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Tz journey from our town to the metropolis,
was o journcy of about five hours. It was a
little past mid-day when the four-horse stage-
coach by which T was a passenger, got into the
ravel of traflic frayed oub about the Cross-Keys,
Wood-street, Cheapside, London.

‘We Britons had at that time particularly
settled that ib was treasonable to doubl our
having and our being the best of everything :
otherwise, while I was scared by the immensity
of Loundon, I think Imight have had some faint
doubts whether il was not rather ugly, crooked,
parrow, and dirty.

Mr. Jaggers Lind duly sent me his address; it
was Little Britain, and he had writlen after it
on his eard, ©just out of Smithfield, and close
by the coach-office.””  Nevertheless, a hackney-
coaclman, who scemed to have as many capes to
his greasy great-coat as he was years old, packed
me up in lis conch and hemmed mo n with a
folding and jingling barrier of steps, as if he
were going to take we fifty miles, 1lis gotting
on his box, which I remember to bave been
decorated with an old weather-stained pea-green
hammnereloth, motheaten into rags, was quite a
work of tine. I{ wns a wounderful equipage,
with six great coroncets outside, and ragged
things behind for L dow’t know how many
footmen to hold on by, and a harrow below them,
to prevent amateur footmen from yiclding to the
temptation.

T had scavcely had time to enjoy the coach
and to think how like o straw-yard it was,
and yebt how like a vag-shop, and to wonder why
the lLorses’ nose-bags were kept inside, when [
observed the coachman beginning 1o get down,
as il we were going lo stop presently. And
stop we prcsenﬁy did, in o pgloomy strect, al
certain offices with an open door, whereon was
painted Mr. Jacanns.

*How much #” I asked the eonchman,

The coachman suswered, ¢ A shilling—unless
you wish to make it more.”

I naturally said I hod no wish o muke it
more,

““ Then it must be a shilling,” observed the
coachman. “ L don't waut to get inlo trouble.

Iknow %iém!” He darkly closed an eye ab M.
Jaggers’s name, and shook his head.

’hen he had got his shilling, and had in
course of time completed the ascent to his bhox,
and had got away (which appeared to relieve
his mind), I went into the {ront offiee with my
little portmantesu in my hand and asked, Was
M, Juggers at home?

“ He 1s not,” returned the olerk. *He is in
Court at presenb. Am T addressing M. Pip #
I signified that he was addressing Mr. Pip.

“ Mr. Jaggers loft word would you wait in
his room. e couldn’t say how long he might
be, having a case on.  Buf it stands to reason,
his time being valuable, that he won’t be longer
than he can help.”

With those words, the elerk opened a door,
and ushered me into an inner chamber ab the
back, Here we found a gentleman with onc
eyc, in o velveteen suit and ‘knee-breeehes, who
wiped his nose with his sleeve on being infer-
rupted in the perusal of the newspaper,

“ Go and wait outside, Mike,™ ‘said the clerk.

I began to say that I hoped I was not inter- -
rapting——when the clerk shoved this gentle-
max, out with as little ceremony as I ever saw
used, and tossing his fur cap out after him, left
me alone. C

Mr. Jaggers’s room was lighted by a skylight
ouly, andwas 2 most dismal place; the skylight
cecentrically patched, like a broken head, and
the distorted adjoining houses looking as if they
had twisted themselves to peep down at me
through it. There were not so mawny papers
about, as I should have expecled to sce;
and there were some odd objecls about, that
1 should not have cxpected lo see—such as
an old rusty pistol, & sword in o seabbard,
scveral  strange-ooking hoxes and packages,
and two dreadful casts on & shell of faces peeu-
linely swollen, and twitchy uboub the ose.
Mr. Jaggers's own high-bucked chalr was of
deadly black horsehair, with rows of brags nails
round it like a coffin; und L fancicd I could see
how he leaned buek iu it, and bit his forefinger
at the elients, The rouw was bup swell, and
the clicnls seomed 1o ave had o habib of back-
ing up uguinst the wall: for the wall, especially
opposile Lo Mr. Juggers’s chalr, was greasy with
unuldurs. I recalled, too, that the one-eyed
gontloman lad shuflled forth egainst the wall
when 1 was the inpocent cause of his being
turned out.

YOL. IV,

90



~ room,

458 [Februnry 23, 3861

ALL THE YEAR ROUND,

[Conducted by

1 sat down in the cliental chair placed aver
against Mr.Jaggers’s chair,and becamefascinated
by the dismal stmosphere of the place. T called
6 mind that the clerk had the same air-of know-
ing something to everybody else’s disadvantage,
as his master had. I wondered how many other
clerks there were up-stairs, and whethertheyall
claimed to have the same detrimental mastery
of their fellow-creatures. I wondered what
was the history of all the odd litter about the
and how it came fhere, I wondered
whether the two swollen faces were of Mr.
Jaggers’s family, and, if he were so unfortunate
as to have had a pair of such ill-looking relations,
why he stuck them on that dusty perch for the
blacks and flies to settle on, instead of giving
them a place at home. Of course I had no ex-
perience of a Liondon summer day, and xy spirits
may have heen oppressed by the hot exhausted
air, and by the dust and griv that lay thick on
everything. But T sat wondering and waiting
in Mr. Jaggers’s close room, until I really coula
not bear the two casts on the shelf above M,
Jaggers’s chair, and got up and went out,

Fhen. I told the clerk that I would take &
{urn in the air while I waited, he advised me to
go round the corner and I should come into
Smithfield. So I came into Smithfield, and
the shameful place, being all asmear with fith
and fat and blood and foam, seemed to stick
to me, So I rubbed it off with all possible
sreed by turning info a street where I saw
the great black dome of Saint Paul’s bulging ab
me from behind a2 grim stone building which a
bystander said wag Newgate Prison. Following
the wall of the jail, T found the roadway covered
with straw to deader the noise of passing ve-
hicles ; and from tlfs, and from the quantity of
people standing about, smelling strongly of
spirits and beer, I infexred that the trials were

on.

While I looked about me here, an exceedingly
dirty and partially drunk minister of justice
asked me if I would like to step in and %1ear a
trial or so : informing me that he conld give me
a front place for half-a-crown, whence 1 should
command afull view of the Lord Chief Justice
in his wig siad robes—mentioning that awful

ersonage like waxwork, and presently offering

im at the reduced price of eig]iteenpence. As
T declined the#proposal on the plea of an ap-
pointment, he was so good as to take me into a
yord and show me where the gallows was kept,
and also where people were publicly whipped,
and then he showed me the Debtors” Door, out
of which culprits cameto be hanged : heightening
the interest of that dreadful portal by giving
me 1o understand that “four on ’em* would
come out at that door the day after to-morrow
at eight in the morning, to be killed in a
row. This wasg ,horribTe, and gave me a
. sickening iden of London: the more go us the
Lord Chief Justice’s proprietor wore (from his
kat down to his boots and up again to Lis
pecket-handkerchief inclusive) mildewed clothes,
which had evidently not belonged to him origin-
ally, and which, X took it into my head, he had

bought cheap of the executioner. Under these
cifeumstances I thought myself well rid of him
for a shilling,

I dropped into the office to ask i Mr. Jaggers
had come in yet, and I found he had not, and I
strolled out again, This time I made the tour
of Little Britain, and turned into Bartholomew
Close; and now I became aware that other
peoFle were waiting about for Mr. Jaggers, as
well as I There wexe two men of secret ap-
pearance lounging in Bartholomew Close, and
thoughtfully fitting their feet into the cracks of
the pavement as they talked together, ome
of whom said to the other when they fixst
passed me, that * Jaggers would do it if it was
to be done” There was a knot of three
men and two women standing at a corner,
and one of the women was crying on her
dirty shawl, and the other comforted her by
saying, &8 she pulled her own shawl over her
shoul%ers, ¢ Jaggers is for him, "Melia, and what
more could you have P’ There was a red-eyed
little Jew who came into the Close while 1 was
loitering there, in company with & second little
Tew whom he sent upon an errand 3 and while the
messenger was gone, I remarked this Jew, who
was of a highly excitable temperament, perform-
Ing ajig of anxiety under a lamp-post, and ac-
companying himself, in a kind of frenzy, with
the words, “Oh Jaggerth, Jaggerth, Jaggerth!
all otherth ith Cag-Maggert}l, give me Jag-
gerth I These testimonies to the popularity
of my guardian made a deep impression on me,
and a%imired and wondereﬁ more than ever,

At length, as T was looking out at the iron
%ate of Bartholomew Close into TLittle Britain,

saw Mr, Jaggers coming across the road to-
wards me. Al the others who were waiting
saw him at the same time, and there was guite a
rosh af him,  Mr. Jaggers, putting a hand on
my shoulder and walking me on at his side
without saying anything to me, addressed him-
self to his followers.

First, he took the two sceret men.

“Now, I have nothing to say to gow,* said
Mr. Jaggers, throwing his finger at tﬁcm. *1
want to know no more than I know. Asto
the result, it’s a toss-up. T told you from the
first it was a toss-up, Iave you paid Wem-
mick P

“ We made the money up this morning, sir,”
said one of the men, submissively, while the
other perused Mr. Jaggers’s face,

“I don’t agk you when you made it up, or
where, or whether you made 1t up at all. "Has
‘Wemmick got it §*

“ Yes, sir,” said both the men together,

“Very well ; tlhen youmay go. ﬁow, T won’t
have it ! said Mr. Jaggers, waving his hand at
them to put them behind him. “If you say a
word to me, I’ll throw up the case.”

“ We thought, Mr. Jeggers——'" one of the
men began, pulling off his hat.

“That’s what I told you not to do,” said
Mr. Jaggers. ¢ You thought! I think for

ou; that’s enough for you.” If I want you, I
ow where to fiad you; I don't want you to
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find me. Now I won’t have it.
a word.”

The two men looked at one another as Mr.
Jaggers waved them behind again, and humbly
fell hack and were heard no more.

. ““And now gou /” said Mr. Jaggers, suddenly
stopping, and turning on the two women with
the shawls, from whom the three men had meekly
separated.—“ Ol ! Amelia, is it P*

* Yes, Mr. Jaggers.”

¢ And do you remember,” retorted Mr. Jag-
gers, © that bus for me you wouldn’t be here and
conldn’t bo here P’

Ok yes, sir!” exclaimed both women to-
gletfl;l?r.  Liord bless you, sir, well we kunows

10 .J’

¢ Then why,” said Mr. Jaggers, “do you come
bore P

“ My Bill, sir!* the crying woman pleaded.

“Now, I tell you what!” said Mr, Jaggers.
“Once for all. If you dow’t know thaf your
Bill’s in good hands, I know ik  And if you
come here, bothering about your Bill, I'll make
an example of both your Bill and you, and let
him slip through my fingers. Have you paid
Wemmick § '

“Oh yes, sir! Every farden.”

“Very well. Then you have done all you
have got to do, Say another word—one single
i\;rorld-’—and ‘Wemmick shall give you your money

ack.”

This terrible threat caused the two women
to fall off immediately. No one remained now
bub the excitable Jew, who had alrcady raised
the skirts of Mr. Jaggers’s coab to lus lips several
times.

T dow’t know this man I said Mr. Jaggers,
in tho same devastating sivain. “What docs
this follow want £

“ Ma thear Mithter Jaggerth. Hown lro-
ther to Habraham Latharath1”

“Who's haP” said Mr. Jaggers. “Let go
of my cout.” .

The suitor, kissing the hem of the garment
again belore relinguishing it, replied, *“Habra-
ham Latharuth, ou thuthpithion of plate.”

“ You're too late,” said Mr, Jaggers. “I am
over the way.”

« Holy father, Mithter Jaggerth!” cried my

Tyon'fdigar

exeifahle acquaintance, turning white, “don’t

thay you're agnin Ilabrabam Latharath!”

“1 om,” said Mr. Jaggers, ““and there’s an
end of if,  Geb out of the way”

“ Mithter Jaggerth! Half a moment! My
hown cuthon’th gone to Mithter Wemmick at
thith prethent minute, o hofler im hany termth,
Mithther Jaggerth! Half a quarter of a mo-
ment! If you'd have the condethenthun to be
bought off from the t’other thide—at hg&y thu-
perioy prithe —money no object |—Mithter
Joggerth—Mithter—-

My guardian threw his supplicant off with
supreme indifference, and lelb Lim dancing on
ihe }pavemant a8 if 3t wore red-hot.  Without
furthy
where wo found the clerk and the men in vel-
veteen with the fur cap.

er-interruption, we reached the fronf office, { o

5 Here's Mike,” said the clerk, getting down
from his stool, and appro#hing Mr. J: aggers
confidentially. - "

“Oh 1" said Mr, Jaggers, turning to the man,
who was pulling a lock of hair in the middle of
his forehead, like the Bull in Cock Robin pulling
ot the bellrope; “your man comes on this
affernoon. Well?”

“Well, Mas'r Jaggers,” returned Mike, in
the voice of a sufferer from a constitutional
cold ;. “arter a deal o’ trouble, I've found one,
sir, as might do.”

“What is he prepared to swear P

“Well, Mas’r Jaggers,” said Mike, wiping
his nose on his fur cap this time ; * in a general
way, anythink.”

Mr. Jaggers suddenly became most irate.
“Now I warned ¥ou before,” said he, throwing
his forefinger at the tervified client, * that if you
ever presumed to talk in that way hers, I'd
make an example of you. You infernal scoun-
drel, how dare you tell Mr that #

The client looked seaved, but bewildered too,
as if he were unconscious what he had done,

- “*Bpooney!” said the clerk, in a low voice,

iving him a stir with his elbow. ¢ Soft Head !
%ee you say it face to face P’

#Now, I ask you, you blundering booby,”
sald my guardian, very sternly, **once more and

for the last time, what the man you have brought

here is prepared to swear £

Mike looked ‘hard at my guardian, as if he
were trying to learn a lesson from his face, and
glowly replied, * Ayther to charvacter, or to
having heen in bLis company and never left him
all the night in question.”

“ Now, be careful. In what station of life is
this man ?”

Mike looked at his cap, and looked at the
floor, and looked at the ceiling, and looked at
the clerk, and even looked at ms, before be-
gioning to reply in a nervous manper, “ We've
iressc him up like——" when my guardian
blustered out:

* What? You wizz, will you?” )

(¢ Spooney ! added the clerk again, with

-auother stir.)

After some lelpless casting about, Mike

‘brightened and began again:

“ He is dressed like & ’spoctable pleman. A
sorh of a pastrycook.”’

“Ts he liere ?” asked my guardian.

“T left him,” said Mike, “a settin on some
door-gteps round the corner.”

, “ Take him post that window, and Jet me see
him.”

The window indiented was the office window.
We all three went to i, behind the wire blind,
and presently saw the client go by in an acei-
dental manuner, with a murderous-locking tall
individual, in a short suit of white linen and a
poaper cap,  This guileless confactioner was not
by any means sober, and had a.black eye in the
green stage of recovery, wlich was painted

ver, .
“Tell him to take his witness away directlii,”
said my guardian to the clerk, in extreme dis
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gust, “and ask him what he means by bringing.
such a fellow as that.”

My guardian then took me into his own room,
and while he lunched, standing, from a sand-
wich-box and a pocket flask of sherry (he
seemed to bully his very sandwich as he ate it),
informed me what arrangements he had made
for me. I was to go to “ Barnard’s Inn,’ to
young Mr. Pocket’s rooms, where a bed had
been sent in for my accommodation; I was to
remain with young Mr. Pocket until Monday;
on Monday T was to go with him to his father’s
house on a visit, that I might try how I liked
it. Also I was told what my allowance was_to
be~it was a very liberal one—and had handed
to me from one of my guardian’s drawers, the
cards of certain tradesmen with whom I was to
deal {for all kinds of clothes, and such other
things as I could in reason want. *You will
find Jour credit good, My, Pip,” said my guar-
dian, whose flask of sherry smelt like a whole
cask.full, as hie hastily refreshed himself, «“but
I shall by this means be able to check your bills,
and to pull you up if I find you outrunning the
constable. * Of course yow'll go wrong somehow,
but that’s no fault of mine.”

After I had pondered a little over this en-
couraging sentiment, I asked Mr. Jaggers if I
could send for a coach? He said il was not
worth while, I was so near my destination;
Wemmick should walk round with we, if 1
pleased.

I then found that Wemmick was the clexk in
the next room. Another elerk was rung down
from up-stairs to take his place while he was out,
and I ‘accompanied him into the street, after
shaking hands with my guardian. We found a
new set of peopls lingering outside, but Wem-
mick made a way among them by saying coolly
jzet decisively, 1 tell you it’s no use; he won't

ave a word to say to one of you ;” and we soon
got clear of them, and went on side by side.

CHAPTER XXI.

CasTING my eyes on Mr. Wemmick as we
went along, to see what he was like in the light
of day, I found bim to be a dry mau, rather
short in stature, with a square wooden face,
whose expression seemed to have been imper-
fectly chipped out with a dull-edged chisel.
There were some marks in it that might lLave
been dimples, if the material had been softer
and the instrument finer, but which, as it was,
were only dints. The chisel had made three or
four of these attempts at embellishment over
his nose, but had given them up without an
effort to smooth them off. I judged him to be
a bachelor from the frayed condition of his
linen, and he appeared to have sustained a
good many bereavements; for, ke wore at
Teast four mourning rings, besides a brooch
represeuting o lady and a weeping willow at a
tomb with an. wn on it. I noticed, oo, that
several rings and seals hung at his watch-chain,
as il he were quite laden with remembrances of
departed friends, ¥e had glittering eyes—
small, keen, and black—and thin wide mottled

lips, - He had had them, to the best of my
velief, from forty to fifty years,

“So you were never in London before # said
Mr. Wemmick to me.

“No,” said L.

“ I was new here once,” said Mr. Wemmick.
* Rum to think of now !

“You are well acquainted with it now P’

“ Why, yes,” said Mr. Wemmick, “I know
the moves of it.”

“Js it a very wicked place?’ T asked, more
for the sake of saying something than for infor-
mation.

“You may ygeb cheated, robbed, and mur.
dered, in London. But there are plenty of
people anywhere who'll do that for you.”

«Tf there is bad blood between you and
them,” said I, to-soften it off a little.

«Qh! I don’t know about bad blood,” re-
turned Mr. Wemmick ; “there’s not much bad
blood about. If there’s anything to be got by
it .

¢ That makes it worse.”

“You think so?’ returned Mr. Wemmick.
¢« Much about the same, I should say.”

He wore his hat on the back of his head, and
looked straight before him: walking in a self-
contained way as if there were nothing in the
streets to claim Lis attention. His mouth was
such a post-cffice of a mouth that he had a me-
chanical appearance of smiling. We had gat
to the top of Holborn Hill before I knew that
it was merely a mechanical appearance, and that
he was not smiling at all.

“Do you kuow where Mr. Matthew Pocket
lives £ I asked My, Wemmick.

“Yes,"” said he, nodding in the direction. *“ At
Hammersmith, west of London.”

¢Ts that far®”

“Well! Say five miles.”

“Do you know him #

“ Why, you're a regular cross-examiner ! said
Mr. Wemmnick, looking at me witli au approving:
fair. “Yes, I know him, J know him !”

There was an air of toleration or depreciation
about his utterance of these words, that rather
depressed me ; and I was still looking sideways
ab his block of a face in search of any encourag-
ing note to the text when he sald here we were at
Barnard’s Inn. My depression was not alle-
viated by the announcement, {or I had supposed
that establishinent to be au hotel kept by Mr.
Barnard, to which the Blue Boar in our town
was a mere publichouse. Whercas I now
found Barnard to be a disembodied spirit, or
a fiction, and his inn the dinglest colicetion of
shabby buildings ever sgueczed together in o
rank corner as a club for Tom-cats.

We entercd this haven through a wicket-
gate, and were disgorged by an introductory
passage into a meluncholy little square that
looked to me like a flat burying-ground. I
thought it had the most d.ismai7 trees in it, and
the most dismal sparrows, and the most dismal
cats, and the most dismal hiouses (in number
half a dozen or so), that I had ever seen, I
thought the windows of the sets of chambers

—
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into which these houses twere divided, were in
every stage of dilapidated blitid and eurtain,
crippled flower-pot, cracked glass, dusty decay
and miserable makeshift; while To Let To Let
To Let, glared at me from empty rooms, as
if no new wretches ever came there, and the
vengeance of the soul of Bawmard were being
slowly appeased by the gradual suicide of the
present occupants and their unholy interment
under the gravel. A frouzy mourning of soot
and smoke attired this forlorn creation of Bar-
nard, and it had strewn ashes on its head,
and was undergoing penance and humiliation
as a mere dust-hole. Thus far my sense of
=ight ; while dry rot and wet rot and all the
silent rots that rot in neglected roof and cellar
—rot of rab and monuse and bug and coaching-
stables near at hand besides—addressed them-
selves faintly to my sense of smell, and moaned,
*Try Barnard’s Mixture.”

So imperfect was this realisation of the first
of my great expectations, that I loocked in dis-
may at Mr. Wemmick. ‘*Ah!” said he, mistak-
ing me; “the retirement reminds you of the
country. So it does me.”

‘He I’::d me into a corner and conducted me
up a flight of stairs—which appeared to me to
be slowly collapsing into sawdust, so that one of
these days the upper lodgers would look out at
their doors and find themselves without the
means of coming down—to a set of chambers
on the top floor. MR. Pockzr, Jox,, was painted
on the door, and there was a label on the letter-
hox, “ Return shortly.”

“He hardly thought you'd come so soon,”
Mr, Wemmick explained. *You don’t want me
any more P”

* No, thank you,” said L.

every pane in the window, before I heard foot-
steps on the stalrs. Gradeally there arose
hefore me the hat, hedd, neckeloth, waistcoat,
trousers, boots, of o member of society of about
my own standing. He had a paper-bag under
each orm and a pottle of strawberries in one
hand, and was out of breath. '

¢ Mr. Pip #” said he.

¢ Mr. Pocket P said I,

“Dear me!” he exclaimed. “Iam extremely
sorry ; but I knew there was a coach from your
part of the country at mid-day, and I thought
you would come by that one. The fact is, I
have been out on your account—not that that
is any excuse—for I thought, coming from the
country, you might like a little fruit after
dinner, and I went to Covent Garden Market to
get it good.”

For a reason that I had, I felt as if my eyes
would start out of my head. I acknowledged
his attention incoherently, and began to think
this was a dream.

¢ Dear me !”* sald Mr. Pocket, Junior. ¢ This
door sticks so P

As he was fast making jam of his fruit by
wrestling with the door while the paper-bags
were under his arms, I begged him to allow me
to hold them. Ha relinquished them with an
agreeable smile, and combated with the door as
if"it were a wild beast, It yielded so suddenly
at last, that he staggered back upon me, and [
staggered back upon the o;iposite door, and we
both laughed. But still I felt as if my eyes
must start out of my head, and as if this must
be a dream.

¢« Pray come in,” said Mr. Pocket, Junior.
“ Allow me to lead the way. T am rather bare
here, but I hope yowll be able to make out

“As I keep the cash,” Mr. Wemmick ob-
served, * we shall most likely meet pretty often,
‘Good day.”

“ Good day.”

I put out my hand, snd Mr. Wemmick at
first “"looked at it as if he thought I wanted
something. . Then he looked at me, and said,
correcting himself,

“To be surc! Yes.
shaking hands 2%

1 was rather confused, thinking it must be out
of the London fashion, but said yes.

“ I have got so out of it!” said Mr. Wem-
mick—* except ab last. Very glad, T'm sure,
to make your acquaintance. Good day!”

‘When we had shaken hands and he was gone,
T opened the staircase window and had nearly
beheaded myself, for the lines had rotted away,
and it came down like the guillotine. Fappily
it was so quick that I had not put my head out.
Afterthis eseape, I was content to take a fogg
view of the Inn through the window’s encrusting
dirt, and to stand dolefully looking out, saying
to rélyselt' that London was decidedly over-
rated.

Mr. Pocket, Junior’s, idea of Shortly was not
mine, for I had nearly maddened myself with
looking out for half an hour, and had written my
name with my finger several times in the dirt of

You're in the habit of

tolerably well till Monday. My father thought
you would get on more agreeably through to-
mortow with me than with him, and might like
to take a walk about London. I am sure I
shall be very happy fo show London to you. As
to our table, you won’t find that bad, I hope, for
it will be supplied from our coffee-house here, and
(it is only right I should add) at your expense,
such being Mr. Jaggers’s directions. Asto our
lodging, it's not by any means splendid, because
I have my own bread to earn, and my father
hasn’t anything to give me, and I shouldn’t be
willing to take it, if he had. This is our sitting-
room——just such chairs and tables and carpet
and so forth, you see, as they could spare from
home. You mustn’t give me eredit for the
tablecloth and spoons and castors, becauss they
come for you from the coffee-house. This is
my little bedroom ; rather musty, hut Barnard’s
i musty. This is your bedroom; the furniture’s
hived for ihe occasion, but I trust it will answer
the purpose ; if you should want anything, I’ll
go and feteh it, ~ The chambers are retired, and
we shall be alone together, but we shan’t fight, I
dare say. But, dear me, I beg your pardon,
yowre lolding the fruit all ihis time. Pray
let me take these bags from you. I am quite

ashamed.” .
As T stood opposite to Mr. Pocket, Junior,
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R “enw® Conllucted by

delivering him the bags, One, Two, I saw the
starting appearance come into his own eyes
that I knew to be in mine, and he said, falling
back :
s Tord bless me, yow're the prowling boy 1"
“ And you,” said I, ““are the pale young gen-
tleman 1

CHARLESTON CITY.

Ir seems but yesterday that I was standing
on the pleasant battery terrace at Charleston,
looking out across the tumbling green waves to-
wards the forts that guard the harbour; and now
here I am, in a dull ﬁouse, buried, as all London
just now is, deep under a dumb flood of yellow
opague fog, above which I see St. Paul’s alone
rising enormous, as a floating ark breasting the
murky deluge.

Let me retrace those steps, and imagine
myself again at Charleston. I am staying at
the “Mill’s House,” a noble palace of anhotel,
in the chief street of the city. Ihave left my two
travelling companions, Paul Allan and Silas Allan,
of Washington county, Texas, to play at hil-
liards, while I stroll out on the battery, to get
an appetite for the four o’clock hotel dinner.

bat a delicious July morning. What a
blue serene tide of warm melted azure floats
above the palmetto trees, and flowering mag-
nolias of this metropolis of South Carolina.
How pleasantly and with how loverlike a
whisper the immense waves coquettishly run
up and kiss the broad square rampart stones of
the terrace on which I stand, How deftly the
little fishing-boats seud in, with a sweep and
a swirl, teking down and huddling up their
blowzy brown sails, as they float calmly into the
inner harbour, where idle eraft rock and flap in
the tepid green water !

And now, as

T am off to Charleston

Early in the morning,
let me look seaward, and note what catches
my vagrant eye, first premising that Chatleston,
founded in 1670, and deriving its name from that
black-wigged debaunchee Charles II, pleasantly
disg}ays 1ts houses on a point of land where the
Ashley and Cooper xivers meet to form its har-
bour, and lave the shining coppered keels of its
Northern shipping with seventeen feet of deep
rolling brine.

I do not wonder that the Charleston people
love their sea-side walk, for the heat bursts on
you here, as from a burning flery furnace sud-
denly thrown open, and all beyond the Ashley
river, among the white cotton-ields, the heat is
African~as the labourers are alse. And as for
Augusta way, the glare from the white sand
tracts there would blister your face if it were not
for the green coolness of the pine boughs above,
that you look up at and snatch comfort from, in
the eager manner in which a Southern glutton
drinks gulps of ice water between his spoonfuls of
intolerably delicious pepper-soup. Fere, up and
down the embrasured terraces, at right angles
to each other, the fair yellow mulattoes and shiny

black negress nurses wander, with their faces

turped to the sea, wooing the futtering breeze

that fans black cheeks and white cheeks with
Divine impartiality.

I am leaning over the clean-cub warm stones
of the battery wall, only the faintest beads of the
spl‘ag now and then reaching my hot face, and
am dying to map in my mind the chief features
of the land-locked bay. I hear from the public
gardens behind me, where the pines growso tall
and massy, the langhing voices of the playing
children.  Suddenly the deep bay of a large St.
Bernard dog arouses me from my brown studly.
I look round, and see a gentleman-like well-
dressed man, with two large dogs riotous at his
heels, one of whom, as he flings his stick into
the leaping waves, dashesin with the boisterous
alacrity of a faithful body-guard, not with the
lazy sullenness of a demoralised slave, .

The dog reappears with the stick, and shaking
himself il he looks like a trundled mop, half
drenches us in the triumph of his joy.

The master’s apologies for his thoughtless
companion, and my regrets that any apologics
should be thought needful, lead to a friendly
conversation.

Venatico, as I will call him, begins to talk
about the fishing vessels that lic in flocks and
spots oub yonder to the west, fishing for a fish
with a wonderful Indian name that I can neither
spell nor pronounce, and which is only found in
tge sca round Charleston. The crews are all
hired negroes, he says, and are very profitable to
their temporary masters. Venatico bids e also
remark that, like Venice, at first view Charleston
city seems growing out of the waves,

¢ points me out the chief features of the
harbour. The low dark lines of shove, the
white houses of Mount Pleasant, and the low
light-coloured forts, black-dotted where the
cannons’ eyes look out for the enemy blankly.

That block of a fort there, full at the entrance,
is Fort Pinckney. It is built on what was [or-
merly a dangerous shoal, but I believe is not
strong, or was not when Carolina first sceeded,
Close by this fort is the only true channel, for,
nearer to the right, by Sullivan’s Island, where
Tort Moultric stands, it is impuassable to any but
fishing-boats, tho water runs so shallow.

That rising ground to the left is Mount Plea-
sant, where the Clarleston people retrcat to
bathe and sleep during the midswmmer, when
King Yellow Fever too often hoists Lis siekly
bauner over this low-lying eity. Nor must [
forget James’s Tsland, with its old ruined fort,
or threatening Fort Sumter, that can, if it
choose, sweep the bay with its five-breathing
cannon.

Venatico points me out also, the sandy corer
of Mount Pleasant behind which lie sea-side
country-houses, the yuict joys of which he
expatiates on. Nearer to the left are the low
swamps that render the city at times so un-
healthy; for they breathe out their poison at
night, and the great heat is by day perpetually
distilling fever from their steamy vapour,

"Do I see that steamer, that blows and




