then
to the head, and, in short, pervaded the whole system in a
most alarming manner. However, they brought her through

it by i and ; and we were
married yesterday six weeks. You have no idea what a
menster 1 felt, Copperfield, when I saw the whole family
crying and fainting away in every direction! Mrs. Crewler
couldn't see me before we left—couldn't forgive me, then,
for depriving her of her child; but she is a good creature,
and has done so since. I had a delightful letter from her
only this moming.”

“And in short, my dear friend,” said I, “you feel as blest
as you deserve to feel |
. “Oh! that's your partiality!” laughed Traddles. “But,
indced, I am in a most enviable state. I work hard, and
read law insatiably. I get up at five every moming, and
don’t mind it at all. I hide the gitls in the daytime, and
male merry with them in the evening  And Tassure you I
am quite sorry that they are going home on Tuesday, which
is the day before the first day of Michaelmas Term. But
here,® said Traddles, breaking off in his confidenc .
speaking aloud, “are the gulst  Mr Copperfiel y
Crewlar_\ficr Rarah——Miee Tonica—Margaret and

1hcy were & pertect nest of Uses, ey fooxed €0
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some and fresh. They were all pretty, and Miss Caroline
was very handsome ; but there was a loving, cheerful, fireside
quality in Sophy's bnght looks, which was better than that,
and which assured me that my friend had chosen well. We
all sat round the fire; while the sharp boy, who I now divined
had lost his breath in putting the papers out, cleared them
away again, and produced the tea-things, After that he re-
tired for the night, shutting the outer door upon us with a
bang. Mrs. Traddles, with perfect pleasure and composure
beaming from her household eyes, having made the tea, then
quietly made the toast as she sat in a corner by the fire.

She had seen Agnes, she told me while she was toasting.
“Tom” had taken her down into Kent for a wedding trip,
and there she had seen my aunt, too; and both my aunt
and Agnes were well, and they had all talked of nothing but
me. “Tom?™ had never had me out of his thoughts, she
really believed, all the time I had been away, *Tom?” was
the authority for everything, “Tom ® was evidently the idol

"2, of her life—never to be shaken from his pedestal by any
" 7" commotion ; always to be believed in and done homage to

with the whole faith of her heart, come what might.

The deference which both she and Traddles showed to-
wards the Beauty pleased me very much. I don’t know that
I thought it very reasonable ; but I thought it very delightful,
and essentially a part of their character. If Traddles ever for
an instant missed the teaspoons that were still to be won, I
have no doubt it was when he handed the Beauty her tea.
If his'sweet-tempered wife could have got up any self-assertion
agamst any one, I am satisfied it could only have been be-
cause she was the Beauty's sister. A few slight indications of
a rather petted and capricious manner, which I observed in
the Beauty, were manifestly considered, by Traddles and his
wife, as her birthright and natural endowment. If she had
been born a queen bee, and they labouring bees, they could
not have been more satisfied of that.

But their self-forgetfulness charmed me. Their pride in
th‘e.se girls, and their submission of themselves to all their
whiths was the pleasantest iittlc testimony to their own
worth 1 enuld have desired to see.  If Traddles ware ad-
dressed as “a arling” once in the course of that evening,
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and besought to bring something here or carry something
there, or take something up or put something down, or find

hing, or fetch hing, he was so addi d, by one
or other of his sisters-in-faw, at least twelve times in an hour.
Neither could they do anything without Sophy. Somebody’s
hair fell down, and nobody but Sophy could put it up. Some-
bady forgat how a particular tune went, and nobody but Sophy
could hum that tune right. Somebody wanted 1o recall the
name of a place in Devonshire, and only Sophy knew it.
Something was wanted to be written home, and Sophy alone
could be trusted to write before breakfast in the moming.
Somebody broke down in a piece of knitting, and no one
but Sophy was able to put the defaulter in the right direc-
tion. They were entire mistresses of the place, and Sophy
and ‘Traddles waited on them. How many children Sophy
could have taken care of in her time, I can't imagine; but
she seemed to be fxmous for knowing every sort of song that
ever was addressed to a child in the English tongue, and
she sang dozens to order with the clearest little voice in the
world, one after another (every sister issuing directions for a
different tune, and the Beauty generally stnking in last), so
that T was quite fascimated.  The best of all was that, in the
midst of their exactions, all the sisters had a great tendemess
and respect both for Sophy and Traddles Y am sure, when
1 took my leave, and Traddles was coming out to walk with
me to the coffec-house, I thought I had never seen an
obstinate head of hair, or any other head of hair, rolling
about in such a shower of kisses.

Altogether it was a scene I could not help dwelling on
with pleasure for a long tme after I got back, and bad
wished Traddles good-night. If I had beheld a thousand
toses blowing in a top set of chambers, in that withered
Gray's Inn, they could not have brightened it half so much.
The idea of those Devonshire grls, among the dry law
stationers and the attomeys' offices; and of the tea and
toast, and children’s songs, in that gnm atmosphere of
E:iux:ce and parchment, red tape, dusty wafers, ink “

ef and draft paper, law reports, writs, dcd;u’:ltxcm:&
bills of costs,seemed almost as pleasantly fan~* "

bad dreamed that the Sultan'’s famous w |, .
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mitted on the roll of attorneys, and had brought the talking
bird, the singing tree, and the golden water into Gray's Inn
Hall. Somehow, 1 found that I had taken lcave of Traddles
for the night, and come back to the coffee-house, with o great
change in my despondency about him. I began to think he
would get on, in spite of all the many orders of chief waiters
in England.
* Drawing a chair before one of the coffeeroom fires, to
think about him at my leisure, I graduaily fell from the
consideration of his happiness to tracing prospects in the
live coals, and to thinking, as they broke and changed, of
the principal vicissitudes and separations that had marked
my life. I had not seen a coal fire since T had left England
three years ago; though many a wood fire had I watched, as
it crumbled into hoary ashes, and mingled with the feathery
heap upon the hearth, which not inaptly figured to me, in
my despondency, my own dead hopes.

1 could think of the past now, gravely, but not bitterly,
and could contemplate the future in a brave spirit. Home,

“in its best sense, was for me no more. She in whom I might

have inspired a dearer love, I had taught to be my sister,

* She would marry, and would have new claimants on her

tenderness ; and in doing it, would never know the love for
her that had grown up in my heart. It was right that I
should pay the forfeit of my headlong passion. What I
reaped, 1 had sown.

I was thinking, And had T truly disciplined my heart to
this, and could I resolutely bear it, and calmly hold the
place in her home which she had calmly held in mine?—
when I found my eyes resting on a countenance that might
have arisen out of the fire, In its association with my carly
remembrances. :

Little Mr. Chillip the doctor, to whose good offices I was
indebted in the very first chapter of this history, sat reading
a newspaper 1n the shadow of an opposite corner.  He was
tolerably stricken in years by this time, but, being a mild,
mecek, calm little man, had worn so easily, that I thought he
looked at that moment just as he might have looked when
he sat in our parlour, waiting for me to be borre

M. Chillip had left Blunderstone six or seven years ago,
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and 1 had never seen him since. He sat placidly perusing
the newspaper, with his little head on one side, and a glass
of warm sherry-negus at his elbow. He was so extremely
concilaatory in his manner, that he seemed to apologize to
the very newspaper for taking the liberty of reading it.

T walked up to where he was sitting, and said, * How do
you do, Mr. Chillip2?”

He was greatly fluttered by this unexpected address from a
stranger, and replied, in his stow way, 1 thank you, sir; you
are very good.  Thank you, sir. I hope yox are well.”

“You don’t remember me?” sad I.

“Well, sir,” returned Mr. Chillip, smiling very meekly, and
shaking his head as he surveyed me, “1 have a kind of an
imp that hing in your is familiar to
me, sir; but I couldn’t lay my hand upon your name, really.”

“And yet you knew it long before I knew st myself,” I
returned,

“Did I indeed, sir?” said Mr. Chillip. “Is it possible
that I had the honour, sir, of officiating when—-"

“Yes,” said 1.

“Dear me|"” eried Mr. Chillip  “But no doubt You are
good deal changed since then, sir?”

“ Probably,” sud I

“Well, sir,” observed Mr Chillip, “I hope you'll excuse
me, if I am compelled to ask the favour of your name.”

On my teling him my name he was really moved. He
quite shéok hands with me, sshich was a violent proceeding
S . PR A D R
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he put'his hand in his coat-pocket as soon as he could dis-
engage it, and seemed relieved when he had got it safe back.

“Dear me, sir]” said Mr. Chillip, surveying me with his
head on cne side.  “And it's Mr Copperfield, is it? Well,
sir, I think I should have known you, if I had taken the
liberty of looking more closely at you. Therc’s”a strong
resemblance between you and your poor father, sit. /

“T never had the happiness of secing my father,” If -
terved, i

“Very true, sir,” said Mr. Chillip, in a
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. and 1 would keep him company with another. “Welj, sir,”

i
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“And very much to be deplored it was, on all accounts!
We are not ignorant, sir,” said Mr. Chillip, slowly shaking
his little head again, “down in our part of the country, of
your fame. There must be great excitement here, sii,” said
Mr. Chillip, tapping himself on the forehead with his fore-
finger. “You must find it a trying occupation, sir!” )

“What is your part of the country now?” I asked, seating
myself near him. . .

%1 am established within a few miles of Bury St. Edmunds,
sir,” said Mr. Chillip, “Mrs. Chillip coming into a little
propetty in that neighbourhood, under her fathers will, I
bought a practice down there, in which you will be glad to
hear I am doing well. My daughter is growing quite a tall
lass now, sir,” said Mr. Chillip, giving his little head another
little shake. * Her mother let down two tucks in her frocks
only last week, Such is time, you see, sir!”

As the little man put his now empty glass to his lips, when
he made this reflection, I proposed to him to have it refilled,

" he returned, in his slow way, “it’s more than I am accustomed
to; but I can’t deny myself the pleasure of your conversation.
It seems but yesterday that I had the honour of attending you
in the measles. You came through them charmingly, sir !

I acknowledged this compliment, and ordered the negus,
which was soon produced. “Quite an uncommon dissipa-
tion!” said Mr. Chillip, stirring it, “but I can't resist so
extraordinary an occasion. You have no family, sir??

I shook my head.

“I was aware that you sustained a bereavement, sir, some
time ago,” said Mr. Chillip. “I heard it from your father-in-
law’s sister. Very decided character there, sir?”

“Why, yes,” said I, “decided enough. Where did you
see her, Mr. Chillip?”

“Are you not aware, sir,” returned Mr, Chillip, with his

placidest smile, “that your father-in-law is again a neighbour
of mine?”

“No,” said I ’
. “He is indeed, sir 1” said Mr. Chillip. **Married a young
lady of that part, with a very good little property, poor thing,

v —And this action of the brain now, sir? Don’t you find it
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fatigue you?” said Mr. Chillip, looking at me like an admir-
ing robin.

I waived that question, and d to the Murd:

“I was awate of his being married again. Do you attend
the family?* [ asked. )

“Not regutarly. I have been aclled in” he replied.
“Strong  phrenological development of the organ of firm-
ness in Mr, Murdstone and his sister, sir.”

1 replied with such an expressive look, that Mr, Chillip
was emboldened by that, and the negus together, to give his
head several short shakes, and thoughtfully exclaim, *Ah,
dear me! We remember old times, Mr. Copperfield1?

“And the brother and sister are pursuing their old course,
are they?™ said L

“WWell, sir,® replied Mr. Chillip, “& medical man, being
50 much in families, ought to have neither eyes nor ears for
anything but his profession.  Still, 1 must say, they are very
severe, sir~—both as to this life and the next”

“The next will be regulated without much reference to
lgcm, I dare say,” I retumned; “what are they doing as to
this?*

Mr. Chillip shook tus head, stirred hia negus, and sipped it.

“She was a chaming woman, sir!™ he observed in a
plaintive manner,

“The present Mrs. Murdstone? ™

# A charming woman indeed, sir,” said Mr. Chillip; “as
amiable, 1 am sure, as it was ible to be! Mrs, Chillip's
opinjon is, that her epirat has entirely broken since her
marriage, and that she 1s all but melancholy mad.  And the
lnd;a," observed Mr Chullip trmorously, “are great observers,
£ir)®

“1 suppose she was to be subdued and broken to their
detestable mould, Heaven help hert* said L *And she has
been®

*Wel, sir, there were violent quarreds at first, 1 assore you,®
said Mr, Chillip; * but she 13 quite 2 shadow now, Wonld
it be considered forward 1f I was to say to you, sir, in con-
fidence, that ewce the sister came (0 help, the brother end
sister b.ctwc'_m them have nearly reduced her to o state of
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I told him I could easily believe it. - C.

« ] have no hesitation in saying,” said Mr. Chillip, fortifying
himself with another sip of negus, “between you and me, sir
that her mother died of it, or that tyranny, gloom, and worry
have made Mrs. Murdstone nearly imbecile. She was a lively
young woman, sir, before marriage; and their gloom and
austerity destroyed her. They go about with her now more
like her keepers than her husband and sister<in-law. That
was Mis. Chillip’s remark to me only last week. And I
assure you, sir, the ladies are great observers! Mrs. Chillip
herself is a greaf observer!”

“ Does he gloomily profess to be (I am ashamed to use the
word in such association) religious still ?” I inquired.

“You anticipate, sir,” said Mr. Chillip, his eyelids getting
quite red with the unwonted stimulus in which he was in-
dulging,. “One of Mrs. Chillip’s most impressive remarks,
Mrs. Chillip,” he proceeded, in the calmest and.slowest
manner, “quite electrified me, by pointing out that Mr. Murd-
stone sets up an image of himself, and calls it the Divine
~. Nature. You might have knocked me down on the flat of
- my back, sir, with the feather of a pen, I assure you, when

Mrs. Chillip said so. The ladies are great observers, sir!”

“ Intuitively,” said I, to his extreme delight.
- “I am very happy to receive such support in my opinion,
sir,” he rejoined. “It is not often that I venture to give a
non-medical opinion, I assure you. Mr. Murdstone delivers
public addresses sometimes, and it is said—in short, sir, it is
said by Mrs. Chillip—that the darker tyrant he has lately been,
the more ferocious is his doctrine.”

“I believe Mrs. Chillip to be perfectly right,” said 1.

*Mrs. Chillip does go so far as to say,” pursued the meekest
of little men, much encouraged, “ that what such people miscall
their religion, is a vent for their bad-humours and arrogance.
And do you know I must say, sir,” he continued, mildly
laying his head on one side, “that T don’# find authority for
Mr. and Miss Murdstone in the New Testament 1?

“I never found it either,” said 1. :

. “In the meantime, sir,” said Mr. Chillip, “they are much

disliked ; and as they are very free in consigning everybody
who dislikes them to perdition, we really have a good dezl of
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rdition going on in our neighbourhood! Howeser, as Mrs.
illip says, sir, they undergo a continual punishment; for
arc lumcd mvmrd, lo l‘ccd upon their own hmns, and

H v 'r, about that
. . - . Don't you

Mz, Chillip's
n bmm, undcr hls ponuons of negus, to divert his attention
'm this topic to his own affairs, on whxd\ for the next hnlf-

ur he was quite | ¢ to

ong other pieces of mformanon, lh:\t hc was then at the

:\y ’s Inn Coffee-h tolay hisp before
of Lunacy, hing the state of mind of a

ucnt who had become deranged from exeessive drinking.

“ And I assure you, sir,” he said, *I am extremely nervous
such occasions. I could not support being what is called
llied, sir. It would quite unman me. Do you know, it
5 some time before I recovered the conduct of that alarm-
7 lady on the mght of your burth, Mr. Copperfield?”

I told him that I was going downto myaunt, the Dragon of
it night, carly in the moming; and that she was one of the
»st tender-hearted and excellent of women, as he would know
1well if he knew her better.  The mere notion of the pos-
ility of his cver sceing her again appeared to terrify him.
» replied with a small pale smle, “Is she so, indeed, sir?
:ally 2™ and almost immediately called for & candle and went
bed, as if he were not quite safe anywhere else.  He did
t actually stagger under the negus, but I should think his
1cid little pulse must have made two or three more beats in
ninute than it had done since the great night of my aunt’s
;appointment, when she struck at him with her bonnet.
Thoroughly tired, I went to bed too, at midnight ; passed
* next day on the Dover coach ; burst safe and sound into
r aunt’s old parlour while she was at tea (she wore spectacles
w); and was recewved by her, and Mr. Dick, and dear old
geotty, who acted as housckeeper, with open arms and
s of joy. My aunt was mlghnly amuscd when we bcg:m
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poor mother’s second husband, and *that murdering woman
of a sister,” on whom I think no pain or penalty would have
induced my aunt to bestow any Christian or Proper Name, or
any other designation.

CHAPTER LX,
AGNES.

My aunt and T, when we were left alone, talked far into the
night. How the emigrants never wrote home otherwise than
cheerfully and hopefully; how Mr. Micawber had actually
remitted divers small sums of money, on account of those
% pecuniary liabilities,” in reference to which he had been so
business-like as between man and man ; how Janet, returning
into my aunt’s service when she came back to Dover, had
finally carried out her renunciation of mankind by entering
into wedlock with a thriving tavern-keeper ; and how my aunt
had finally set %Ze7 seal on the same great principle by aiding

>, and abetting the bride, and crowning the marriage ceremony

" - with her presence—were among our topics, already more or
less familiar to me through the letters T had had. Mr. Dick,
as usual, was not forgotten. My aunt informed me how he
incessantly occupied himself in copying everything he could
lay his hands on, and kept King Charles the First at a re-
spectful distance by that semblance of employment; how it
was one of the main joys and rewards of her life that he was
free and happy, instead of pining in monotonous restraint;
and how (as a novel general conclusion) nobody but she
could ever fully know what he was,

“And when, Trot,” said my aunt, patting the back of my
hand, as we sat in our old way before the fire—“when are you
going over to Canterbury ?”

“1 shall get a horse and ride over to-morrow morning,
aunt—unless you will go with me?? .

“No!” said my aunt, in her short, abrupt way. “I mean
to stay where I am.”

Then 1 should ride, I'said. I could not have come through |

Canterbury to-day without stopping, if I had been coming to
any one but her.
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She was pleased, but answered, “ Tut, Trot; my old bones
would have kept till to-morrow i* and Lwﬁly petted my hand
Py >
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scemed to hear my aunt say once more—and I understood
her better now—*'blind, blind, blind 1*

We both kept silence for some minutes. When I raised my
eyes, I found that she was steadily observant of me.  Pethaps
she had followed the curmrent of my mind, for it scemod to
me an easy one to track now, wilful as it had been once.

“You will find her father a white-haired old man,” £aid my
aunt, “though & better man in all other respects—a reclaimed
man. Neither will you find him measuning all human in-
terests, and joys, and sorrows with his one poor Nttle inch-
rule now. rust me, child, such things must shrink very
much before they can be measured off in f4af way.”

“Indecd they must,” sud L

.““You will find hc‘r_,’: pursucd, my n_untl, "ns' good,tas beau.

SpCahiiigye
“Well? Hey? Any what?” said my aunt sharply.

“Any lover?” said L )

YA score1” cried my aunt, with a kind of indignant pride,
*She might have married twenty times, my dear, since you
have been gone 1”

“No doubt,” said 13 “no doubt. But has she any lover
who is worthy of ber?  Agnes cuuld ce fur no other,”
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poor mother’s second husband, and “that murdering woman
of a sister,” on whom I think no pain or penalty would have
induced my aunt to bestow any Christian or Proper Name, or
any other designation.

CHAPTER LX.
AGNES.

My aunt and I, when we were left alone, talked far into the
night. How the emigrants never wrote home otherwise than
cheerfully and hopefully; how Mr. Micawber had actually
remitted divers small sums of money, on account of those
“ pecuniary liabilities,” in reference to which he had been so
business-like as between man and man ; how Janet, returning
into my aunt’s service when she came back to Dover, had
finally carried out her renunciation of mankind by entering
into wedlock with a thriving tavern-keeper ; and how my aunt
had finally set /Zer seal on the same great principle by aiding
and abetting the bride, and crowning the marriage ceremony

. with her presence—were among our topics, already more or

less familiar to me through the letters I had had. Mr. Dick,
as usual, was not forgotten. My aunt informed me how he
incessantly occupied himself in copying everything he could
lay his hands on, and kept King Charles the First at a re-
spectful distance by that semblance of employment ; how it
was one of the main joys and rewards of her life that he was
free and happy, instead of pining in monotonous restraint;
and how (as a novel general conclusion) nobody but she
could ever fully know what he was,

“And when, Trot,” said my aunt, patting the back of my
hand, as we sat in our old way before the fire—* when are you
going over to Canterbury?”

“I shall get a horse and ride over to-morrow morning,
aunt—aunless you will go with me??” .

“No!” said my aunt, in her short, abrupt way. “I mean
to stay where I am.”

Then I should ride, I said. I could not have come through |

Canterbury to-day without stopping, if I had been coming to
any one but her.

s
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She was pleased, but answered, “Tut, Trot; myold bones
would have kept till to-morrow 1” and softly patted my hand
again as T sat Jooking thoughtfully at the fire.

“Thoughtfully, for I could not be here once mare, and so
near Agnes, without the revival of those regrets with which I
L2 g Tmnns bt Anntiniad  Qafeanad vamato thay minkt ha
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seemed to hear my aunt say once more—and I understood
her better now—**blind, blind, Blind 1

We both kept silence for some minutes. When I raised my
eyes, 1 found that she was steadily observant of me. Perhaps
she had followed the current of my mind, for it seemed to
me an easy ane to track now, wilful as it had been once,

“Youwill find her father 3 whitehaired old man,” said my
aunt, “though a better man in all other respects—a reclaimed
man, Neither will you find him measunng all buman in-
terests, and joys, and sorrows with his one poor little inch-
rufe now, 2I‘mst me, child, such l&ings must shrink very
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be like herself,” said ‘my aunt, eamnest even to the ﬁll.n;ci
her eyes with tears, *Heaven knows, her [ife will be wel
employed ! Useful and happy, as she sid that dayl How
could she be othersisa than useful and happy?*

“Has Agnes any-—" T was thinking 2lovd, mtber thon

ing,

“Well? Hey? Any what?” smid ol

«+Any lover?” said 1.y s sy st 2l

*A score!” cried my aunt, with 2 Knd of fdimmers =32,
“She might have manied trenty tires, oy dos. ok o
hz)c\be?gmcl' AT £ B U sxee y

“No doubt,” said I “no doubt  Prr 2o et ’

who is worthy of ber?  Agres ::_‘:d cfe— L..:ici;;,.?' ==
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With her own sweet tranquillity she calmed my agitation;
led me back to the time of our parting; spoke to me of
Emily, whom she had visited in secret many times ; spoke to
me tenderly of Dora’s grave. With the unerring instinct of
her noble heart, she touched the chords of my memory so
softly and harmoniously that not one jarred within me. I
could listen to the sorrowful distant music, and desire to
shrink from nothing it awoke. How could I, when, blended
with it all, was her dear self, the better angel of my life?

“And you, Agnes,” I said, by-and-by. “Tell me of your-
self. VYou have hardly ever told me of your own life, in all
this lapse of time !”

“What should I tell?” she answered, with her radiant
smile. “Papais well. You see us here, quiet in our own
home ; our anxieties set at rest, our home restored to us. And
knowing that, dear Trotwood, you know all.”

“All, Agnes?” said L.

She looked at me, with some fluttering wonder in her face.

“Is there nothing else, sister?” I said.

Her colour, which had just now faded, returned, and faded
again. She smiled—with a quiet sadness, I thought—and
shook her head.

I had sought to lead her to what my aunt had hinted at;
for, sharply painful to me as it must be to receive that con-
fidence, I was to discipline my heart, and do my duty to her.
I saw, however, that she was uneasy, and I let it pass.

“You have much to do, dear Agnes?”

“With my school? ” said she, looking up again in all her
bright composure.

“Yes. It is laborious, is it not?”

“The labour is so pleasant,” she returned, “that it is
scarcely grateful in me to call it by that name.”

* Nothing good is difficult to you,” said 1.

Her colour came and went once more ; and once more, as
she bent her head, I saw the same sad smile.

“You will wait and see papa,” said Agnes cheerfully, *and
pass the day with us? Perhaps you will sleep in your own
room? We always call it yours.” :

I could not do that, having promised to ride back to my
aunt’s at night ; but I would pass the day there joyfully.






420 DAVID COPPERFIELD.

went upstairs, where Agnes and her little charges sang and
played and worked. After tea the children left us, and we
three sat together, talking of the bygone days.

« My part in them,” said Mr. Wickfield, shaking his white
head, “has much matter for regret—for deep regret, and
deep contrition, Trotwaod, you well know. But I would not
cancel it, if it were in my power.”

I could readily believe that, looking at the face beside him.

“T should cancel with it,” he pursued, “such patience and
devotion, such fidelity, such a child’s love, as I must not
forget, no! even to forget myself.”

“1 understand you, sir,” I softly said. *I hold it—1 have
always held it—in veneration.”

“But no one knows, not even you,” he returned, “how
much she has done, how much she has undergone, how hard
she has striven. Dear Agnes[”

She had put her hand entreatingly on his arm, to stop him,
and was very, very pale. .

_ “Well, well!” he said with a sigh, dismissing, as I then
~ saw, some trial she had borne, or was yet to bear, in con-
nection with what my aunt had told me. “Welll I have
never told you, Trotwood, of her mother, Has any one?” .

“ Never, sir.”

. “It's not much—though it was much to suffer. She mar
ried me in opposition to her father’s wish, and he renounced
her. She prayed him to forgive her, before my Agnes came
into this world. He was a very hard man, and her mother
had long been dead. He repulsed her.  He broke her heart.”

_Agnes leaned upon his shoulder, and stole her arm about

his neck.
_ ““She had an affectionate and gentle heart,” he said, “and
it was broken. I knew its tender nature very well. No one
could, if I did not. She loved me dearly, but was never
happy. She was always labouring, in secret, under this dis-
tress; and being delicate and downcast at the time of his
last repulse—for it was not the first, by many—pined away
and died. She left me Agnes, two weeks old, and the grey
hair that you recollect me with when you first came.”

He kissed Agnes on her cheek.

"My love for my dear child was a diseased love, but my
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mind was all unhealthy then. 1 say no more of that Iam
not speaking of mysell, Trotwood, but of her mother and of
her. 1 I give you any cluc to what I am, or to what 1 have
been, you will unravel it, I know, What Agnes is, I need
not say. I have always read something of her poor mother's
story in her character, and so I tell 1t you to-night, when
we three are again together, aficr such great changes. 1
have told it all”

His bowed head, and her angel face and filial duty, derived
a more pathetic meantng from 1t than they had had before.
1f 1 had wanted anything by which to mark this night of our
reunion, I should have found it in this,

Agnes rose up from her father’s side, before long, and
going softly to her piano, played some of the old airs to which
we had often listened in that place,

*Have you any intention of going away again?” Agnes
asked me, as I was standing by,

“What does my sister say to that?”

“1 hope not.”

“Then I have no such intention, Agnes.”

“1 think you ought not, Trotwoed, since you ask me,” she

PR IR F PRy - + enlarge
. .t other,”
“What I am you have made me, Agnes, i{cu should
Lnow best.”
I made you, Trotwood ?*

“Yes, Agnes, my dear el !” I said, bending over her. I
tried to tell you, when we met to-day, something that has been
in my thoughts since Dora dicd.  You remember, when you
came down to me 1n our hittle room—pointing upward, Agnes?”

“Oh, Trotwood | ” she retumned, her eyes filled with tears,
*So loving, so confiding, and soyoung! Can 1 ever forget?”

“As yon were then, my siter, 1 have often thought since,
you have ever been to me  Lier pomting upward, Agnes;
ever leading me to somethuing better, ever directing me -

higher things1”
She only shook her head, through her tears I saw;
same sad, quiet smile. .

“And I am so grateful to you for 1t, Agm:r‘-’
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you, that there is no name for the affection of my heart. 1
want you to know, yet don’t know how to tell you, that all my
life long I shall look up to you, and be guided by you, as I
have been through the darkness that is past. Whatever betides,
whatever new ties you may form, whatever changes may come
between us, I shail always look to you, and love you as I do
now, and have always done. You will always be my solace and
resource, as you have always been. Until I die, my dearest
sister, I shall sce you always before me, pointing upward!”

She put her hand in mine, and told me she was proud of
me, and of what I said, although I praised her very far
beyond her worth. Then she went on softly playing, but
without removing her eyes from me.

“Do you know, what I have heard to-night, Agnes,” said
I, “strangely secems to be a part of the feeling with which I
regarded you when I saw you first—vwith which I sat beside
you in my rough school-days?”

“You knew I had no mother,” she replied with a smile,
“and felt kindly towards me.”

. ' More than that, Agnes. Iknew, almost as if I had known

s story, that there was something inexplicably gentle and

*  oftened surrounding you—something that might have been
sorrowful in some one else (as I can now understand it was),
but was not so in you.”

%he softly played on, looking at me still.

“;}Zli you laugh at my cherishing such fancies, Agnes?”

“Or at my saying that I really believe I felt, even then,
that you could be faithfully affectionate against all discourage-
ment, and never cease to be so until you ceased to live P—
Will you laugh at such a dream ?”

“Oh,no!l Oh, not”

Fox: an instant a distressful shadow crossed her face ; but,
even in the start it gave me, it was gone, and she was play-
ing on, and looking at me with her own calm smile.

_As I rode back in the lonely night, the wind going by me
like a restless memory, I thought of this, and feared she was
not happy. 7 was not happy ; but, thus far, I had faithfully
set the seal upon the Past, and, thinking of her pointing up-
ward, thought of her as pointing to that sky above me, where,
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m the mystery to come, I might yet love her with a love un-
known on carth, and tell her what the strife had been within
me when I Joved her here,

CHAPTER LXL
1 AM SIOWN TWO INTERESTING PENITENTS.

For a time—at all events until my book should be com-
pleted, which would be the work of several months—I took
up my abode in my aunt’s house at Dover ; and there, sitting
in the window {rom which I had looked out at the moon
upon the gea when that roof first gave me shelter, § quietly
pursued my task.

In pursuance of my intention of referring to my ovn
fictions only when theit course should incidentally connect
itsell with the progress of my story, I do not enter on the

pirati the delights, and triumphs of my art.
‘That T truly devoted myself to it with my strongest eamest-
ness, and bestowed upan it every energy of my soul, I have
already said.  If the Egoksl have wntten be of any worth,
they will supply the yest. I shall othermise have wntten to

r purposc, and the rest will be of interest to no one.

Occasionally 1 went to London—to lose myself mn the
swarm of life there, or to consult with Traddles on some
business point.  He had managed for me, 1 my absence,
with the soundest judgment, and my worldly affurs were
prospering.  As my notoriety began to bring upon me an
enormous quantity of letters from people of whom I had no
knowledge—chiefly about nothing, and extremely difficult to
answer—] agreed with Traddles to have my name pamted

up on his door,  There the devoted postman on that beat
delivered bushels of letters for me, and there, at intervals,
1 laboured through them, like a Home Secretary of State,
without the salary.

Among this correspondence, there dropped n, every now
and then, an obliging proposal from one of the numerous
outsiders always lurking about the Commons, to practise
under cover of my name (if I would take the necessary steps
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remaining to make a proctor of myself), and pay me a per-
centage on the profits. But I declined these offers, being
already aware that there were plenty of such covert practi-
tioners in existence, and considering the Commons quite bad
enough without my doing anything to make it worse.

The girls had gone home when my name burst into bloom
on Traddles’s door; and the sharp boy looked, all day, as if
he had never heard of Sophy, shut up in a back room, glan-
cing down from her work into a sooty little strip of garden
with a pump in it. But there I always found her, the same
bright housewife ; often humming her Devonshire ballads
when no strange foot was coming up the stairs, and blunting
the sharp boy in his official closet with melody.

I wondered, at first, why I so often found Sophy writing in
a copy-book, and why she always shut it up when I appeared,
and hurried it into the table-drawer. But the secret soon
came out. One day, Traddles (who had just come home
through the drizzling sleet from Court) took a paper out of

- his desk, and asked me what I thought of that handwriting ?
', “Oh, don’t, Tom!” cried Sophy, who was warming his
" ippers before the fire.

“My dear,” returned Tom, in a delighted state, “why not?
—What do you say to that writing, Copperfield?”

“It's extraordinarily legal and formal,” said I, “I don't
think I ever saw such a stiff hand.”

“ Not like a lady’s hand, is it ?” said Traddles.

*“A lady’s1” I repeated. “Bricks and mortar are more
like a lady’s hand 1”

Traddles broke into a rapturous laugh, and informed me
that it was Sophy’s writing ; that Sophy had vowed and de-
clared he would need a copying-clerk soon, and she would
be that clerk ; that she had acquired this hand from a pattern;
and that she could throw offi—I forget how many folios an
hour. = Sophy was very much confused by my being told
all this, and said that when “Tom ” was made a judge he
woulgin’t be so ready to proclaimit. Which “Tom?™ denied,
averring that he should always be equally proud of it, under
all circumstances.

“What a thoroughly good and charming wife she is, my
dear Traddles !” said 1, when she had gone away, laughing.
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“My dear Copperfield,” retumed Traddles, “she is, with-
out any exception, the dc:u'cst gitl! Thc way she manages
this place—her p
and order—her chccrfulnss, Copperfictd1”

“Indeed, you have reason to commend her1” T retumed.
“You are a happy fellow. I belicve you make yourselves,
and cach other, two of the happiest people in the world.”

“1 am sure we arr two of the happiest people,” returmed
Traddles. *“Tadmt that, at all events.  Bless my soul, when
I sec her getting up by candledight on these dark mormungs,
busying herself in the day’s amangements, going out to market
before the clerks come into the Inn, canng for no weather,
devising the most capital litle dinners out of the plamnest

materials, making puddings and pies, keeping everything m
its right place, always so neat and ornamental herself, sitting
up at night with me if 1it's ever so late, sweet-tempered and
encouraging always, and all Jor me, I positnely sometimes
can't behieve i, Copperfield 17

He was tender of the very slippers she had been warming,
as he put them on, and stretched his feet enjoyingly upon
the fender.

“1 positively sometimes can’t beheve it,” sud Traddles
“Then, our pleasures! Dear me, they are nexpensise, but
they are quite wonderful! When we are at hume here, of
an evening, and shut the outer door, and draw those curtains
—which she made—where could we be more snug® When
it's fine, and we go out for a walk 11 the (veniny, the stredts
abound in emjoyment for us  We look into the glutenng
windows of the jewellers’ shops, and 1 show Suphy which of
the diamond-eyed serpents, colled up on winte satin naing-
grounds, T would give her +f 1 could afiord at, and \nph\
shows me which of the gold watrhes that are up[xd and
jewelled and engine-tumed, and posscssed of the horzontal
lc\'cr-esapc-movcmcm, and all sorts of things, <he would buy
for me if ske could afford 1t, and we pik out the spoons
and forks, fish-slices, butter-Anic~, and suzar- (o ¢
should both prefer if we could borh zford it and e b we
go away as if we had got them T .o, when we st "R

the squares and great strects, and scea Fuso O A

times wa Innk BN 2t gt and e bew qrmbd shesda 4 It-=
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made a judge? And we parcel it out—such a room for ug
such rooms for the girls, and so forth; until we settle ta
our satisfaction that 1t would do, or it wouldn’t do, as, the
case may be. Sometimes we go at half-price to the pit of
the theatre—the very smell of which is cheap, in my opimon,
at the money—and there we thoroughly enjoy the play,
which Sophy believes every word of, and so do I In
walking home, perhaps we buy a little bit of something at a
cook’s-shop, or a little lobster at the fishmonger’s, and bring
it here, and make a splendid supper, chatting about what
we have seen. Now, you know, Copperfield, if I was Lord
Chancellor, we couldn’t do this1”

“You would do something, whatever you were, my dear
Traddles,” thought I, “that would be pleasant and amiable.
And by the way,” I said aloud, “I suppose you never draw
any skeletons now?”

“Really,” replied Traddles, laughing, and reddening, *“I
can’t wholly deny that I do, my dear Copperfield. For,
being in one of the back rows of the King’s Bench the other

"day, with a pen in my hand, the fancy came into my head to
how I had preserved that accomplishment. And I am
afraid there’s a skeleton, in a wig, on the ledge of the desk.”

After we had both laughed heartily, Traddles wound up
by looking with a smile at the fire, and saying, in his for-
giving way, ““0Old Creakle!”

“I have a letter from that old—rascal here,” said 1. For
I never was less disposed to forgive him the way he used
to batter Traddles, than when I saw Traddles so ready to
forgive him himself,

“1:; Flr,c,)m Creakle, the schoolmaster?” exclaimed Traddles.
o

“ Among the persons who are attracted to me in my rising
fa‘me and fortune,” said I, looking over my letters, “and who
discover that they were always much attached to me, is the
self-same Creakle. He is not a schoolmaster now, Traddles.
He is retired. He is 2 Middlesex magistrate.”

T thought Traddles might be surprised to hear it, but he
was not so at alL

“Hsw do you suppose he comes to be a Middlesex
magistrata ? 7 said 1. ‘
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““Oh, dear me!” replied Traddles, “it would be very
difficult to answer that question. Perhaps he voted fot
somebody, or lent money to somebody, or bought something
of somebody, or otherwise obliged somebody, or jobbed for

body, who knew body who got the li of
the county to i him for the ission.”

“On the commission he is, at any rate,” said . “And
he wntes to me here, that he will be glad to show me, in
operation, the only truc system of pnson discipline ; the only
unchallengeable way of making sincere and lasting converts
and penitents—which, you know, is by solitary confinement,
What do you say ?”

“To the system ? " inquired Traddles, looking grave.

“Noj; to my accepting the offer, and your going with me?*

“T don't object,” sud Traddles.

“Then I write to say so.  You remember (to say
nothing of our treatment) this same Creakle turming his son
out of doors, I suppose, and the hfe he used to lead his wife
and daughter?”

“ Perfectly,” said Traddles.

“Yet, if you'll read his letter, you'll find he is the ten-
derest of men to prnsoners convicted of the whole calendar
of felonies,” said 1; “though I can't ﬁn‘d that his tender-

mysell’; or my observation of similar practical satires would
ve been but scanty.  We armanged the time of our wsit,
and T wrote accordingly to Mr. Creakle that evening.

On the appointed day—I think it was the next day, but
no matter—Traddles and I repared to the pnson where
Mr, Creakle was powerful. It was an immense and solid
building, erccted at a vast expense. I could not help think-
ing, as we approached the gate, what an uproar would have
been made in the country if any deluded man had proposed
to spend one half the money 1t had cost on the erection obw,
an industrial school for the young, or & house of refuge f |
the deserving old '

Tn an offire that mizhe have been en the ground flocr
the Tower of Babel, 1t was so massively constructed, we wer
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presented to our old schoolmaster, who was one of a_ group,

composed of two or three of the busier sort of magistrates,
1d some visitors they had brought. He received me like
man who had formed my mind in bygone years, and had
ways loved me tenderly. On my introducing Traddles, Mr.
reakle expressed, in like manner, but in an n}fenor degree,
1t he had always been Traddles’s guide, philosopher, and
iend. Our vencrable instructor was a great deal older, and
ot improved in appearance. His face was as fiery as ever;
is eyes were as small, and rather deeper set. The scanty,
etlooking grey hair, by which I remembered him, was
Imost gone; and the thick veins in his bald head were
one the more agreeable to look at.

After some conversation among these gentlemen, from
thich T might have supposed that there was nothing in the
rorld to be legitimately taken into account but the supreme
omfort of prisoners, at any expense, and nothing on the
ride earth to be done outside prison doors, we began our
nspection. It being then just dinner-time, we went first -

to the great kitchen, where every prisoner’s dinner was in
ourse of being set out separately (to be handed to him in
iis cell), with the regularity and precision of clockwork., I
aid aside, to Traddles, that I wondered whether it occurred
o anybody that there was a striking contrast between these
llentiful repasts of choice quality, and the dinners, not to say
f paupers, but of soldiers, sailors, labourers, the great bulk
f the honest, working community—of whom not one man
n five hundred ever dined half so well. But I learned that
he “system” required high living ; and, in short, to dispose
f the system, once for all, I found that, on that head and on
dl others, “the system” put an end to all doubts and dis-
10sed of all anomalies. Nobody appeared to have the least
dea that there was any other system but s system to be
:onsidered.

As we were going through some of the magnificent pas-
ages, I inquired of Mr. Creakle and his friends what were
upposed to be the main advantages of this all-governing
nd universally over-riding system. I found them to be the
rerfect jsolation of prisoners, so that no one man in confine-
nent there knew anything about another ; and the reduction
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of Twenty-Seven being reserved for a concluding effect. But,
at last, we came to the door of his cell; and Mr. Creakle,
looking through a little hole in it, reported to us, in a state of
the greatest admiration, that he was reading 2 Hymn Book.

There was such a rush of heads immediately to see Number
Twenty-Seven reading his Hymn Book, that the little hole
was blocked up, six or seven heads deep. To remedy this
inconvenience, and give us an opportunity of conversing with
Twenty-Seven in all his purity, Mr. Creakle directed the
door of the cell to be unlocked, and TwentySeven to be
invited out into the passage. This was done, and whom
should Traddles and I then behold, to our amazement, in
this converted Number Twenty-Seven, but Uriah Heep

He knew us directly, and said as he came out, with the

old writhe,—

“How do you do, Mr, Copperfield? How do you do,
Mr. Traddles?” ppert

This recognition caused a general admiration in the party.

"~ 1 rather thought that every one was struck by his not being

uud, and taking notice of us.

“Well, Twenty-Seven,” said Mr. Creakle, mournfully ad-
miring him, “how do you find yourself to-day #*

#1 am very umble, sir ! ” replied Uriah Heep.

“You are always so, Twenty-Seven,” said Mr. Creakle.

Here, another gentleman asked, with estreme anxiety,
¥ Are you quite comfortable?”

_“Yes, 1 thank you, sir {” said Uriah Heep, looking in that
direction. *“TFar more comfortable here than ever I was
outside. I see my follies now, sir. ‘That's what makes me
comfortable.”

. Several gentlemen were much affected; and a third ques-
tioner, forcing himself to the front, inquired with extreme
feeling, ¥ How do you find the beef?”

. “Thank you, sir,” replied Uriah, glancing in the new direc-
tion of this voice, “it was tougher yesterday than I could
wish ; but ’1’t’s my duty to bear. I have committed follies,
gentlemen, said Urah, looking round with n meek smile,

and I ought to bear the consequences without repining.”

. A murmur, partly of gratification at Twenty-Seven’s celes-
tial state of mind, and partly of indignation against the Con-
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tractor who bad given him any camse of complaint (2 rote
of which was immediately made by Mr, Creakls), having
subsided, Twenty-Seven stood in themidst of s, as if he
ekt himself the principel object of merit in 2 highly mesd-
totious museum.  That we, the neophytes, might bave 20
excess of Eght shining vpon s all at once, crders were given
to let out Twenty-Erght,

I had been so much 2stonished already, that T enly felta
kind of res'zned wender when Mr. Littimer walked forth,
reading a good book,

#Twenty-Eight,” said a gentleman in spectacles, wko had
not yet spoken, “you complained last week, my good fellow,
of the cocoa,  How has it been since?”

#1 thark you, sir,” said Mr. Littimer, “it has been better
made. If I might take the Liberty of saying so, sir, T don't
think the milx which is boiled with it is quite gentine; bat
T am axare, sit, that there is 2 great 2dulteration of milk in
Ign_don,a::d that the anticle in 2 pure state is diffeclt to be
obtainad.”

It ap d to m= that the i in spectacles backed
bis Twenty-Eight against Mr. Creakle’s Twenty-Seven, for
each of them took his o%n mc2n in hand

“What is your state of mind, Twenty-Eight?” said the
questioner in spectacles.

“1 thark you, sir,” reterned Mr. Littimer; “1 see my
foliies now, sir. Iam a good deal troubled when I think of
the sins of my former companrons, sir; but I trust they may
find forgiveniess.”

“You are quite happy yourself?? sxid the questioner,

nodding encotragement. .
“1em much oblized to you, sir,” retumed Mr. Littimer.
“Perfectly so®

“Ts there anything at 2il on your mind, now?” said the
qusstioner.  “1f so, mention it, Twenty-Eight™

“Sir,® said Mr. Littimer, without Jooking cp, “if ry eyes
have not deceived me, there is a gentleman present who was
2cqminted with me in my fommer Lfe. 1t may be profinable
to that pentderman to know, s, that 1 aitnbule my past
follies entirely to having lived a thovghilass Iife in the service
of young men, and to having allowed myself to be led by
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of Twenty-Seven being reserved for a concluding effect.  But,
at ast, we came to the door of his cell; and Mr. Creakle,
looking through a little hole in it, reported to us, in a state of
the greatest admiration, that he was reading a Hymn Book.

There was such a rush of heads immediately to see Number
Twenty-Seven reading his Hymn Book, that the little hole
was blocked up, six or seven heads deep. To remedy this
inconvenience, and give us an opportunity of conversing with
Twenty-Seven in all his purity, Mr. Creakle directed the
door of the cell to be unlocked, and Twenty-Seven to be
invited out into the passage. This was done, and whom
should Traddles and T then behold, to our amazement, in
this converted Number Twenty-Seven, but Uriah Heep!!

He knew us directly, and said ag he came out, with the
old writhe,—

“How do you do, Mr. Copperfield? How do you do,
Mr, Traddles?”

This recognition caused a general admiration in the party.
I rather thought that every one was struck by his not being
proud, and taking notice of us.

“Well, Twenty-Seven,” said Mr. Creakle, mournfully ad-
miring him, “how do you find yourself to-day #*

“T am very umble, sir !” replied Uriah Heep.

“You are always so, Twenty-Seven,” said Mr. Creakle.

Here, another gentleman asked, with extreme anxiety,
“ Are you quite comfortable?”

“Yes, I thank you, sir!” said Uriah Heep, looking in that
direction. “Far more comfortable here than ever I was
outside. I see my follies now, sir. ‘That's what wmakes me
comfortable.”

. Several gentlemen were much affected ; and a third ques-
tioner, forcing himself to the front, inquired with extreme
feeling, “ How do you find the beef?”

. “Thank you, sir,” replied Uriah, glancing in the new direc-
tion of this voice, “it was tougher yesterday than I could
wish ; but it’'s my duty to bear. I have committed follies,
ﬁcnt]emen,” said Uriah, looking round with a meek smile,

and I ought to bear the consequences without repining.”

. A murmur, partly of gratification at Twenty-Seven’s celes-
tial state of mind, and partly of indignation against the Con-
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tractor who had given him any cause of complaint {a note
of which was immediately made by Mr. Creakle), having
subsided, Twenty-Seven stood in thermidst of us, as if he
felt himself the principal object of merit in a highly meri-
torious museum. That we, the neophytes, might have an
excess of light shining upon us all at once, orders were given
to let out Twenty-Eight,

I had been so much astonished already, that I only felt a
kind of resigned wonder when Mr. Littimer walked forth,
reading a good book.

“Twenty-Eight,” said a gentleman in spectacles, who had
not yet spoken, *you complamed last week, my good fellow,
of the cocoa.  How has it been since?”

“¥ thank you, sir,” sard Mr. Litumer, it has been better
made, If I might take the hiberty of saying so, sir, I don't
think the milk which is boiled with it is quite genuine; but
I am aware, sir, that there is a great adulteration of milk in
London, and that the article in a pure state 15 difficult to be
obtained.”

Tt appeared to me that the gentleman in spectacles backed
his Twenty-Eight against Mr Creakle’s Twenty-Seven, for
each of them took his own man n hand.

“What is your state of mind, Twenty-Eight?” said the
questioner in spectacles,

“I thank you, sir,” retuned Mr. Littimer; “I see my
follies now, sir. I am a good deal troubled when I think of
the sins of my former companions, sir; but T trust they may
find forgiveness.”

“You are quite happy yourself?” said the questioner,
nodding encouragement.

“I am much obliged to you, sir,” returned Mr, Littimer,
“ Perfectly so.”

“Is there anything at all on your mind, now?” said the
questioner.  “If so, mention it, Twenty-Eight”

“Sir,” said Mr, Littimer, without looking up, “if my eyes
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them into weaknesses, which I had not the strength to re-
sist. I hope that gentleman will take warning, sir, and will
not be offended at nfy freedom. It is for his good. I am
conscious of my own past follies. I hope he may repent of
all the'wickedness and sin to which he has been a party.”

T observed that several gentlemen were shading their eyes,
each with one hand, as if they had just come into church.

“This does you credit, Twenty-Eight,” returned the ques-
tioner. *1 should have expected it of you. Is there any-
thing else?”

«Sir,” returned Mr. Littimer, slightly lifiing up his eye-
brows, but not his eyes, *there was a young woman who fell'
into dissolute courses, that I endeavoured to save, sir, but
could not rescue. I beg that gentleman, if he has it in his
power, to inform that young woman from me that I forgive
her her bad conduct towards myself, and that I call her to
repentance—if he will be so good.”

“I have no doubt, Twenty-Eight,” returned the questioner,
“that the gentleman you refer to feels very strongly—as we

o+ all must—what you have so properly said. We will not

detain you.”

“1 thank you, sir,” said Mr. Littimer., ©Gentlemen, I
wish you a good day, and hoping you and your families will
also see your wickedness, and amend ! ®

With this, Number Twenty-Eight retired, after a glance be-
tween him and Uriah, as if they were not altogether unknown
to each other, through some medium of communication ; and
a murmur went round the group, as his door shut upon him
that he was a most respectable man, and a beautiful case.

“Now, Twenty-Seven,” said Mr. Creakle, entering on a
clear stage with Z/s man, “is there anything that any one
can do for you? 1If so, mention it.”

“I would umbly ask, sir,” returned Uriah, with a jerk of
his malevolent head, “for leave to write again to mother.”

“1It shall certainly be granted,” said Mr. Creakle.

*Thank you, sir. I am anxious about mother. I am
afraid she ain’t safe.”

Somebody incautiously asked, what from? But there was
a scandalized whisper of *“Hush1”

“Immortally safe, sir,” returned Uriah, writhing in the
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direction of the voice. *I should wish mother to be got

into my state. I never should have been got into my pres-

ent state if I hadn’t come here. 1 wish mother had come

h:r'a It' would be better for everybody if they got took up,
P P
' .1

e e ‘-

longed, if he could, “I was given to follies; but now I am
sensible of my follies, There's a deal of sin outside. There's
a deal of sin in mother. There's nothing but sin everywhere
—except here”

“You are quite changed?” said Mr. Creakle.

“Oh dear, yes, sir!” cried this hopeful penitent.

“You wouldn't relapse if you were going out?” asked
somebody else.

“Oh dear, no, sir}*

“Well” said Mr, Creakle, “this is very gratifying.  You
have addressed Mr. Copperfield, Twenty-Seven. Do you
wish to say anything further to him? ®

“You knew me a long time before I came here and was
changed, Mr. Copperfield,” said Uriah, looking at me; and
2 more villainous ook I never saw, even on his visage. “You
knew me when, in spite of my follies, I was umble among
them that was proud, and meek among them that was violent.
You was violent to me yourself, Mr. Copperfield. Once you
struck me a blow in the face, you know.”

ion. Several indj; glances directed

General i
at me,

“But I forgive you, Mr. Copperfield,” said Urizh, making
his forgiving nature the subject of a most impious and awful
parallel, which I shall not record.  “I forgive everybody. It
would ill become me to bear malice. I freely forgive you,
and I hope you'll curb your passions in future. I hope Mr
W. will repent, and Afiss W, and all of that sinful lot
You've been visited with afiliction, and I hope it may do

good 5 but you'd better have come here. Mr. W. had
ma have come here, and Miss W, too. The best wish 1
could give you, Mr. Copperfield, and give all of you gentle
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men, is, that you could be took up and brought here. When
I think of my past follies, and my present state, I am sure it
would be best for you. I pity all who ain’t brought here!”

He sneaked back into his cell, amidst a little chorus of
approbation ; and both Traddles and I experienced a great
relief when he was locked in.

It was a characteristic feature in this repentance, that I
was fain to ask what these two men had done to be there at
all. That appeared to be the last thing about which they
had anything to say. I addressed myself to one of the two
warders, who, I suspected, from certain latent indications in
their faces, knew pretty well what all this stir was worth.

“Do you know,” said I, as we walked along the passage,
“what felony was Number Twenty-Seven’s last *folly*?”

The answer was that it was a Bank case,

“A fraud on the Bank of England?” I asked.

“Yes, sir, Fraud, forgery, and conspiracy. He and some
others, He set the others on. It was a deep plot for a large
sum. Sentence——transportation for life. Twenty-Seven was
the knowingest bird of the lot, and had very nearly kept him-
self safe; but not quite. The Bank was just able to put salt
upon his tail—and only just.”

“ Do you know Twenty-Eight's offence?” .

“Twenty-Eight,” returned my informant, speaking through-
out in a low tone, and looking over his shoulder as we walked
along the passage, to guard himself from being overheard, in
such an unlawful reference to these Immaculates, by Creakle
and the rest—* Twenty-Eight (also transportation) got a place,
and robbed a young master of a matter of two hundred and
filty pounds in money and valuables, the night before they
were going abroad. 1 particularly recollect his case from his
being took by a dwarf.?

“A what?”

* A little woman. I have forgot her name®

“Not Mowcher?”

“That's it! He had eluded pursuit, and was going to
A.mer_1m in a flaxen wig and whiskers, and such a complete
disguise as never you see in all your born days, when the
little woman, being in Southampton, met him walking along
the street—picked him out with her sharp eye in a moment
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—ran betwixt his legs to upset him—and held on to him like
grim Death.®

“Excellent Miss Mowcher1” cried 1. ‘

“You'd have said so, if you had seen her, standing on a
chair in the witness-box at his trial, as I did,” said my friend.
“He cut her face right open, and pounded her in the most
brutal manner, when she took him; but she never loosed
her hold till he was Jocked up. She held so tight to him, in
fact, that the officers were obliged to take 'em both together.
She gave her evidence in the gamest way, and was highly
complimented by the Bench, and cheered right home to
her lodgings. She said in court that she'd have took him
single-handed (on account of what she knew concerning him)
if he had been Samson. And it’s my belief she would 1”

It was mine 100, and I highly respected Miss Mowcher

T it
Ve had now seen all there was to see. It would have
been in vain to represent, to such a man as the worshipful
Mr. Creakle, that Twenty-Seven and Twenty-Eight were per-
fectly consistent and unchanged ; that exactly what they were
then, they had always been; that the hypocritical knaves
were just the subjects to make that sort of profession in such
a place; that they knew its market value at least as well as
we did, in the immediate service it would do them when they
were expatriated; in a word, that it was a rotten, hollow,
painfully-suggestive plece of business altogether. We left
:ihegn to their system and themseles, and went home won-
ering. .
“Perhaps it’s a good thing, Traddles,” said I, “to have an
3nmt}l:.2d Hobby ridden hard, for i’s the sooner ridden to
eat

“I hope s0,” replied Traddles.

CHAPTER LXIL
A LIGHT SHINES ON MY WAY.

TIE year came round to Christmas-time, and I had been at
bome above two months. I had seen Agnes frequently.
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TTywever loud the general voice’ might be in giving me
couragement, and however fervent the emotions and en-
avours to which it roused me, I heard her lightest word. of
iise as 1 heard nothing else. :
At least once a week, and sometimes oftener, I rode over
are, and passed the evening. I usually rode back at night;
- the old unhappy sense was always hovering about me
w—most sorrowfully when I left her—and I was glad to
. up and out, rather than wandering over the past in weary
tkefulness or miserable dreams. I wore away the longest
rt of many wild sad nights in those rides, reviving, as I
:nt, the thoughts that had occupied me in my long absence.
Or, if I were to say rather that I listened to the echoes
"those thoughts, I should better express the truth. They
oke to me from afar off. I had put them at a distance,
id accepted my inevitable place. When I read to Agnes
aat I wrote, when I saw her listening face, moved her to
niles or tears, and heard her cordial voice so earnest on
e shadowy events of that imaginative world in which 1
red, I thought what a fate mine might have been; but
ily thought so, as I had thought after I was married to
ora what I could have wished my wife to be. :
My duty to Agnes, who loved me with a love which, if I
squieted, I wronged most selfishly and poorly, and could
aver restore ; my matured assurance that I, who had worked
it my own destiny, and won what I had impetuously set my
2art on, had no right to murmur and must bear—comprised
hat.I felt, and what I had learned. But I loved her. And
ow it even became some consolation to me, vaguely to con-
sive a distant day when I might blamelessly avow it ; when
I this should be over ; when I could say, *“ Agnes, so it was
hen I came home; and now I am old, and I never have
wed since!”
She did not once show me any change in herself, What
1e always had been to me, she still was—wholly unaltered.
Between my aunt and me there had been something, in
s connection, since the night of my return, which I cannot
dl a restraint, or an avoidance of the subject, so much as an
aplied understanding that we thought of it together, but did
ot shape our thoughts into words. When, according to our
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old custom, we sat before the fire at night, we often fell into
this trai 1ly, and as iously to each other, as if
we had unreservedly s2id so. But we preserved an unbroken
silence. I believed that she had read, or partly read, my
Tt o eete % St comprehended why 1

" ' o ', and Agnes bhaving re-
posed no new confidence in me, a doubt that had several
times arisen in my mind—whether she conld have that per-
ception of the true state of my breast, which restrained her
with the apprehension of giving me pain—began to oppress
me heavily. If that were so, my sacrifice was nothing ; my
plainest obligation to her unfulfilled ; and every poor action
I had shrunk from, I was hourly doing. 1 resolved to set
this right beyond all doubt; if such a barrier were between
us, to break it down at once with a determined hand.

It was—what lasting reason have I to remember itl—a
cold, harsh, winter day. There had been snow some hours
before, and it lay, not deep, but hard-frozen on the ground.
Out at sea, beyond my window, the wind blew ruggedly from
the north. I had been thinking of it sweeping over those
mountain wastes of snow in Switzerland, then inaccessible to
any human foot, and had been speculating which was the
lonelier—those solitary regions, or a deserted ocean.

“* Riding to-day, Trot?” said my aunt, putting her head in
at the door,

“Yes,” said I; “I am going over to Canterbury, It's a
good day for a ride.”

“1 hope your horse may think so too,” said my aunt;
““but at present he is holding down his head and his ears,
standing before the door there as if he thought his stable
preferable.”

My aunt, I may observe, allowed my horse on the for-
bidden ground, but had not at all relented toward the
donkeys.

“He will be fresh enough presently,” said I

“The ride will do his master good, at all events,” observed
my aunt, glancing at the papers on Iy table.  *Ab, child,

ou pass & good many hours here! 1 'never thought, when
¥ used to read books, what work it was to wnte them.™
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“It's work enough to read them sometimes,” I returned.
“ As to the writing, it has its own charms, aunt.”

«Ah, I see!” said my aunt. “ Ambition, love of approba-
tion, sympathy, and much more, I suppose? Well, go along
with you!” ,

“Do you know anything more,” said I, standing com-
posedly before her—she had patted me on the shoulder, and
sat down in my chair— of that attachment of Agnes?”

She looked up in my face a little while before replying,—

¢ think I do, Trot.” .

“ Are you confirmed in your imprescion?” I inquired.

“7 think I am, Trot.”

She looked so steadfastly at me, with a kind of doubt,
or pity, or suspense in her affection, that I summoned the
stronger determination to show her a perfectly cheerful face.

 And what is more, Trot: ” gaid my aunt,

€ Yes ‘ ”n

# T think Agnes is going to be married.”

“God bless her1” said I cheerfully,

“God bless her,” said my aunt, “and her husband too1”

I echoed it, parted from my aunt, went lightly downstairs,
mounted, and rode away. There was greater reason than
before to do what I had resolved to do.

How weli I recollect the wintry ridet The frozen par-
ticles of ice, brushed from the blades of grass by the wind,
and bome across my face; the hard clatter of the horse’s
hoofs, beating a tune upon the ground; the stiff tilled soil;
the snowdrift, lightly eddying in the chalk-pit as the breeze
ruffled it; the smoking team with the wagon of old hay,
stopping to breathe on the hill-top, and shaking their bells
musically ; the whitened slopes and sweeps of Down land
l)lnngtagajnst the dark sky, as if they were drawn on a huge
slate

I found Agnes alone. The little girls had gone to their
own homes now, and she was alone by the fire, reading. She
put down her book on seeing me come in; and having
welcomed me as usual, took her work-basket, and sat in one
of the old-fashioned windows.

I sat beside her on the window-seat, and we talked of what
I was domng, and when 1t wculd be done, and of the progress
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T had made since my last visit. Agnes was very cheerful,
and laughingly predicted that I should soon become too
famous to be talked to on such subjects.

“So I make the most of the present time, you see,” said
Agnes, *and talk to you while I may.”

As T looked at her beautiful face, observant of her work,
sht;l raised her mild clear eyes, and saw that I was Jooking
at her.

*You are thoughtful to-day, Trotwood '™

“ Agnes, shall I tell you what about? I came to tell you®

She put aside her work, as she was used to do when we
were seriously discussing anything, and gave me her whole
altention.

“My dear Agnes, do you doubt my being true to you?”

%No!” she answered, with a look of astonishment.

“Do you doubt my being what I always have been to

ou?”
v *No " she answered, as before.

“ Do you remember that I tried to tell you, when I came
home, what a debt of gratitude I owed you, dearest Agnes,
and how fervently I felk towards you?”

#1 conld hardly fail to know, even 1f I had not heard—but
from other lips than yours, Agnes, which seems strange—
that there is some one upon whom you hate bestowed the
treasure of your love. Do not shut me out of what concerns
your happiness so nearlyl If you can trust me as you say
you can, and as T know you may, let me be your friend, your

rother, in this matter, of all others1”

With an appealing, almost a reproachful, glance, she rose
from the window, and hurrying across the room as 1f without
knowing where, put her hands before her face, and burst
into such tears as smote me to l}‘w heart.
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« Agnes! sister| dearest! What have I done?”

“Let me go away, Trotwood. I am not well. I am not
myself. I will speak to you by-and-by—another time. I
will write to you. Don’t speak to me now. Don’t! don’t!”

I sought to recollect what she had said, when I had spoken
to her on that former night, of her affection needing no
return. It seemed a very world that I must search through
in a2 moment. )

“ Agnes, I cannot bear to see you so, and think that I have
been the cause. My dearest girl, dearer to me than any-
thing in life, if you are unhappy, let me share your unhappi-
ness. If you are in need of help or counsel, let me try to
give it to you. If you have indeed a burden on your heart,
let me try to lighten it. For whom do I live now, Agnes, if
it is not for you?”

“Qh, spare me! I am not myself! Another time!” was
all T could distinguish.

Was it a selfish error that was leading me away? Or,
having once a clue to hope, was there something opening to
me that I had not dared to think of?

“I must say more. I cannot let you leave me so! Tor
Heaven’s sake, Agnes, let us not mistake each other after all
these years, and all that has come and gone with them! I
must speak plainly. If you have any lingering thought that
I could envy the happiness you will confer ; that I could not
resign you to a dearer protector, of your own choosing ; that
I could not, from my removed place, be a contented witness
of your joy—dismiss it, for I don’t deserve it! I kave not
suffered quite in vain. You have not taught me quite in
vain. There is no alloy of self in what I feel for you.”

She was quiet now. 1In a little time she turned her pale
face towards me, and said in a low voice, broken here and
there, but very clear,—

“I owe it to your pure friendship for me, Trotwood—
which, indeed, I do not doubt—to tell you, you are mistaken.
I can do no more. If I have sometimes, in the course of
years, wanted help and counsel, they have come to me. If I
have sometimes been unhappy, the feeling has passed away.
If T have ever had a burden on my heart, it has been
lightened for me. If T have any secret, it is—no new one:
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and is—not what you suppose. I cannot reveal it, or divide
it. It has long been mine, and must remain mine.”

“Agnes! Stay! A momentl”

She was going away, but 1 detained her. 1 clasped my arm
about her waist. “In the course of years!” “It js nota
new onel” New thoughts and hopes were whirling through
my mind, and all the colours of my life were changing.

*Dearest Agnes! whom I so respect and honour—whom
I so devotedly love !—when 1 came here to-day, I thought
that nothing could have wrested this confession from me. I
thought I could have kept &t in my bosom all our lives, till
we were old. But, Agnes, if I have indeed any new-bom
hope that I may ever call you something more than sister,
widely different from sister i —*

Her tears fell fast, but they were not like those she had
htely shed, and 1 saw my hope brighten in them.

“ Agnes l—ever my guide and best support I—if you had
been more mindful of yourself, and less of me, when we grew
up here together, I think my heedless fancy never would
have wandered from you. But you were so much better than
I, so necessary to me in every boyish hope and disappoint-
ment, that to have you to confide in and rely upon in every-

o , N * " for the time the

. nd clasped in my
arms as she had never been, as I had thought she never
was to bel

“When I loved Dora—fondly, Agnes, as you know——"

“Yes1” she cried earnestly. ~ “I am glad to know it1”

**When I loved her—even then, my love would have been
incomplete without your sympathy. I had it, and it was
g::kctcd. And when I lost her, Agnes, what should I have

n without you saill?”

Closer in my arms, nearer to my heart, her trembling hand
upon my shoulder, her sweet eyes shiung through her tears,
on minel

*I went away, dear Agnes, loving you I stayed away,
Toving you. I returned home, loving you 1" .

And now 1 tried to tell her of the struggle I had had, and
the conclusion I had come to. I tried to lay my mind before
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her, truly and entirely. I tried to show her how I haa
hoped I had come into the better knowledge of myself and
of her; how I had resigned myself to what that better -
knowledge brought ; and how I had come there, even that
day, in my fidelity to this, If she did so love me, I said,
that she could take me for her husband, she could do so on
no deserving of mine, except upon the truth of my love for
her, and the trouble in which it had ripened to be what it
was ; and hence it was that I revealed it. % And oh, Agnes,
even out of thy true eyes, in that same time, the spirit of my
child-wife looked upon me, saying it was well ; and winning
me, through thee, to tenderest recollections of the Blossom
that had withered in its bloom {”

“I am so blest, Trotwood—my heart is so overcharged—
but there is one thing I must say.”

“ Dearest, what?”

She laid her gentle hands upon my shouiders, and looked
calmly in my face,

“ Do you know yet what it is?”

“Y am afraid to speculate on what it is. Tell me, my

* dear.”

“I have loved you all my life!”

Oh, we were happy, we were happy! Our tears were not
for the trials (hers so much the greater) through which we
had come to be thus, but for the rapture of being thus, never
to be divided more !

We walked, that winter evening, in the fields together, and
the blessed calm within us seemed to be partaken by the
frosty air. The early stars began to shine while we were
lingering on, and looking up to them, we thanked our Gop
for having guided us to this tranquillity.

_We stood together in the same old-fashioned window at
night, when the moon was shining—Agnes with her quiet
eyes raised up to it; I following her glance. Long miles of
road then-opened out before my mind ; and, toiling on, I saw
a ragged, way-worn boy, forsaken and neglected, who should
come to call even the heart now beating against mine, his own,

It was nearly dinner-time next day.when we appeared
before my aunt, She was up in my study, Peggotty said—
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which it was her pride to keep in readiness and order for me.
We found her, in her spectacles, sitting by the fire.

“Goodness me!” said my aunt, peering through the dusk,
“who's this you're bringing home ?*

“ Agnes,” said L

As we had arranged to say nothing at first, my aunt was
not g little discomfited.  She darted a hopeful glance at me
when I eaid " Agnes;® but seeing that I looked as usual,
she took off her spectacles in despar, and rubbed her nose
with them,

She greeted Agnes heartily, nevertheless, and we were
soon in the lighted parlour downstairs, gt dinner. My sunt
put on her spectaci=s twice or thrice to take another look
at me, but as often took them off agan, disappointcd, and
rubbed her nose with th h to the d fi of
Mr Dick, who knew this to be a bad symptom.

"By thebye, sunt,” #aid 1, after Z:ﬂ.er, “] have beep
speaking to Agnes about what you told me.”

“Then, Trot,” eud my aunt, turning scarlet, “you did
wrong, and broke your promise.”

“You are not angry, nunt, I trust? 1 am sure you won't be
when you Jearn that Agr 313 not unhappy in any attachment.”

**Stuff and nonsense | * :id my sunt.

As my aunt appeared to be annoyed, I thought the best
way was t0 cut her snnoyance short, I took Agnes in my
amm to the back of her chair, and we both leaned over her.
My aunt, with one clap of her hands, and one Jook through
her spectacles, imr'nedi.mly went into hysterics, for the first

et Al st ot b
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hugged Mr. Dick (who was highly honoured, but a good dea)
surprised) ; and after that told them why. Then we were
a1l happy together.

1 could not discover whether my aunt, in her last short
conversation ~vith ms, had fallen on a pious fraud, or had
really mistaken the state of my mind. It was quite enough,
she said, that she had told me Agnes was going to be mamied,
and that I now knew better than any one how true it was.
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We were married within a fortnight. Traddles and Sophy,
and Doctor and Mrs. Strong, were the only guests at our quiet
wedding. We left them full of joy, and drove away to-
gether. Clasped in my embrace, I held the source of every
worthy aspiration I had ever had—the centre of myself, the
circle of my life, my own, my wife—my love of whom was
founded on a rock !

“Dearest husband }” said Agnes—*“now that I may call
you by that name-—I have one thing more to tell you.”

“Tet me hear it, love.” .

“It grows out of the night when Dora died. She sent
you for me.” '

“Ghe did.”

“She told me that she left me something. Can you think
what it was?” -

I believed I could. I drew the wife who had so long
loved me closer to my side. .

“ She told me that she made a last request to me, and lefi
me a last charge.”

‘“ And it was——"

“That only I would occupy this vacant place.”

And Agnes laid her head upon my breast, and wept; and

I wept with her, though we were so happy.

CHAPTER LXIIL
A VISITOR.

WHrAT I have purposed to record is nearly finished ; but there
is yet an incident conspicuous in my memory, on which it
often rests with delight, and without which one thread in the
web I have spun would have a ravelled end.

I had advanced in fame and fortune ; my domestic joy was
perfect; I had been married ten happy years. Agnes and I
were sitting by the fire, in our house in London, one night
in spring, and three of our children were playing in the room,
when I was told that a stranger wished to see me.

He had been asked if he came on business, and had
answered No; he had come for the pleasure of seeing me,

" dadh o
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T, e my servant
AREHET “ *  moreover
. . reop St o msed totell
them, introductory to the arrival of a wicked old Fairyina
cloak who hated everybody, it produced some commotion.
One of our boys laid his head in his mother's lap to be out
of harm’s way, and little Agnes (our eldest child) left her doll
in a chair to represent her, and thrust out her little heap of
golden curls from between the window-curtains, to see what
happened next. .

*Let him come in here1” said L.

There soon appeared, pausing in the dark doorway as he
entered, a hale, grey-haired old man, Little Agnes, attracted
by his looks, had run to bring hum 1, and I bad not yet
clearly seen his face, when my wife, starting up, cried out to
me, in a pleased and agitated voice, that it was Mr. Peggotty !

1t tras Mr, Peggotty. An old man now, but in 2 ruddy,
hearty, strong old age. When our first emotion was over,
and he sat befote the ﬁr‘!_: with the children on his knees, and

oot S S S S - .
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.

4 joytul hour indeed, old inend 1” cned L

“And these here pretty ones,” said Mr. Peggotty. “To
ook at these here flowers ! Why, Mas't Davy, you was but the
heighth of the littlest of these when I first see you' When
Tm'ly wam't no bigger, and our poor lad were éufa lad!®

“Time has changed me more than it has changed you
since then,” said I~ “But let these dear rogues go to bed;
and as no house in England but this mustaklold ou, tell me

" Fpeba cvAMTLY Y

LT . o ! “quite alone.”
Tyt s =, how to mve him
welcome enough; and as I began to listen to his old familiar

P
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voice, I could have fancied he was still pursuing his long
journey in search of his darling niece.

“It’s a mort of water,” said Mr. Peggotty, “fur to come
across, and on'y stay a matter of fower weeks. But water
(*specially when ’tis salt) comes nat’ral to me ; and friends is
dear, and I am here.—Which is verse,” said Mr. Peggotty,
surprised to find it out, “though I hadn’t such intentions.”

“Are you going back those many thousand miles so
soon?” asked Agnes.

“Yes, ma’am,” he returned. “I giv the promise to Em’ly
afore I come away. You see, I doen’t grow younger as the
years comes round, and if I hadn't sailed as ‘twas, most like
I shouldn’t never have done’t. And it’s allus been on my
mind, as I muesf come and see Mas’r Davy and your own
sweet blooming self, in your wedded happiness, afore I got
to be too old.”

He looked at us, as if he could never feast his eyes on us
sufficiently. Agnes laughingly put back some scattered locks
of his grey hair, that he might see us better.

“And now tell us,” said I, “everything relating to your

. fortunes.”

“Qur fortuns, Mas’r Davy,” he rejoined, *is soon told.
We haven’t fared nohows but fared to thrive. We've allus
thrived. We've worked as we ought to’t, and maybe we
lived a leetle hard at first or so; but we have allus thrived.
What with sheep-farming, and what with stock-farming, and
what with one thing and what with t'other, we are as well to
do as well could be. Theer’s been kiender a blessing fell
upon us,” said Mr., Peggotty, reverentially inclining his head,
“and we've done nowt but prosper. That is, in the Jong
run. If not yesterday, why then to-day. If not to-day, why
then to-morrow.”

*And Emily?” said Agnes and I, both together.

“Em’ly,” said he, “arter you left her, ma’am—and I never
heerd her saying of her prayers at night, t'other side the
canvas screen, when we was settled in the Bush, but what I
heerd your name—and arter she and me lost sight of Mas’r
Davy that theer shining sundown, was that low, at first,
that, if she had know'd then what Mas’r Davy kep from us
so kind and thowtful, "tis my opinion she’dvgave drooped
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away., But theer was some poor folks aboard as had illness
among ‘em, and she took care of iem; and theer was the
children in our company, and she took care of 2kem; and so
she got to be busy, and to be doing good, and that helped her.”

“When did she first hear of it?" I asked.

“T kep it from her arter T heerd on’t,” said Mr. Peggotty,
“going on mgh a year. We was lhing then in a solitary
place, but among the beautifullest trees, and with the roses a-
covering our becin’ to the roof. Theer come along one day,
when I wae out a-working on the land, a traveller from ous
own Norfolk or Suffolk 1n England (I doen't rightly mind
which), and of course we took him in, and giv him to eat
and drink, and made him welcome. We all do that, all the
colony over. He'd got an old newspaper with him, and some
other account in print of the storm.  That's bow she know’d
it.  When I come home at might 1 found she knowd it.”

He dropped his voice as he said these words, and the
gravity 1 so well remembered overspread his face,

“Did it change her much?” we asked.

“Ay, for a good long time,” he said, shaking his head,
“if not to this present hour, But I think the solitoode done
her good.  And she had & deal to mind in the way of poultry
and the like, and minded of it, and come through, I won-
der,” he said thoughtfully, “if you could sce my Em'ly now,
Mas'r Davy, whether you'd know her!®

“Is she 50 altered ? " T inquired.

“I docn't know, 1 sec her evry day, and doen’t know;
but, odd times, I have thowt so. A shight figure,” said Mr.
Peggotty, looking at the fire, “ kiender worn ; soft, sorrowful
blue eyes ; a delicate face ; & pritty head, leaning a httle down;
a quiet voice and way—timid a'most.  That's Em'ly1”

We silently observed him as he sat, still looking at the fire,

*“Some thinks,” he said, “as her affection was ill-bestowed ;
some, as her marriage was broke off by death. No one
knows how tis She might have married well a mort of
times, *But, uncle,’ she says to me, ‘that’s gone for ever.
Cheerful along with me; retired when others 1s by ; fond of
going any distance fur to teach 2 child, or fur to tend a sick
person, or fur to do some kindness tow’rds a young girl’s
wedding (and she’s donc & many, but bas never scen one);
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fondly loving of her uncle ; patient ; liked by young and
sowt out by all that has any trouble—that’s Em’ly 1”

He dréiw his hand across his face, and with a half-suppr
sigh looked up from the fire.

“Ts Martha with you yet?” I asked. .

“Martha,” he replied, “got married, Mast Davy, ir
second year. A young man, a farm-labourer, as come-1
on his way to market with his mas'r’s drays—a journey of
five hundred mile, theer and back—made offers fur to
her fur his wife (wives is very scarce theer), and then’t
up fur théir two selves in the Bush. She spoke to mée'f
tell him her true story. I did. They was married, and
Jive fower-hundred mile away from any voices but their
and the singing birds.” o

“Mrs. Gummidge?” I suggested. o

It was a pleasant key to touch, for Mr, Peggotty'sudy
burst into a roar of laughter, and rubbed his hands up
down his legs, as he had been accustomed to do whe
enjoyed himself in the long-shipwrecked boat.

“Would you believe it? ’ he said “Why, someun
made offers fur to marry Zer/ Ifa ship’s cook that was til
settler, Mas'r Davy, didn’t make offers fur to marry Missisy
midge, I'm gormed—and I can’t say no fairer than thdt’

I never saw Agnes laugh so. This sudden ecstasy o!
part of Mr. Peggotty was so delightful to her, that she (
not leave off laughing ; and the more she laughed the
she made’ me laugh, and the greater Mr. Peggotty’s éc
became, and the more he rubbed his legs. o

“And what did Mrs. Gummidge say?” I asked, it
was grave enough. W

“If you'll believe me,” returned Mr. Peggotty, N
Gummidge, ’stead of saying, ¢ Thank you, I’'m much oble
to you; I' ain’t a-going fur to change my condition a
time of life,”. up'd with a bucket as was standing by, an¢
it over that theer ship’s cook’s head ’til he sung out fur
and I went'in and reskied of him.” '

Mr. Peggotty burst into a great roar of laughter,
Agnes and T both kept him company.

“But T must say this for the good creetur,” he resu
wiping his face when we were quite exhausted-—*she

» o
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en all she said she'd be to us, and more.  She's the will-
gest, the truest, the honestest-helping woman, Mas' Davy,

ever drawd the breath of life, I have never know'd her
 be lone and lom for a sinzle mirrte, not even when the
slony masf:.ll afore us, :md;re wasnew 10t And thinkiny
" the old 'un is a thing she never ¢ong, I do acrern you,
ace she left England 1* i yoR

#Now, last, not least, Mr, Alicawber,” &34 1. % He kas
1id off every obligation he incurred bere—even to TrzdZias’s
i, you ber, my dear Ag A therefore wp
ke'it for granted that he is doing wel Ex
test news of him?*

Alr. Peggotty, with a smile, pot ks bood = Eg Breass.
ocket, and produced a flat-folded poper peome!, fom wiick
¢ took out, with much care, 2 little odd-forkine cowrpopr,

“You are to tnmerstan, Mast Doxy,” e be ©25 we
ave left the Bush now, being so well 20 dz, 2= &
ight away round to Port Middlebay Ferbom, ¥
vhat gre call a town.”

*Mr. Micawber wa2s in the Bush nser yon 3V 2

“Bless you, yes,” said Mr. Pegpowy, “2od tmmmed 2o ot

Lwill I 'neves wish to meet a better p=Tmos Oty
owithawill Ive scen that theer ko Zemd o By 2
ipiring in the scm, Mast Davy, il I oo o oy
have melted away. And now he's 2 Azo——=="

A Magistrate, eh?” said L o

Mr. Pegrotty pomeed 10 a certain poras=cl = e mewp
paper, shere I rezd zlond as follows, £0= 22e Forr L0250
bay Times:—

e

et

“AT The prbliz &xmer to our distinr=s
and townsman, Wrernes Mieawrez, Evimzr
bay District Magicerate, came of yerterZs
of the Hotel, wheek: was qrowded 1o £om=es
mated that not fewer than fortyoses P ==
been accommodseed wth dinner 22 o;f. = —i
com, in the pasmze and 00 g IS
ko, 03 v of Yot Hirter s
bonour to one sz Cemmrvedly evremet, 37
el o videly g Dn il (4 €7 -

' §

|
|
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Grammar School, Port Middlebay) presided, and on ‘his
right sat the distinguished guest. After the removal of: the
cloth, and the singing of Non Nobis (beautifully executed,
and in which we were at no loss to distinguish the bell-like
notes of that gifted amateur, WILKINS MICAWBER, ESQUIRE;
JuNIOR), the usual loyal and patriotic toasts were severally
given and rapturously received. Dr. Mell, in a speech replete
with feeling, then proposed ‘Our distinguished Guest, the
ornament of our town. May he never leave us but to better
himself, and may his success among us be such as to render
his bettering himself impossible !’ The cheering with which
the toast was received defies description. Again and again
it rose and fel, like the waves of ocean. At length all was
hushed, and WiLxiNs MicawBERr, EsQUIRE, presented him-
self to return thanks. Far be it from us, In the present
comparatively imperfect state of the resources of our estab-
lishment, to endeavour to follow our distinguished townsman

--._through the smoothly-flowing periods of his polished and

3y

» highly-ornate address! Suffice it to observe, that it was a

*..sterpiece of eloquence; and that those passages in which
ne more particularly traced his own successful career to its

.~ source, and warned the younger portion of his auditory from

the shoals of ever incurring pecuniary liabilities which they
were unable to liquidate, brought a tear into the manliest eye
present. The remaining toasts were Doctor MELL; MRs.
Micawser (who gracefully bowed her acknowledgments from
the side-door, where a galaxy of beauty was elevated on
chairs, at once to witness and adorn the gratifying scene) ;
Mrs. RiDGER BEGs (late Miss Micawber); Mrs. MELL}
WiLKINS MICAWBER, EsQUIRE, JuUNIOR (who convulsed the
assembly by humorously remarking that he found himself
unable to return thanks in a speech, but would do so, with
their permission, in a song); Mrs. MicAwBER’S FAMILY
(well-known, it is needless to remark, in the mother country),
etc, etc, etc. At the conclusion of the proceedings the
tables were cleared as if by art-magic for dancing. Among
the votaries of TERPSICHORE, who disported themselves until
Sol gave warning for departure, Wilkins Micawber, Esquire,
Junior, and the lovely and accomplished Miss Helena, fourth
daughter of Doctor Mell, were particularly remarkable.”
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T was looking back to the name of Doctor Mell, pleased
to have discovered, in these happier circemsiances Mr. 3l
formerly poor pinched wsher 1o my Middlesex megivtrate,

when, Mr. Peggotty pointing to another prrt of the paper, my
cyzsr:stcdonmymnzzf:.aadlmdlb:sy— perh

“TQ DAVID COPFERFIELD, ESQUIREL,
THE DMISINT AUTHOR
Ny DL\‘R Stw, o
“Years have elepsed gince T had 22 opportemity

ocularly perusing the I-:x;?::::; now fzxilizr 19 the Image

nations of 2 considerzbls portan of the ovilioed werld
“But, my dear sir, thonch evrranced (by the foow of cr-
comstances over whicth I heve kad o comered) from e
society of the f1=0d aad coxprmios o oy youk,
have not been romindi] of kg soecing St Nor Levs

1 been debarred,
SThocsh sess bmwes oy el bae e’

{(Brrxs) from porndipesing in fhe fwelec) foacys be b
read before v
#1 cannot, therefre, 2low of tue depenTr Lo fdr
place of an indiridzl whom we o 2t e,

yizhon:,myd-.’_-s:,m.:s;:m.op-m of Lo

ing you, oo my ovs bekaX, £z 1 mey s

thar of the whaje of the mizirees of Pat Mrndeier, for
the gratificztion of it YT o e mhosTTT arm

You o

my dezs K, §n o= E c e -
MidZeboy mey o= ke 2o T W £, o G v
ety iamens wiS DTS '

& fomnmg the orm 2imT? TemTr vor Som B g
of the globe, ¥ £rz e D wile £ 5m IpT eni R,
ey
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I found, on glancing at the remaining contents of the
newspaper, that Mr. Micawber was a diligent and esteemed
~nrrespondent of that Journal. There was another letter

om him in the same paper, touching a bridge; there was

1 advertisement of a collection of similar letters by him, to

2 shortly republished, in a neat volume, *with considerable

iditions ;¥ and, unless I am very much mistaken, the Lead-

ig Article was his also. .

We talked much of Mr. Micawber, on many other €venings
hile Mr. Peggotty remained with us. He lived with us
uring the whole term of his stay—which, I think, was some-
sing less than a month—and bis sister and my aunt came
» London to see him. Agnes and I parted from him
soard ship when he sailed ; and we shall never part from
im more, on earth. - )

But before he left, he went with me to Yarmouth, to see
little tablet I had put up in the churchyard to the memory
{Ham. While I was copying the plain inscription for him
- his request, I saw him stoop and gather a tuft of grass
om the grave, and a little earth, o

“For Em’'ly,” he said, as he put it in his breast. “I
romised, Mas’r Davy.”

CHAPTER LXIV.
A LAST RETROSPECT.

ND now my written story ends. I look back, once more~
r the last time—before I close these leaves.

I see myself, with Agnes at my side, journeying along the
»d of life. T see our children and our friends arotind us;
ad T hear the roar of many voices, not indifferent to me as
travel on,

What faces are the most distinct to me in the fleeting
rowd ? Lo, these! all turning to me as I ask my thoughts
1e question, ‘

Here is my aunt, in stronger spectacles, an old foman of
Jurscore years and more, but upright yet, and a steady
alker of six miles at a stretch in winter weather, .

Always with her, here comes Peggotty, my good old nurse,
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work-box with a picture of St. Paul's upon the Iid.

The cheeks and arms of Peggotty, so hard and red in my
childish days, when I wondered why the birds didn't peck
her in preference to apples, are shrivelled now 3 and her cyes,
that used to darken their whole neighliourhood in her face,
are fainter (though they glitter still); but her rough fore-
finger, which I once associated with a pocket nutmeg-grater,
is just the same, and when I sce my lcast child catching at
it as it totters from my aunt to her, I think of our little par.
lour at home, when I could scarcely walk. My aunt's old
Hgpenstees e dgmee ba oo s €45 g podmother to a real

. - . * next in order) says
‘There is something bulky in Peggotty’s pocket. 1t is
nothing smaller than the crocodile book, which is in rather
a dilapidated condition by this time, with disers of the leaves
torn and stitched across, but which Peggotty extubits to the
children as a precious relic. 1 find 1t very cunious to see my
own infant face, looking up at me from the crocodile stones,
and to be reminded by it of my old acquaintance, Brooks of
Sheffield.

Among my boys, this summer holiday tume, 1 see an old
man making giant kites, and gazng at them 1n the air, with
a delight for which there are no words. He greets me
rapturously, and whispers, with many nods and winks,
“ Trotwood, you will be glad to hear that I shall finish the
Memorial when I have nothing else to do, and that your
aunt's the most extraordinary woman in the world, sir.”

Wha Ze ok n hant Yade connortine harenlf ho g sticl, and
vt R
imbecile, fretful wandering of the mind?  She is sna garden;
and near her stands a sharp, datk, withered woman, with a
white scar on her lip.  Let me hear what they sav

“Rosa, T have forgotten this gentleman’s n

Rosa bends over her, and calls to her, .

-



o,

-English lady is this, married to a growling old Scotch Creesus,

~
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“I am glad to see you, sir. I am sorry to observe you are
in mourning. I hope Time will be good to you.” g

Her impatient attendant scolds her, tells her I am not n
mourning, bids her look again, tries to rouse her.

“You have seen my son, sir,” says the elder lady. . Are
you reconciled ?” L
_ Looking fixedly at me, she puts her hand to her forehead,
and moans. Suddenly she cries, in a terrible voice, !/ Rosa,
come to me. Heis dead!” Rosa, kneeling at her feet, by
turns caresses her, and quarrels with her ; now fiercely telling
her, “I loved him better than you ever did | "—now soothing
her to sleep on her breast, like a sick child. Thus I leave
them ; thus I always find them ; thus they wear their time
away, from year to year.

What ship comes sailing home from India, and what

* T r great flaps of ears? Can this be Julia Mills ?
deed it is Julia Mills, peevish and fine, with a black man

carry cards and letters to her on a golden salver, and a
copper-coloured woman in linen, with a bright handkerchief
round her head, to serve her tiffin in her dressing-room.
But Julia keeps no diary in these days; never sings Affec-
tion’s Dirge ; eternally quarrels with the old Scotch Creesus,
who is a sort of yellow bear with a tanned hide. Julia is
steeped in money to the throat, and talks and thinks of
nothing else. I liked her better in the Desert of Sahara.

Or perhaps this 45 the Desert of Saharal For, though
Julia has a stately house, and mighty corapany, and sump-
tuous dinners every day, I see no green growth. near her;
nothing that can ever come to fruit or flower. What Julia
calls “society,” I see ; among it Mr. Jack Maldon, from his
Patent Place, sneering at the hand that gave it him, and
speaking to me, of the Doctor, as “so charmingly antique.”
But when society is the name for such hollow gentlemen and
ladies, Julia, and when its breeding is professed indifference
to_everything that can advance or can retard mankind, I
think we must have lost ourselves in that same Desert of
Sahara, and had better find the way out. .

.And lo, the Doctor, always our good friend, labouring at
his Dictionary (somewhere about the letter D), and happy in
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his home and wife. Also the Old Soldier, on a considerably
reduced footing, and by o means so influential as in days
of yore.

Vorking at his chambers in the Temple, with a b
sspect, and his hair (where he is not bald) made more rebel.
Yious than ever by the constant friction of his Jasyer's wig, 1
¢ome, in a later time, upon my dear old Traddles.” His table
is covered with thick piles of papers, and I sy, as 1 look
around me,—

“1{ Sophy were your clerk now, Traddles, she would have
enoughtodo t®

“You may say that, my dear Copperfield. But those
wete capital days, too, in Holbom Court! Were they not?”

““When she told you you would be a Judge? DBut it was
not the tovn talk fhens”

At all events,” says Traddles, i T ever am one——"

“Why, you know you wili be.”

“Well, my dear Coppetfield, when I am one, 1 shall tell
the story, as I said I would.”

We walk away, arm in arm. I am going to have a family
dinner with Traddles. It is Sophy’'s birthday; and, on our
road, Traddles discourses to me of the good fortune he hay
enjoyed.

“1 really have been able, my dear Copperfield, to do all
that T had most at heart.  There's the Reverend Horace
promoted to that living at four hundred and fifty pounds a
year ; there are our two boys recewving the very best educa-
tion, and distinguishing themselves as steady scholars and
good fellows ; there ate three of the girls masried very coms
fortably ; there are three more living with us; there are three
tmore keeping house for the Reverend Horce since Mrs.
Crewler's decease : and all of them happy.”

“Except——-" I suggest. ~

“Except the Beaoty,” says Traddles. “Ves, Ttwasy.,
unfortunate that she should marry such a vagabond. @
there was n certain dash and glare about him that ea
her.  However, now we have got her safe at our house,
got 1id of him, we must cheer her up again®

‘Traddles’s house is one of the very houses——or i* #=<ily may
tave bees—vhich e and Sophy used to paree' . ir
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evening walks. It is a large house ; but Traddles keeps his
papers in his dressing-room, and his boots with his papers,
and he and Sophy squeeze themselves into upper rooms,
reserving the best bedrooms for the Beauty and the girls.
There is no room to spare in the house, for more of “the
girls” are here, and always are here, by some accident or
other, than I know how to count. Here, when we go in, is
a crowd of them, running down to the door, and handing
Traddles about to be kissed, until he is out of breath. Here,
established in perpetuity, is the poor Beauty, a widow with a
little girl. Here, at dinner on Sophy’s birthday, are the three
married girls with their three husbands, and one of the hus-
band’s brothers, and another husband’s cousin, and another
husband’s sister, who appears to me to be engaged to the
cousin. Traddles, exactly the same simple, unaffected fellow
as he ever was, sits at the foot of the large table like a Patri-
arch ; and Sophy beams upon him, from the head, across a
cheerful space that is certainly not glittering with Britannia
metal.

And now, as I close my task, subduing my desire to linger

" et, these faces fade away. But one face, shining on me

‘ke a Heavenly light by which I see all other objects, is
above them and beyond them all. And that remains.

I turn my head, and see it, in its beautiful serenity, beside
me. My lamp burns low, and I have written far into the
night ; but the dear presence, without which I were nothing,
bears me company.

O Agnes, O my soul! so may thy face be by me when 1
close my life indeed ; so may I, when realities are melting
from me like the shadows which I now dismiss, still find thee
aear me, pointing upward |
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