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CHAPTER XVIIL

It was in the fourth year of my apprentice-
ship to Joe, and it was a Saturday night. There
was a group assembled round the fire ab the
Three J%lly Bargemen, attentive to Mr. Wopsle
as he read the newspaper aloud. Of that group,
I was one.

‘ A}I&Bm opular murder had been committed,
and Mr. Wopsle was imbrued in blood to the
eyebrows. He gloated over every abhorrent

adjective in the description, and identified him.
sclf with every witness at the Taquest. He
faintly moaned, *“ Lam done for,” as the victim,
and he barbarously bellowed, “T'll serve you
out,” as the murderer. e gave the medical
testimony, in pointed imitation of our local prac-
titioner; and he piped and shook, as the aged
turnpike-keeper who ‘had heard blows, to au
extent so very paralylic as to suggest a doubt
regarding the mental competency of that witness.
The coroner, in Mr. Wopsle’s hands, became
Timon of Atbens; the beadle, Coriolanus, He
enjoyed himself thoroughly, and we all enjoyed
ouxselves, and were delightfully comfortable. In
this cosy state of mind we came to the verdict
Wilful Murder,

Then, and not soomer, I became aware of a
strange gentleman leaning over the back of the
seltle” opposite me, looking on.  There was an
expression of contempt on his face, and he bit
the side of a great forefinger as he watched the
group of faces. ' Welll” said the stranger to
My, Wopsle, when the reading was done, ““you
have seltled it all to your own satisfaction, T
have no doubt &’

Everyhody started and locked wp, as if it
were the murderer. He looked alb everybody
coldly und sarcastically.

“ (uilty, of course?” said he. *Out with
it. Come!”

¢ 8ir,” returned Mr. Wopsle, “ without having
the honour of your acquaintance, I do say
Guilty,” Upon this, we all took courage to
unite in a confirmatory murmue.

“1 know you do,” sald the stranger; «1I
knew you would. [ told you so. But now Tl
ask you a question, Do you know, or do you
not know, that the law of Eugland supposes

every man to be innocent, until ¢ is proved—
proved—to he guilty # A

“8ir,” Mr. Wopsle began to reply, “as an
Englishman myself, T—-"

“Come |” said the stranger, biting his fore-
finger at him. “Dow't evade the question,
Bither you know it, or you dow’t know it.
Which is it to be §”

e stood with his head on one side and him-
self on eng side in a bullying interrogative
manner, afld she threw his forefinger af M.
Wopsle—as #.were to mark him out—hefore
biting it agaif: , . o

« Now!® Efisthers Do you know i, or
don’t you kmow it P**: ‘

“ Certainly I know it,” replied Mr, Wopsle.

“Certainly you know if.  Then why gidn’t
you say so af first? Now, I'll ask you another
question ;* faking possession of Mr, Wopsle, as

if he had a right to him. * Do you know that
none of these witnesses have yet been cross-
examined P

Mr., Wopsle was beginning, “I can only
say—" when the stranger stopped him.

“What? You won't answer the question,
yes or no? Now, I'll try you again.” ~ Throw.
ag his finger at-him agam. “ Attend to me.
Are you aware, or are you not agare, that none
of these witnesses have yet been d#6ss-examined ?
Oox;}e, I only want one word from you. Yes,or
no :
Mr. Wopsle hesitated, and we all began to
conceive rather & poor opinion of him.

“ Come |” said the stranger, “ T’ll help you,
You don’t deserve help, but I’ll help yown. Look
gtp’g?at paper you hold in your hand. What is

—
o+

“What is it P repeated Mr. Wopsle, eyeing
it, mueh at a loss, '
“Is it,” pursued the stranger in his most
sarcastic and suspicious manner, *the Printed
paper you have just been reading from ¥
« Undoubtedly.” .
“Undoubtedly. Now, turn to that paper,
and tell me whether it distinetly states that the
prisoner expressly said that his legal advisers
Instructed him altogether to reserve his de-
fence 2 ‘
T read that just now,” Mr: Wopsle pleaded.
¢ Never mind what you read just pow, sir; I
dow't ask you what you read. You may read
the Lord’s Prayer backwards, if you like—and,
perhaps, have done it before to-day. Turn to

YOL, 1V.

94




410 (Febroaryo,1881.]

ALL THE YEAR ROUND.

{Conducted by

the paper. No, no, no, my friend; not to the
top of the colwmn; you know better than that ;
to the botiom, to the bottom.” (Weall began to
think Mr. Wopsle full of subterfuge.y * %Vell 4
Have you found it £

o Here it is,” said Mr. Wopsle.

s Now, follow that &)assage with your eye,
and tell me whether it distinctly states that the

risoner expressly said that he was instructed
Ey his legal advisers wholly fo veserve his de-
fence ? %ome ! Do you make that of it P

Mr. Wopsle answered, “Those are not the
exact wovds.”

“ Not the exact words !” repeated the gentle-
man, bitterlys * Is that the exact substance £

¢ Yes,” said Mr. Wopslo.

“Yes!” repeated the stranger, looking round
at the rest of the company with his right hand
extended towards the witness, Wopsle. “ And
now I ask you what yowrsay to the conscience
of that man who, wit tha%r\‘passuge before his
gyes, can lay his head upoit Hiwpillow after
It];awixéL pronounced a fellow-creatvie guilty, wn-

eard t* J

We all hegan to suspect that Mr. Wopsle was
not the man we had thought him, and that he
was beginning to be found out.

« And thalt same man, remember,” pursued
the gentleman, throwing lis finger at M.
Wopsle heavily; “ihat same man might be
summoned as a juryman upon this very trial,
and, laving thus deeply committed himself,
might return to the bosom of his family and
lay his head upon his gillow, after deliberately
swearing that he would well and truly try the
igsue joined between Our Sovereizn Lord the
King and the prisoner at the bar, and would a
true verdict give accoiding to the evidence, so
help him God!”

¢ were all deeply persuaded that the un-
fortunate Wopsle liad gone too far, and had
hetter stop in bis reckloss carecr while thore was
yet time.

The strange gentleman, with an air of au-
thority not to be disputed, and with a manner
expressive of knowing something seeret about
every one of us that would cflectually do for
each individual if he chose to disclose it, lelt
the back of the settle, and came into the space
hetween the two settles, in front of the fire,
where he remained standinF: his left hand in
his pocket, amdl he biting the {orefinger of his
riglit.

< From information T have received,” said he,
looking round at us as we all quailed before
Lim, *I have xeason to helieve there is a hlack-
smith among you, by name Jossplor Jog—
Gargery, 'Which is the man 2

“Iere is the man,” said Joe.

The strange gentleman beckoned him out of
his place, and Joe went.

“You have an apprentice,”
stranger, ““commonly kuown as
here P ,

1 am here ! T eried.

The stranger did not recognise me, bub I re-
cognised him as the geutleman I had met on

ursued the
ipf Is he

the stairs, on the occasion of my second visit to
Miss Havisham. His appearance was too re-
markable for me to have forgotten. T had
knawn him the moment I saw him looking over

the settle, and mow that I stood confronting

him with his hand upon my shoulder, T ehecked
off again in detail, his large head, his dark com.

lexion, his deep-set eyes, his bushy black eye-
Iérows, his large watch-chain, Lis swong black
dots of beard and whisker, and even the smell
of scented soap on his great hand.

“T wish to Lave a private_counforence with
you two,” said he, when he had surveyed me at
his leisure. ““It will take alittle time. Perhaps
we had better go to your place of residence. I
prefer not to anticipate wy communication, here;
you will impart as much ov as Little of it as you
please to your friends afterwards; I have mo-
thing to do with that.”

Amidst a wondering silence, we three walked
out of the Jolly Bargemen, and in a wondering
silence walked home. While going along, the
strange gentleman ocoasionally looked at me,
and. occasionally bit the side of his finger. As
we neared home, Joe vaguely acknowledging
the occasion as an impressive and ceremonious
one, went on ahead to open the front door
Our conference was held in the state-parlour,
which was feehly lighted by one candle.

It began with the strange gentleman’s sitting
down af the table, drawing the candle to him,
and looking over some entries in his pocket-
book. He then put up the pocket-book and set
the candle a little aside: after peering round it
into the darkness at Joe and me, to ascertain
which was which,

* My name,” he said, “is Jaggers, and L am
alawyer in London. 1 am pretty well known,
T bave unusual business to transact with you,
and I commence by explaining that it is not of
my originating. If my adviee had been asked, I
should not have been here. It was not asked,
and you see me lerc. What I lave to do, as
the confidential agent of another, I do. No less,
no more.”

Finding that he could not sec wus vory well
from where Le sat, he got up, and 1hrew one log
over the back of a chair and leaned upon it;
thus having one foot on the scat of the ehair,
and one foot on the ground,

“ Now, Joseph Gargery, I am the hearerof an
offer to relieve you of ilis young fellow your
apprentice.  You would not object to eancel his
indentures, at his request and for his good?
You would not want anything for so doing?”

“Lord forbid that 1 should want anything
for mot standing in Pip’s way 17 sald Joe,
staring.

“Lord forbidding is pious, but not to the
purpose,” returned Mr. Joggers. “The quos-
tion is, Would you want anything® Do you
want anything.”

“The answer is,” roturmed Joe, stenly,
14 No.iﬁ

I thought Mr, Jaggers glanced at Joe, as if
he considered bim a fool for his disinterested.
ness. But I was too mueh bewildered befween
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b%fe_i.thless curiosity and surprise, to be sure
of it.

“Very well,” said Mr. Jaggers, “Recollect
the admission you have made, and don’t try to
go from it presently.”

“ Who's'a going to try P retorted Joe.

4 “;[’ don’t say anybody is. Do you keep a
og ¥’

%Yes, I do keep a dog.”

“Bear in mind then, that Brag is a good dog,
but Holdfast is a better. Bear that in mind,
will you. P repeated Mr. Joggers, shutting his
eyes and nodding his head at Joe, as if he were
forgiving him something, *Now, I return to
this young fellow. And the communication I
have got to make is, tliat he hes great expecta-
tions.”

Joe and I gasped, and looked at one another.

“T om instructed to communicate to him,”
said Mr. Jaggers, throwing his finger ab me, side-
ways, ¢ thak hie Will come into a bandsome pro-
perty. Further, that it is the desire of the pre-
sent Rossessor of that property, that he he
immediately removed from his present sphere of
life and from this place, and be brought uip as a
geutleman—in a word, as a youug fellow of great
expectations.”

y dream was out; my wild fancy was sur-
passed by sober reality; Miss Havisham was
going to make my fortune on a grand scale,

¢ Now, Mr. Pip,” pursued the lawyer, * I ad-
dress the vest of what I have to say, to you.
You are to understand fivst, that it is the request
of the person froin whom I take my instructions,
that you always bear the name of Pip. You
will have no objection, I dare say, to your great
expeetations being encumbered with that casy
condition, DBut if you have any objection, this
is the time to mention if.”

My heart was beating so fast, and there was
such a singing in m;g ears, that I could scarcely
stammer T had no objection.

T should think not! Now you aretio under-
stand secondly, Mr, Pip, that the name of the
person who is your liberal benefactor remains a
profound secret, until the person chooses to
reveal it. T am empowered to menfion that
it is {he intention of the person to reveal
it at first hand by word of mouth to your-
self. When that intention may be carried out,
T counot say; umo one can say. It may be
years henee. Now, you are distinetly to under-
stand that you are most positively prohibited
from making any inquiry on this lead, or any
allusion or reference, however distant, to an
individual whomsoever as ke individual in all
the communications you may have with me. If
you bave o suspieion in your own breast, keep
that suspicion in your own breast. It isnot
the least to the purpose what the reasous of
this prohibition ave; they may be the strongest
aund gravest roasons, or they may be meve whim.
That s not for you to inquireinto. The condi-
tion is laid down. Your acceptance of if, and
your observance of it as binding, is the only
remaining condition that I am charged with,
by the person from whom I take my instruc.

tons, and for whom I am not otherwise respon.
sible. That person is the person from whom
you derive yowr expectations, and the secret is
solely held by that person and by me. Again,
not a very difficult condition with which to
encumber such a rise in fortune; but if you
‘have any objection to it, this is the time to
mention it. Speak out.”

Once more, I stammered with dificulty thab
I had no objection.

1 should think not! Now, Mx. Pip, I have
done with stipulations.” Though he called me
Mr, Pip, and began rather to make up to me, he
still could nob get xid of a certain air of bully-
ing suspicion; and even now he occasionally
shut his eyes and threw his finger at me while he
spoke, as much as to express that he knew all
kinds of things to my disparagement, if he only
chose to mention them. * e come next, to
mere details of arrangement. You must know
that, although I have used the term ‘expecta-
tions’ more than once, you are not endowed
with expectations only. Thers is already lodged
in my hands, a sum of money amply sufficient
for your suitable education and maintenance.
You will pleass consider me your guardian.
OL!” for I was going to thank him, I tell you
at once, I am paid for my services, or I shouldn’t
render them. It is considered that you must
be better educated in accordance with your
altered position, and that you will be alive to
the importance and necessity of at once entering
on that advantage.”

I said I had ﬁwayswlonge& for it,

 Never mind what you have always longed
for, Mr. Pip,” he retorted; “keep to the
record. If you long for it now, that’s enough.
Am I answered that you are ready to be
placed at once, under some proper tutor? Is .
that it P” ‘

I stammered, yes, that was if,

“Gaod. Now, your inclinations are to be
consulted. ‘I don’t think that wise, mind, but
it’s my trust. Have you ever heard of any
tutor whom you would prefer to another ¥

I had never heard of any tutor but Biddy and
Mr. Wopsle’s great aunt; so, I replied in the
negative.

“There is a cerbain tutor, of whom I have
some knowledge, who I think might suit the
purpose,” said Mr. Jaggers. “I dom't recom-
mend him, observe; Decause I never recom-
mend anybody. The gentlemon I speak of; is
one Mr. Matthew Pocket,” ]

Ab! T caught at the name divectly, Miss
Havisham’s relation. The Matthew whom Mr.
and Mrs. Camilla had spokenof. The Matthew
whose place was to be at Miss Havisham’s head,
when she lay dead, in her bride’s dress ea the
bride’s table. .

“You know the name?” said Mr. Jaggers,
looking shrewdly at me, and then shutting up
his eyes while he waited for my answer.

My answer was, that T bad heard of the name.

«0Oh!” said he. ¢ You have heard of the

name. But the question is, what do you say
of it ‘
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I said, or tried to say, that I was much
obliged to him for his recommendation—a

““No, my young friend!” he interrupted,
shaking his great head very slowly. © Recollect
yourself 1

Not recollecting myself, T began again that
T was much obliged to him for his recommenda-
tion——

“No, my young friend,” he interrupted,
shaking his bead and frowning and smiling both
at once; ‘1o, no, no; it’s very well done but
it won’t do; you are too young to fix me with
it. Recommendation is not the word, Mr. Pip.
Try another.”

Correcting wyself, I said that I was much
obliged to him for his mention of My, Matthew
Pocket——

 Thet's more like it I eried Mr. Jaggers.

—And (I added), I would gladly try that
gontleman.

“ Good. You had better try him in his own
house. The way shall be prepared for you, and
you can see his son first, w%o is in London.

hen will you eome to London

I said (glancing at Joe, who stood looking on

motlionless), that I supposed I could come di-
rectly.
* Rirst,” said Mr. Jaggers, * you should have
some new clothes to come in, and they should
not he working clothes.
You’ll want some money. Shall I leave you
twenty guineas #

He produced a long purse, with the greatest
coolness, and counted them out on the table and
pushed them over to me. This was the first
time he had token his leg from the chair. He
gat astride of the chair when he had pushed the
money over, and sat swinging his purse and
eyeing Joe.

“Well, Joseph Gargery? You lock dumb-
foundered

I am £ said Joe, in a yery decided manner.

¢ It was understood that you wanted nothing
{or yourself, remember #*

“Tt were understood,” said Joe.
ave understood. And it ever will be similar
according.”

* But what,” said Mr. Jaggers, swinging his
purse, “what if it was in my instructions to
make you o present, as compensation ?”

“ As compensation what for ** Joe demanded.

¢ For the loss of his services.”

Joe laid his hand upon my shoulder with the
touch of a woman, T have often thought hLim
since, like the steam-hammer, that can crush a
man or pat an eggshell, in his combination of
strength with gentleness, “Pip is that hearty
weclcome,” said J o8¢, ““ to go free with his services
to honour and fortun’, as no words can tell him.
Buf il you think as Money can make compen-
sation to me for the loss of the little child—
what come to the {orge—and ever the best of
friends |—"°

O dear good Joe, whom I was so ready to

- leave and so unthankful to, I see you again,

with your muscular blacksmith’s arm before
your eyes, and your broad chest heaving, and

Say this day week.|b

“And it|Y

your voice dying away. O dear good faithful
tender Joe, 1 feel the 1ovm§ tremble of your
hand upon my arm, as solemnly this day asif it
had been the rustle of an angel’s wing !

But I encouraged Joe at the time. I was lost
in the mazes of my future fortunes, and could
not retrace the by-paths we had trodden to-
gether, I begged Joe to be comforted, for (as
he said) we had ever been the best of friends, and
(as Tsaid) we ever would be so. Joe scooped his
eyes with his disengaged wrist, as if he were bent
on gouging himself, but said not another word.

Mr. Jaggers had looked on af this, as ome
who recognised in Joe the village idiot and in me
his keeper, When it was over, he said, weighing
in his hand the purse he had ceased to swing:

“ Now, Joseph Gargery, I warn you this is
your last ‘chance. No half measures with me.
If you mean to take a present that X have it in
charge to make you, speak out,and you shall have
it. If on the contrary you mean to say—->
Here, to his great amazement he was stopped by
Joe's sudderﬁy working round him with every
demonstration of a fell pugilistic purpose.

*“Which T meantersay,” cried Joe, ““that if
you come info my place bull-haiting and badger-
ing me, come out! Which I meantersay as such
if you're a man, come on! Which I meantersay
that what I say, 1 meantersay and staud or fall

123

I drew Joe away, and he immediately became
placable ; merely stating to me, in an obliging
manner and as a polite expostulatory notice to
anyone whom it might hapTen to concern, that he
were not a going to be bull-haited and badgered
in his own place. Mr, Jaggers had risen when
Joe demonstrated, and had backed to near the
door. 'Without evineing any inclination to come
in again, he there delivered bis valedictory re-
marks. They were these,

“ Well, Mr. Pip, I think the sooner you leave
here~—as you are to be a gentleman—the better.
Let it stand for this duy weck, und you shall
receive my printed address in the mean time.
ou can take a hackney-coach at the stage
coach-office in London, and come siraight to
me. Understand that I express no opinion, one
way ot other, on the trust I undertake. T am
paid for undertaking it, and I do so. Now,
understand that, ﬁnzﬁly. Understand that !

Ilc was throwing his finger at both of us, and
T think would have gone on, but for his seeming
to think Joe dangerous, and going off.

Something came into my head which induced
me to run after him, as he was going down to
the Jolly Bargemen where he had left a hired
carriage.

“1 beg your pardon, Mr, Jaggers.”

*Ialloa!” said hLe, facing vound, ¢ what's
the matter 8

1 wish to be quite right, Mr. Jaggers, and
to keep to your directions; so I thought I had
better ask. 'Would there be any objection to
my taking leave of any one I know, about here,
before I go away 7

 No,” said he, looking as if he hardly undec-
stood me. ‘

==l
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“L don’t mean in the village only, but up
town P

¥ No,” said he. “No objection.”

I thanked him and ran home again, aud there
I found that Joe had already locked the front
door, and vacated the stafe-parlour, and was
seated by the kitchen fire with a hand on each
knee, gazing intently at the burning coals. I
too sat down before the fire and gazed at the
coals, and nothing was said for a long time.

My sister was I her cushioned chair in her
eorner, and Biddy sat at her needlework before
the fire, and Joe sat next Biddy, and I sat next
Joe in the corner opposite my sister. The more
Ilooked into the glowing coals, the more inca-
pable I becanme of looking at Joe; the longer
the silence lasted, the more utmable T felt to
speak.

Af length I got out, “Joe, have you told
Biddy #*

“No, Pip,” returned Joe, still looking af the
fire, and holding his knees tight, as if he bad
private information that they fntended to make
%ﬁ' somewhere, “which I left it to yourself,

lp-”

“I would rather you told, Joe.” ‘

“Pip’s a gentleman of fortun’ then,” said Joe,
“and God bless him in it 1*

Biddy dro%?ed her work and looked at me.
Joe held his knees and looked at me. I looked
ab both of them. After a pause, they both
heartily congratulated me ; but there was a cer-
tain touch of sadnmess in their congratulations
that I rather resented.

I took it wupon myself to impress Biddy (and
through Biddy, Joe) with the grave obligation
I considered my friends under, to know nothing
and say nothing about the maker of my fortune.
It would all come out in good time, I observed,
and in the mean while nothing was to be said
save that I had come into great oxpectations
from a mysterious patron. Biddy nodded her
head thoughtfully at the fire as she took
up her work again, and said she would be
very particular; and Joe, still detaining his
kiees, said, * Ay, ay, T'll be ekervally partick-
ler, Pip;” and then they congratulated me
again, and went on to express so much wonder
at the notion of my being & gentleman, that I
didw’t half like it.

Infinite pains weve then taken by Biddy to
convey to my sister some idea of what had hap-
pened. To the best of my belief, those efforts
entively failed. She laughed and nodded her
Lead a great many times, and even repeated
after Biddy the words “Pip” and *Property.”
But I doubt if they had more meaning in them
than an election cry, and I cannot suggest a
darker picture of her state of mind.

I never could have believed it without expe-
rience, but as Jog and Biddy became wmore at
iheir cheerful ease again, I became quite iloomy.
Dissatisfied with my fortuue, of course L could
not be; but it is possible that I may have been,
wxltfhout quite knowing it, dissatisfied with my-
self.

Anyhow, I sat with my elbow on my knee

and my face upon my band, looking into the
five, as those two talked about my going away,
and about what they should do without me, and
all that. And whenever I caught one of them
looking afi me, though never so pleasantly (and
they often looked at me—particularly Biddy), I
felt offended : as if they were expressing some
mistrust of me. Though Heaven knows they
never did by word or sign.

At those times T would get up and look out
at the door; for our kitehen door opened at
onée upon the night, and stood open on summer
evenings to aiv the room. The very stars fo
which 1 then raised my eyes, 1 am afraid I took
to be but poor and humble stars for glitterin§
on tlhfg rustic objects among which I had passe
my life,

i Baturday night,* said I, whenwe sat at our
supper of bread-and-cheese and beer. * Five
more days, and then the day before #ie day!
They’ll soon go.™

“Yes, Pip,” observed Joe, whose voice sounded
hollow in his beer mug. “They’ll soon go.”

¢ Soon, soon go,” said Biddy.

¢ I have been thirking, Joe, that when I go
down town on Monday, and order my new
clothes, I shall tell the tailor that T'll comé and
put them on there, or that T'll have them sent
to Mr. Pumblechook’s. It would be very dis-
igreez;.ble to be stared at by all the people

ere.)

* Mr. and Mrs. Bubble might like to see you
in your new gen-teel figure too, Pip,” said Joe,
industrionsly cutting his bread, with his cheese
onit, in the palm of his left hand, and glancing at
my untasted supper as if he thought of the time
when we used to compare slices. “ So might
Wopsle, And the Jelly Bargemen might take it
as a compliment.”

¢ That’s just what I dow’t want, Joe. They
would make such a business of it—such a coarse
anl% goromon business—that I couldn’t bear my-
self.

¢ Ah, that indeed, Pip !”
couldrw’t abear yourself—-" )

Biddy asked me here,.as she sat holding my
sister’s plate, “Have you thought about when
you'll show yourself to Mr. Gargery, and your
sister, and me? You will show yourself to us;
won't you P’ t

“ Biddy,” I returned with some resentment,
% you are so exceedingly quick that it’s difficuls
to keep up with you.””

(* She always were quick,” observed J. oga)

“Tf you had waited another moment, Bi dy,
you would have heard me_say that I shall bring
my clothes here in a bundle one evemn,g—-most‘
likely on the evening before I go away.™

Biddy said no more. Handsomely forgiv-
ing her, I scon exchanged an affectionate good
night with her and Joe, and went up to bed,
When I got inte my little room, I sat down and
took & long look at it, as a mean little room
that I should soon be parted from and raised
above, for ever. It was furnished with fresh
young remembrances too, and even at the same

,said Joe. “Ifyou

moment I fell into much the same confused
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division of mind betweenit and the better rooms
1o which T was going, as Ihad been in so often
between the forge and Miss Havisham’s, and
Biddy and Estella. ]

The sun had been shining brightly o1l day on
the roof of my attic, and the room was warm.
As T put the window oFen and stood looking
out, I saw Joé come slowly forth at (ke dark door
below, and take a turn or two in the air; and
then I saw Biddy come and bring him a pipe
and light it for him. He never smoked so late,
and it seemed to hint to me that he wanted
comforting, for some reason or other,

He presently stood at the door immediately
beneath me, smoking his pipe, and Biddy stood
there too, quietly ta]king to him, and I knew
that they talked of me, for I heard my name
mentioned in an endearing tome by both of them
more than onee. I would not have listened
for mozre, if I could have heard more : s0, T drew
away from the window, and sat down in my one
chair by the bedside, feeling it very sorrowful
and strange that this first night of my bright
fortunes should be the loneliest I had ever
known,

Looking towards the open window, I saw light
wreaths from Joe’s pipe floating there, and I
fancied it was like a blessing from Joe—mnot
obtruded on me or paraded before me, but per-
vading the air we shaved together. T pub my
light “out, and crept into bed ; and it was an
uneasy bed now, and I never slept the old sound
sleep in it any more,

FLAWS IN CHINA, 2

Axreoven the Tartars hold the reins of the
Chinese government, and are to all intents and
purposes masters, imposing their own laws and
customs—as witness pigtails and the national
costume—yet the Chinese liwve never absorhed
them, They have never thoroughly overlaid the
national element, and from fime to time the ery
of ¢ China for the Chinesc!” slirs the national
heart of the flowery land. The congueror and
the conquered ever remain as two, and are still
only congueror and conquercd. The Tartars
have a special quarter assigned to them in
most of the towns, and their women have
the good taste to eschew the vamily of the
“aolden water-lilies,” so dear to the heart of
the Chinese lady, and keep to their own na-
tural feet, such as God gave them. In many
other things of even greater significunce the
line of demarcation is still broadly drawn.

The present rebellion under Laiping, the
Prince of Peace, is broadening out that line
with terfible decision. As a rising against
the foreign possessors of the country, it is a
curious transeript of the former national reyolt
against the Mongolians; and Talping imi-
tates his predecessor Hung-woo as closely as he
can, both in his policy and his strategy. So
closely do both lines run together, that even in
such o matter as that of the gemeral pawning
and, forfeiture of the Tartars” arms and horses,
the present imitutes the past. When Hung.

woo pub the Mongolians upon their mettle

they had to muster all theirgervice to meet ’ﬁﬁf}
it was found that they had forfeited half thejr
arms and equipments to the Chinese; a fact
which somewhat lessened their efficiency when
the day of hurry came. And now, at this pre-
sent moment, the cunning Chinese shopkespers
have in Eledge half the horses of the Tartars.
We may be sure they will not give up the pawn.
tickets easily. Tai-ping, the Prince of Peace,
who comes in so stormy a manner to substan-
tiate his claim to that mild title, has proved
himself a second Peter the Czar in the mafter of
costume and hairy growths. He and his followers
have cut off their pigtails, and cast away the
Tartar tippets, to go back to the long unshaven
locks ‘and loose robes opening in front of the
time of the Mings. They are welcomed by the
real Chinese people everywhere, and they make
a marked difference in their treatment of these
and of such Tartars as may fall into their hands.
To the first they are all humanity and brother-
hood; but for the last are veserved such bar-
barities as only belong to the Chinese intellect
to conceive and the Chinese hand to execute.
Tai-ping has had various fortunes. His history,
as he himself and some of the missionaries de-
sire it to be received, we proceed to tell

Hung-sin-tshuen, for that is his real name,
was bornin the year 1813, in a little village,
among paddy-fields, about thirty miles from
Canton. On a clear day the White Cloud Moun-
tains, rising in the neighbourhood of Canton,
may be seen from this village, which nambers no
more than about four hundred inhabitants, Most
of them belong to the Hung family and de-
scendants of other settlers, They are very poor.
Their houses front to the south, in order to profit
by the cooling south-east breezes during the
hot season, and to avoid the northern blasts of
winter, On his birth in this village the new
prophet received the name of ¢ Brilliant Tire,”
and, after Chinese fashion, when he reached the
age of maunbood, anotler, indicating his relation
to the Hlung family. Later, when he became a
seholar, he fook for his literary name Sin-tshuen,
¢ Blegant and Perfect.”

Although head man of the village, his father
wis but poor, possessing only two buffaloes, a
few pigs, dogs, and cPouﬁtry. He and his two
clder sons cultivated the paddy-flelds, but Sin-
tshuen, it is said, showed very soon an exfra-
ordinary capacity for study, and was sent to
school when seven years of age. He surprised
his teachers by bis diligence, and several of them
refused to take any pay from him; his relatives
also assisted him, for they were proud of him,
aud hoped he would attain high honours. 'When
he was about sixteen his studies ended, for his
fanily was toa poor to continue them. The
young scholar was then obliged to assist his
father and brothers in their field labours, and led

often the oxen to graze on the mountain. Then
a friend invited him to join for a year in his
gludies, meaning to pay himself with his help.
Thut year possed by: Sin-tshuen was made

sehioolmaster of his village. The income -of a

it
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