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CHAPTER XII.

My mind grew very uneasy on the subject of
the pale young gentleman, The more I thought
of the fight, and recalled the pale young gentle-
man on his back in various stages of pufy and
inerimsoned countenance, the more certain it
appeared that something would be done to me,
I felt that the pale young gentleman’s blood
was on my head, and that the Law would avenge
it. Without having.any definite idea of the
penalties I had incurred, it was clear to me that
village boys could not go stalking about the
country, ravaging the houses of gentlefolks and
pitching into the studious youth of England,
without laying themselves open to severe
punishment. For some days, I even kept close
at home, and looked out at the kitchen door
with the greatest caution and trepidation before
%oing on an errand, lest the officers of the

ounty Jail should pounce upon me. The pale
young gentleman’s nose had stained my trousers,
and I iried to wash out that evidence of my
1g\uilt in the dead of night. I had cut my
cnuckles afainst the pale young gentleman’s
teeth, and I twisted my imagination into a thou-
sand tangles, as I devised incredible ways of
accounting for that damnatory circumstance
when T shonld be haled before the Judges.

When the day came round for.my return fo
the seenc of the deed of violence, my terrors
reached their height., Whether myrmidons of
Justice, specially sent down from London, would
be lying in ambush belind the gate? Whether
Miss Havisham, preferring to take ?ersonal ven-
geance for an outrage done to her liouse, might
tise in those grave-clolhes of hers, draw a pistol,
and shoot me dead? Whether suborned boys
—a numerous band of mercenaries—might he
engaged fo fall upon me in the hrewery, and
cuff me until T was no more? It was high
testimony te my confidence in the spirit of the
pale young geutleman, that I never imagined
him accessary to these retaliations; they always
came .into my mind as the acts of injudicious
relatives of his, goaded on by the state of bhis
visage snd an indignant sympathy with the
famﬁy features.

However, go to Miss Havisham’s I must, and
goI did. And bebold! nothing came of the

late struggle. It was not alluded to in any
way, and no pale young gentleman was to be
discovered on the premises, I found the same
gate open, and I explored the garden, and even
looked in at the windows of the detached house;
but, my view was suddenly stopped by the
closed shutters within, and all was lifeless,
Only in the corner where the combat had taken
place, could I detect any evidence of the young
entleman’s existence. There were traces of
is gore in that spot, and I covered them with
garden-mould from the eye of men,

On the broad landing between Miss Havi-
sham’s own room and that other room in which
the long table was laid out, I saw a garden-
chair—z light chair on wheels, that you pushed
from behind. It had been placed there since
my last visit, and I entered, that same day, on
a regular occupation of pushing Miss Havisham

in this chair {when slie was fired of walking
with her hand upon my shoulder) round her
own room, and across the landing, and round
the other room. Over and over and over again,
we would make these journeys, and sometimes
they would last as long as three héurs at a
stretch, Iinsensibly fall into a general rgention
of these journeys as numerous, becausdit was
at once settled that I shonld return every alter
nate day at noon for these purposes, and he-
cause I am now going to sum up & period of af
least eight or ten monihs,

As we began to be more used to one another,
Miss Havis%am talked more to me, and asked
me such questions as what had I learnt and
what was I going to be? T told her I was

olng to be apprenticed to Joe, I helieved; and
% enlarged upon my knowing nothing and want-
ing to-know everything, in the hope thal she
might offer some help towards that desirable
end. But, she did not; on the contrary, she
seemed to prefer my being ignorant, Neither did |
she ever give me any money—or anything but
my deily dinner—nor ever stipulate that I sliould
be paid for my services, : -

Estella was always about, and always et me
in and out, but never told me I might *kiss her
again.  Sometimes, she would cofdly tolerate
me; sometimes, she would condescend to me;
sometimes, she would be quite familiar with me;
sometimes, she would tell me energetically that
she hated me. Miss Havisham would often ask
me in a whisper, or when we were alone,  Does
she grow prettier and prettier, Pip?” And
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when I said yes (for indeed she did), would
seem to enjoy it greedily in secref.  Also, when
we played at cards Miss Havisham would look
on, with s miserly relish of Estella’s moods,
whatever they were. And sometimes, when her
moods were so many znd so contradictory of
one another that I was puzzlefl what to say or
do, Miss Havisham would embrace her with
lavish fondness, murmuring something in her ear
that sounded like * Break their hearts my pride
and hope, break their hearts and have no mercy !
There was a song Joe used to hum fragments
of at the forge, of which the burden was Old
Clem. This was not a very ceremonicus way of
rendering homage to o patron saint; but, I be-
lieve Old Clem stood in that relation towards
smiths. It was a song tlat imitated the mea-
suve of bealing uypon irom, and was a mere
lyrieal excuse for the introduction of Old Clem’s
respected pame. Thus, you wers to hammer
boys round—Old Clem! ~ With a thump and a
gound—Old Clem! Beat it out, beat it out—
Old Clem! Withi a clink for the stout~—0ld
Clem! Blow the five, blow the fire—~O0ld Clem !
Roaring dryer, soaring higher—Old Clem! One
day $oon alter the appearance of the chair, Miss
Havisham suddenly saying to me, with the im-
patieut movement of her fingers, “.There, there,
there! Sing!” I was surprised into crooning
this ditty as T pushed her over ihe floor, It
happened so to eateh her fancy, that she took it
up in a low brooding voice as _if she were sing-
ing inber sleep. After that, it became customary
with s to have it as we moved abont, and
Esiella would often join in; though the whole
straln was so subdued, even when there were
thres of us, that it made less noise in the grim
old hotse than the lightest breath of wind.
What could I beecome with these swround-
ings ? How could my character [ail o be in-
fluenced Wy them? Is it to be wondered at
if my thoughts were dazed, as my eyes were,
when 1 came oul into the natural light from the
misty yellow rooms ?
Perbaps, T might have told Joc about the
ale young gentleman, if T had not previously
1)geen hetrayed into these cnormons inventions to
which I have confessed. Under the eireum.
stances, Ifelt that Joe could hardly fail Lo dlis-
cern inllie pale young gentleman, an appropriste
passenger Lo be put into the black velvet coach ;
therefore, I said nothing of him, Besides: thai
shrinking from having Miss ITavisham and Ls-
tella discussed, which had eome upon me in the
beginning, grew much more patent as time went
on. I reposcd complete confidence in 1o one
but Biddy; but, I told poor Biddy everyihing.
Why it came natural to me to do so, and why
Biddy had a deep concern in everything L told Ler,
I did not know then, though I think I know now.
Meanwhile, eouncils went on in ile kitchen
at home, fraught with almost insupportable
aggravation to my cxasperated spirit, That
a8, Pumblechook, used ofien to eome over
of a night for tho purpose of discussing my
pros%qcts with my sister; and I really do believe
(to this hour with less penitenee than I ought

to feel), that if these hands could have taken
a linchpin out of his chaise-cart, they would
have done it. The miserable man was a man
of that confined stolidity of mind, that he could
not discuss my prospects without having me
before him—as it were, to operate upon—and
Le would drag me up from my stool (usually by
the collar) where I was quiet in a corner, and,
putting me before the fire as if I were going to
be cooked, would begin by saying, “Now, mum,
here is this boy ! Here is this boy which you
brought up by hand. Hold up your head, boy,
and be for ever grateful unto them which so did -
do. Now, mum, with respections to this boy !
And then he would rumple my heir the wrong
way—which from my earliest remembrance, as
already hinted, I lave in my soul denied the
right of any fellow-cresture to do—and would
hold me before him by the sleeve : a spectacle
of imbéeility only to he equalled by himself.

Then, he and my sister would pair off in such
nousensical speculations about Miss Havisham,
and about what she would do with me and forme,
that T used to want—quite painfully—to burst
info spiteful tears, fly at Pumblechook, and pum-
mel him all over. In these dialogues, my sister
spoke of me as if she were morally wrenching
one of my teeth out at every reference; while
Pumblechook himself, self-constituted my patron,
would sit supervising me with a depreciatory
eye, like the architect of my fortunes who thought
lLimself cngaged on a very unremunerative job.

In these discussions, Joc bore no part, But,
he was often talked af, while they were in pro-
gress, by reason of Mrs. Joe’s perceiving that he
was not favourable to my being taken from the
forge. I was fully old enough now, to be ap-
prenticed to Joe; and when Joe sab with the
poker on his knees thoughtfully raking out the
ashes between the lower bars, my sister would
so distinetly construe that innocent action into
opposition on his part, that she would dive af
lum, take the poker out of his hands, shake him,
and put it away. There was o most irrifating
end to every one of these debates, All in o
moment, with nothing to lead up fo it, my sistor
would stop herself in a yawn, and catching sight
of me as it were incidentally, would swoop
upon me, with “Come ! There’s enougly of you !
You get along to bed; gpow've given trouble
cuough for one night, I Lope!” "As if T had
besought them.as a favour to bother my life out.

We went on in this way for o long time,
and. it seemed likely ‘that we should continue
to go on in this way for a long time, when, one
duy Miss Havisham stopped short as she and
I were walking, she leaning on my shoulder;
and said with some displeasure s

“Yon are growing tall, Pip!”

I thought 1t best to hint, through the medium
of & medifative look, that this mi%}lt he ocoa-
sloned, by circumstances over which I lhad uo
control,

She said no more at the time; but, she pre-
sently stopped and locked at me again; and
presently again ; and after that, looked frowning
and moody. Oun the next day of my attendance




Charles Dickens.]

ALL THE YEAR ROUND.

339

[January 19, 1801}

when our usual exercise was over, and I had
la}lded her at her dressing-table, she stayed me
with & movement of her impatient fingers :

“Tell me the name again of that blacksmith
of yours.”

“Joe Gargery, ma’am.”

“ Meaning the master you were to be appren-
ticed to ?”

¢ Yes, Miss Havisham.” :

“You had better be apprenticed at once.
Would Gargery come here with you, and hring
your indentures, do you think ?*
. L signified that I had no doubt he would take
it as an honour to be asked.

‘Then let him come.”

““ At any. particular time, Miss Havisham

“There, there ! I know nothing about times.
Lot him come soon, and come alone with you.”

When I got home at night, and delivered this
message for Joe, my sister “went on the
Rampage,” in a more alarming degree than
at any previous period. She asked me and
Joe whether we supposed she was door-mats
under our feet, and how we dared. to wuse
her so, and what company we. graciously
thought she was fit for? ~ When she lad ex-
hausted a torrent of such inguiries, she threw a
candlestick at Joe, burst into a loud sobbing,
got out the dustpan—which was always. a very
bad sign—put on her coarse apron, and began
cleaning up to a terrible extent. Not satisfled
with a dry cleaning, she took to a pail and
seruhbing-brush, and cleaned us out of house
and hame, so that we stood shivering in the
back yard., It was ten o’clock ab night before
we ventured to creep in again, and then she
asked Joe why he hadn’t married a Negress Slave
at once? Joe offered no answer, poor fellow,
but stood feeling his whisker and I]).ooking de-
jectedly at me, as if he thought it really might
Lave beén a better speculation,

‘ CHAPTER XIIL.

T1 was a trial to my feelings, on the next day
but one, to ses Joe arraying himself in lLis Sun.
day clothes to accompany me to Miss Havi-
sham’s, Tlowever, as he thought his court-suit
necessary to the occasion, it was not for me to
tell Lim that he looked far hetter in his working
dress; the rather, because I knew he made him-
self so dreadfully uncomfortable, entirely on my
account, and that it was for me Le pulled up his
shirt-collar so very high behind, that it made the
hair on the crown of his head stand up like a
tult of feathers,

At breakfast-time my sister deelared her in-
tention of going to town with us, and being left
at Uncle 1’um%lechook’s, and called for *when
we had done with our fine ladies”—a way of
putling the case, from which Joe appeared in-
clined 1o augur the worst. The forge was shut
up {or the day, and Joe inseribed in ehalk upon
the door (as it was Lis custom to do on the very
rare occasions when he was not at work) tle
menosyllable Hour, accompanied by a sketeh of
an arrow supposed to be flying in the direction
he had taken,

We walked to town, my sister leading the
way in & very large beaver bonnet, and carrying
a basket like the Great Seal of England in
plaited straw, a pair of pattens, a spare shawl,
and an umbrella, though it was a fine bright day.
T am not quite clear whether these articles were
carried penitentially or ostentatiously; but, I
rather tﬁink‘ they were displayed as articles of
property—much as Cleopatra or any other sove--
reign Jady on the Rampage might exhibit her -
wealth'in a pageant or procession, ;

“When we came to Pumblechook’s, my sister
bounced in and leftus. As it was ahnost noon,
Joe and I held straight on to Miss Havisham’s
house. Estella opened the gate as usual, and,
the moment she appeared, Joe took his hat off
and stood weighing it by the brim in both his
hands: as if he had some urgeunt reason in his.
mind. for being particular to half a quarter of an
ounce.

Estella took. no notice of either of us, but led
us the way that I knew so well. I followed
next to her, and Joe came last. When I looked
back at Joe in the long passage, he was still
weighing his hat with the greatest care, and was
commg: after us inlong strides on the tips of his.
toes. :

Estella told me we were both to go in, so I
took Joe by the coat-cuff and conducted him
into Miss. Havisham’s presence. She was seated
at her dressing-table, and looked round at us’
immediately.

Ol 1” ‘said she to Joe.  You ave the hus-
band of the sister of this boy §*’

I could hardly have imagined dear old Joe
looking. so walike himself or so like some ex-
tracrdinary bird ; standing, as he did, speechless,
with his tuft of feathers ruffled, and his mouth
open, as if he wanted a worm.. W

“You are the husbaud,” repeated Mesg Havi-
sham, of the sister of this boy #* w5

It ‘was very aggravating ; but, throughout the
interview Joe persisted in addressing Me instead
of Miss Havisham.

“Which I meantersay, Pip,” Joe now ob-
served in, & manuer that was at once expressive
of forcible argumentation, strich confidence, and
great politeness, “as I hup and married your
sister, and T were ot the time what you might
eall (if you was anyways inclined) a single man.”
“Well 1" said Miss Havisham. © And'you have
reared the boy, with the intention of taking Lim
for your apprentice; is that so, Mr, Gargery
“You know, Pip,” replied Joe, * as you and
me were ever {riends, and it were look’d for’ard
to betwizt us, as belng calc’lated to lead to
larks. Notbut what, Pip, if you had ever made
objections to the business—such as its beinchen
to black and sut, or such-like~not but what they
would have been attended to, don’t you see £”

“Has the boy,” said Miss Havisham, *ever
made any objection? Docs belike the trade P’

 Which it is well beknown to yourself, Pip,”
returned Joe, strengthening his former mixture
of argumentation, confidence, and politeness,
“that it were the wish of your own hart.”

(L saw the idea suddenly break upon Lim
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that he would adapt his epitaph to the occa-
sion, before he went on to say) ““And there
weren’t no objection on your part, and Pip it
were the great wish of your hart!”

Tt was quite in vain for me to endeavour to
make him sensible that he ought to speak to
Miss Havisham. The more I made faces and ges-
tures to him to do it;, the more confidential, argu-
mentative,and polile, Lie persisted in being to Me.

“Have you brought his indentures witﬁ youf”
asked Miss Havisham,

“Well, Pip, you know,” replied Joe, as if
that were a little unreasonable, “you yourself
see me pub’em in my ’at, and therefore you
know as they are here” With which he took
them out, and gave them, not to Miss Havisham,
but to me. T am afraid I was ashamed of the
dear good fellow—T Zzow I was ashamed of him
~—when I saw that Estella stood ab the hack of
Miss Havisham’s chair, and that her eyes
laughed mischievously. I took the indentures
out of hishand and gave them to Miss Havisham.

“You expected,” sald Miss Havisham, as she
looked them over, “no premium with the boy &

“Joe!” I remonstrated; for he made no
reply ab all.  “Why don’t you answer—-"

“Pip,” returned Joe, cutting me short as if
Le were hurt, « which I meantersay that were
not a question requiring a answer betwixt
yoursell and me, and wlicl you kuow the an-
swer to be full well No. You know it to be
No, Pip, and wherefore should I say it
© Miss Havisham glanced at him as if she un-
derstood what hie really was, better than I bad
thought possible, sceing what he was there;

" and took up a little bag from the table beside her.

- “Pip has earned a premium here,” she said,
“and here it is. There are five-and-twenty
guineas In this bag. Giveit to your master, Pip.”

As if he were absolutely out of his mind
with the wonder awakened in him by her strange
figure and the strange room, Joe, even at this
pass, persisted in addressing me.

*This is wery liberal on your part, Pip,” said
Joe, “ond it 1s as sueh reccived and grateful
weleome, though never looked for, far nor near
nor nowheres. And now, old chap,” said Joc,
conveying to me a sensation, first of burning and
then of freezing, for I felt as if that familiar
expression were applied to Miss Tlavisham;
“and now, old chap, may we do our duty ! May
you and wme do our duty, both on us by one
and another, and by them which your hLberal
present—have—conweyed—to be—for the sa-
tisfaction of mind—of—them as never—" here
Joc showed that he felt he had fallen into
frightful difficulties, until he trinmphantly
roscued himself with the words, ““and from my-
sclf {far he it1”  These words had such a round
%mc'l convineing sound for him that he said them
wice. :

“Good-by, Pip ! said Miss Havisham. “TLet
them out, Kstella.”

- “Am I fo come again, Miss Havisham # I
agked.

*No, Gargery is your master now. Gar-
gery!  One word I

Thus calling him back as I went out of the
door, I heard her say to Joe, in a distinct em-
phatic voice, “ The boy has beena good boy here,
and that is his reward. Of course, as an honest
man, you will expect no other and no more.”

How Joe got out of the room, I have never
been able to determine; but, L know that when
he did get out he was steadily proceeding up-
stairs instead of coming down, and was deaf to
all remonstrances until% went after him and laid
hold of him. In another minute we were cutside
the gate, and it was locked, and Estella was gone.,

When we stood in the daylight alone again,
Joe backed up against a wall, and said to_me,
 Astonishing ! And there he remained so
long, saying “Astonishing!” at intervals, so
often, that I hegan to think his senses were
never coming back. At length he prolonged
his remark into ““ Pip, I do assure yox that this
is as-ron-ishing!” and so, by degrees, became
conversational and able to walk away.

T have reason to think that Joe’s intellcots
weve brightened by the encounter they lLad
passed through, and that on our way to Pumble-
clook’s he invented a subtle and deep design.
My reason is to be found in what took placc in

Mr. Pumblechook’s parlour: where, on our pre-

senting ourselves, my sister sat in conference
with that detested scedsman.

“Well 7 cried my sister, addressing us hotlr
at onee. ““And what’s happened to you? I
wonder you condescend to come back to such
poor society as this, I am sure L do 1’

 Miss Havisham,” said Joe, with a fixed look
at me, like an effort of remembrance, “ made it
wery partick’ler that we should give her—were
it compliments or respects, Pip

¢ Compliments,” T said. '

¢ 'Which that were my own belief,” answered
Joe—*her compliments to Mrs, J. Gargery——"

“Much good they’ll do me!™ obscrved my
sister; but rather gratified toa.

* And wishing,”” pursued Joc, with anothor
fxed look at me, like another efforl ol remem-
brance, “ihat the state of Miss Ilavisham’s
elth were sitch as would have—allowed, were
it, Pip ”

« ()f hier Laving the pleasure,” I added.

“Of ladies’ company,” said Joe. And drew
a long breath,

“Well 1 cried wy sister, with o mollified
glance at Mr. Pumblechook,  * She might luve
had the politeness to send that messuge b first,
but it’s better lale than never, And what did
she give young Rantipole here ?”

¢ Bhe giv’ lim,” said Joe, *nothing.”’

Mus. Joe was golng to break out, hut Joe
went on.

“What she giv’,” said Joe, * she giv’ to his
friends. ¢ And by his friends,” were her explana-
tion, ¢ I mean into the hands of his sister Mrs.
J. Gargery” Them were her words; ¢ Mrs, J,
Gargery,’” She mayw't have know’d,” added
Joe, with an appearance of reflection, © whether
it were Joe, or Jorge.” '

My sister looked at Pumblechook: who
smoothed the elbows of his wooden arm-chair,
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and nodded at her and at the fire, as if he had
known all about it beforehand.

“And how much have you got ?” asked my
sister, laughing. Positively, laughing!

“What wonld present company say to ten
pound !’ demanded Joe,

“They’d say,” returned wmy sister, curtly,
<« pretty well. Not too much, i’;ut pretty well.”

“Tt’s more than that, then,” said Joe.

Thet fearful Impostor, Pumblechook, imme-
diately nodded, and said, as he rubbed the arms
of his chair: “It’s move than that, mum.”

“Why you don’t mean to say——" began my
sister. )

“Yes I do, mum,” said Pumblechook; *but
walt a bit. Go on, Joseph. Good in you!
Goon!?

“What would present company say,” pro-
ceeded Joe, /* to twenty pound P

“ Handsome would be the wovd,” retwrned
my sister.

“Well, then,” said Joe, “it’s more than
twenty pound.”

That abject Hypoerite, Pumblechook, nodded
agein, and said, with & patronising laugh, « It’s
more than that, mum. Good again! Follow
her up, Joseph

“Then to make an end of it,” said Joe, de-
lightedly handing the bag to my sister; “it’s
five.and-twenty pound.”

“Tt’s Ave-and-twenty ?ound, mum,” echoed
that basest of swindlers, Pumblechook, rising to
shake hands with her; “and it’s no move than
your werits (as T said when my opinion was
asked), and T wisl you joy of the money |

If the Villain had stopped heve, his case would
have been sufficiently awful, but he blackened
his guilt by procecding to take me into oustody,
witl a right of patronage that left all his former
criminalify far behind.

“ Now you see, Joseph and wife,” said Pum-
blechook, as he took me by the axm above the
elbow, “I am one of them that always go right
through with what they've begun. This boy
must be bound, out of hand. That’s my way.
Bouud out of hand.”

“ (Goodness knows, Uncle Pumblechook,” said
my sister (grasping the moncy), “we’re deeply
beholden to yon.”

“ Never mind me, mum,” returned that dia-
holieal corn-chandler. ¢ A pleasure’s a pleasure,
all the world over. DBut this boy, you know;
we must have him bownd. T said I'd sce to it—
to tell you the truth.”

"The Justices wore sitting in the Town IHall
near at hand, and we at once went over to have
me bound apprentice to Joe in the Magisterial
presence. say, we went over, bub I was

ushed over by Pumblechook, exactly as if' I
had that moment picked a pocket or fred a rick;
indeed, it was the general impression in Court
that I had been taken red-handed, for, as Pum-
blechook shoved me hefore him through the
crowd, I heard some people say, « What's le
done®* and others, “He’s a young *un oo, but
looks bad, don’t he? One person of mild and
benevolent aspect even gave me a tract orua-

mented with a woodeut of a malevolent young
man fitted up with a perfect sausage-shop of
fetters, and entitled To 38 READ 1IN MY CELIL.
_The Hall was a queer place, I thonght, with
higher pews in it than & church—and with
people hanging over the pews looking on—and
with mighty Justices (one with a powdered

or taking snuff, or going to sleep, or writing, or
reading the newspapers—and with some shining
black portraits on the walls, which my unartistic
eye regarded as a composition of hardbake and
sticking-plaister. Here, in a corner, my inden-
tures were duly signed and attested, and I was
“bound ;* Mr. Pumblechook holding me all the
while as if we had looked in on our way to the
scaffold, to have those little preliminaries dis-
posed of.

When we bad come out again, and had got
rid of the boys who had been put into great
spirits by the expectation of seeing me publicly
tortured, and who wers mueh disaYpointed to
find that my friends were merely rallying round
me, we went back to Pumblechook’s, And there
my sister became so excited by the twenty-five
guiness, that nothing would serve her but we

must have a dinuer out of that windfall, at the
Blue Boar, and that Pumblechook must go
over in his chaise-cart, and bring the Hubbles
and Mr. Wopsle.

Tt was agreed to be done; and a most melan-
choly day T passed. For, it inscrutably appeared
to stand to reason, in the minds of the whole

company, that I was an excrescence on the en-
tertainment. And to make it worse, they all
asked me from time to time—in short, whenever
they lLad nothing else to do—why Ldidn’t enjoy
myself. And what could I possibly do then,
but say I was enjoying myself—when I
wasn't ?

However, they were grown up and had their
own way, and they made the mosi; of it. That
swindling Pumblechook, exalied into the beni-
ficent contriver of the whole oceasion, actuall
took the top of the table; and, when he ad-
dressed them on the subject of my being bound,
and fiendislly congratulated them on my being
liable to imprisonment if I played at cards,
drank strong liquors, kept late hours or bad
company, or indulged in other vagaries which
the form of my indentures appeared to contem-
plate as next £0 inevitable, he placed me stand-
ing on a chair beside him, to illustrate his
remarks.

My only other remembrances of the great
festival are, That they wouldn’t let me go 1o
sleep, but whenever they saw me dropping off
woke me up and told me to ean%'meseM. That,
rather late in the evening Mr, Wopsle gave us
Collins’s ode, and threw his blood-stain’d sword
in thunder down, with such effeot, that & waiter
came in ond said, “The Commercials undel;neath
sent up their compliments, and it wasn’t the
Tumbler’s Arms.”  That, they were all in excel-
lent spirits, on the road home, and sang O Lady
Fuiv | Mr. Wopsle taking the bass, and. assert-

ing with a tremendously strong voice (in reply

head) leaning back in chairs, with folded arms,
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f Conduoted by

to the inquisitive bore who leads that piece of
music in a most impertinent manyner, by wanting
to know all about everybody’s private affairs)
that Ae was the man with his white locks flow-
ing, and that he was upon the whole the weakest
pilgrim going.

Finally, Iremember that when I got into my
little bedroom I was truly wretched, and hed a
strong conviction on me that I should neverlike
"Jog's trade. I had liked it onee, but once was
not now,

CHRISTMAS-EVE IN COLLEGE.

ArrroucE collegions generally spread them-
selves overthe country to spend their Christmas-
“time at their re_sfpective homes, yet the halls and
colleges are far from being deserted at the most

festive of seasons. Por instance, that student

of Queen’s, at Osford, who, during a contem-

plative Christmas walk; choked a wild hoar that
was about to devour lim by dashing the book
Qe was reading into its jaws, originated a festival
wlich has been kept up without intermission
since the days of Hdward the Third. Mirth,
merriment, good {ellowship, and goad cleer
abound ““in hall” at more than one college of
the university, chastened by an indescribable
gravity, which ancient and revered customs cast
over the seene. :

We were invited to spend our Christmas at
one of the Oxford colleges, and arrived there on

the morning before Christmnas-day, welcomed by

our host, its president, on the threshold of his
uaint and ancient abode, The mediseval sensa.
‘tion which the dining-room, with its “mntique
furniture and ;})ortraits of hygone worthies ealled
up as we sat there at luncheon, was a little dis-
turbed by a curious flavour of Manchester com-
munieated to the apartment, by an assortment of
woollens and other packages, denominated in
their natural sphere “ goods,” and compactly
arranged in one part of the rcom. This thin
shade of incongruity was explained, as soon as
Juncheon was over, by the entranee of a tottering
crowd of old people, who had been invited to
receive articles of warm clothing. Xach recipient
received also a kind and sympathetic word from
the donor, the president’s wile. Sometimes a
strange claimant appeared—a substitute, Where
was old Margaret? Old Margaret was ill abed,
or Betty was too weak to face the eold : so the
cloak or petticoat was handed over to the hus-
band or neighbour who had come to feteh it.

A fine choral service in the chapel, which we
next attended, was succceded by a treat for the
young in the president’s house. Some seventesn
girls, belonging to our hostess®s own school,
took tea with us, and afterwards shared the
pretty fruit of a Christmastree set up in an-
other room. Afler tea succecded dinner, ac-
cording to the new order of things, which has
driven the dinnor hour on to about the time of
uight at which our forefathers supped. Then
enme the %‘reat festival of the evening, Christ-
mas-eve celebrated in the hall of the cotlege.

Through the cloisters, in the keen, erisp,

clear air, that will be marked in the almanacks ag
having given us the coldest night ever known in
England, into the College Hall. The president,
vice-president, fellows, and other members of the
college who had not “gone home” dressed in
their respective academicals, choristers, pupils
from a neighbouring school, and other young

entlemen, took their appointed seats round the
%all at the tables, which were all laid out with
supper, except the cross-table at the top, on
which was displayed, gorgeously, the college
plate. The supper cousisted of oysters, barrels
of which were seb in the middle of the tables at
no very wide intervals in Indian files of good
cheer, furmity—that refined hasty-pudding which
.our, forefathers Joved and thrived npon—and
mince-pies. Some of the oysters were scolloped,
perhaps as a relic of Crusader’s fare. Indue
time, capacicus tankards of a heverage which we
spectators in the gallery divined to be something
strong, steaming, spicy, and very comforting,
were irought to table. Inthemidst of the hall
grew and flourished an enormous tree, the top
of which touched the very timbers of the ceiling.
Countless candles sprouted from its branches;
but they were not yet lighted.

The galleries were filled with ladies, who, en-
joying the superior advantages of & gencral view,
Lad a keener appreciation of the scene than the
actors in it had themselves.

Overshadowed by the huge Christmas-tree,
stood a grand plancforte ; and, everybody in the
hall having found a place, the choir commenced
Handel’s Messiah, the whole of the first part
of which they sang admirably. Then came the
lighting of the tree, a performanee too important
to be trusted o common hands, and which was
achieved by the third dignitary of the college
(upon a ladder held firmly but perpendiculnﬁy
by three men) in a manuer so musterly, that
not even the ladies in tho galleries appeared to
suller from the nervousness which such a dune
gerous feat might otherwise have oceasioned.

When the supper commenced in caruest,
bwas indeed * merry in hall ;3 though it would
hardly be frue to add (as-the Bishop of Ro-
chester will be glad to learn) that ™ beards
wagged all” Turmity was the first ecourse.
The principals of the college attended to the
wants of their guests with unvemitting atlen-
tion. The skill of these eminent scholars in
opening oysters, amazed all beholders. Furmity,
oysters, and mince-pies, were—to translate Bril-
lat-Savarin literally—*irvigated” with the con-
tents of the steaming tankards; and the tall,
landsome grace-cup was passed round, from
hand to hand and moutl to mouth, with the
cordial but stately drinking courtesies of old,

Nor were the fairer guests forgotten. The
gallerics always had a broad front ledge ; that
ledge was now utilised, and converted into a
ruilway, by the clever and very popular alum-
nus who had illuminated the Christmas-tree.
Lirst came a train of furmity, which stopped,
as oll succeeding trains did, at convenient
stations for ladies to help, mot only them-
selves, but those behind them. Thenm came an
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