“THE STORY OF OUR LIVES FROM YEAR TO YEAR."—SHAKESPEARR,

ALL T

E Y]

-

AR ROUND.

A WEEKLY JOURNAL.

CONDUCTED BY CHARLES DICKENS.
WITH WHICH IS INCORPORATED HOUSEHOLD WORDS.

N° 97.]

SATURDAY, MARCH 9, 1851,

[Prrce 2d.

GREAT EXPECTATIONS.

BY CHARLES DICKENS.
—_—

CHAPTER XXII.

TxE pale young gentleman and I stood con-
templating one another in Barnard’s Inn, until
we hoth burst out laughing. ¢ The idea of its
being you!” said he. ¢ The idea of its being
you!” said I. And then we contemplated one
another afresh, and 1au§hed again. ~ © Welll”
said the pale young gentleman, reaching out his
hand good humouredly, “it’s all over now, I
hope, and it will be magnanimous in you if
you'll forgive me for having knocked you about
so » '

I derived from this speech that Mr. Ferbert
Pocket (for Herbert was the pale young gen-
tleman’s name) still rather confounded his in-
tention with his exccution. But I made a
modest veply, and we shook hands warmly.

“ You hadn’t come into your good forfune at
that time P said Herbert Pocket.

« No,” soid I

¢ No,” he acquiesced: “I heard it had hap-
pencd very lately. I was rather on the look-out
for good forfune then.”

“Indeed P i ,

Yoy, Miss Havisham had sent for me, to
see if she could tuke a fancy to me. But she
couldn’t—at all events, she didn’t,”

T thought it polite to remark that I was sur-
prised to hear that,

“ Bad taste,” said Herbert, laughing, * but a
fact. Yes, she had sent for me ot a frial visit,
and if I had come out of it successfully, T sup-

ose I should have been provided for; perhaps

should lhave been what-you-may-called it to
Lstella.”

“ What's that P? I asked, with
gravity.

He was srvanging his fruit in plates while
we lalked, which divided his attention, and was
the cause of his having made this lapse of a
word.  “ Afllunced,” he explained, still busy
with the fruit,  Betrothed. Engaged. What's-
his-named.  Any word of that sort.”

“ How did you bear your disappointment £
T asked.

“ Pooly 1 said b, I didn’t eare mueh for it.
She’s a Lartor.”?

¢ Miss Havisham P’ T suggested.

sudden

“I don't say mo to that, but I meant Estella.
That girl’s hard and haughty and eapricious to
the last degree, and has been brought up by
Miss Havisham to wreak revenge on all the
male sex,”

' What relation is she to Miss Havisham ?*

“ None,” said he. * Ouly adopted.” ‘

“ Why should she wreak revenge on all the
male sex? What revenge P’

“ Lord, Mr. Pip!” said he. “Don't you
know #*

¢ No,” said I ‘

“Dear me! It’s quite a story, and shall be
saved till dioner-time. And now let me take
the Liberty of asking gou a question. How did
you come there that day ¥’ S

I told him, and he was attentive until I had
finished, and then burst out laughing again, and
asked me if T was sore afterwards? T didn’t
ask him if ke was, for my couviction on that
point was perfectly established.

“ Mr, Jaggers is your guardian, I under-
stand ¥’ he went on.

13 Yes.” )

“ You kuow he is Miss Havisham’s man of
business and solicitor, and has her confidence
when nobody else has #* ‘

This was bringing me (I felt) towards dan-
gerons ground, [ answered with & constraint T
made no attempt to disguise, that I had seen
Me, Jaggers in Miss Hayisham’s house on the
vexy day of our combat, but never at anfr other
time, and that I believed lie had no recollection
of having ever seen me tliere,

“ Tle was so0 obliging as to suggest my father
for your tutor, and he called on my father to
propose it Of cowrse he knew about my
father from lLis connexion with Miss Havisham,
My father is Miss Havisham’s nephew; not
that that implies familiar intercourse between
them, for le is o bad courtier and will not pro-
pitiate her.” ‘

Herbert Pocket had o frank and easy way
with him ihat was very taking. I bad never
seen any onc then, and L have never seen any
one since, who move strongly expressed to me, in
every look aud tone, a natural incapacity to do
anythiug seeret or mean, There was something
wonderlully hopeful about his general air, and
something that at the same time whispered to
me Le would never be very successtul ov rich.
I dow’t kuow how this was. I became imbued

with the notion on that first occasion before we -

|

VOL. 1V,

g7




482 [March 2, 1861]

ALL THE YEAR ROUND,

sat down to dinner, but I cannot define by what
means.

He was still a pale young gentleman, and had
a certain conguered languor about him in the
midst of his spiits and briskness, that did not
seem indicative of nabural strength. He had
nob a handsome face, but it was betier than
liandsome ; being extremely. amiable and cheer-
ful. His figure was a liftle ungainly, as in the
days when my knuckles had taken such liberties
with it, but it locked as if it would always be
light and young. Whether Mr, Trabb’s local
work would have sat more gracefully on him
than on me, may be a question; but 1 am con-
scious that he carried off Lis rather old clothes
much better than T carried off my new suit,

As he was so communicative, I felt that re-
serve on my part would be a bad return un-
suited to our years. I therefore told him my
small story, 'and laid stress om my heing for-

hidden to inguire who my benefactor was, I
further mentioned. that. as I had been brought

up a blacksmith in a-country place, and knew

very little of the ways of politeness, I would:
take it as a great kindness In him if he would

give me a hint whenever he saw me at a loss or
going wrong.

“With p%easure,’.’ said he, “though I venture
to prophesy that you'll want very few lints. I
dare sa{‘ we shall he often together, and I
should like to banish any needless Tesiraint
between us, Will you do me the favowr 1o
hegin at onre to. call me by my christian name,
Herbert $

_T thanked him, and said I would. I informed.|bl
him in exchange that my christian name was

Philip,

“Y don’t take to Philip,” said he, smiling,
*for it sounds like a moral boy oub of the
spelling-book, who was so lazy that he fell into
a pond, ar so fat that he couldn’t see out of his
eyes, or 80 avaricious that he locked up his cake
till the mice ate i, or so determined o go
birds-nesting that he got himsell eaten by bears
who lived handy in the neighbourhood. ™ I tell
youwhat I should ke, We are so harmonious,
and: you have been a blacksmith—would you
mind it P

“X shouldn’t mind anything that you pro-
pose,,:’ I answered, “but I don’t understand
Jou.

“Would you. mind. Hendel for & familiar
name? There’s a. charming piece of music by
Handel, ealled. the Hasmonious Blacksmith.”

* I should like it very much.”

*Then, my dear Handel” said he, turning.
round as the deor opened; “herc is the dinuer,
and I must beg of you to take the top of the
table, hocause the dinner is of your providing.”

This T would not hear of, sa ke took fhe
top, and I faced him. It was a nice little
dinner — seecmed. to me thew, 8 very Lord
Mayor’s Feast—and it acquired additional velish
from being caten under those independent cir-
onmstances, with uo old people by, and with
Londai all around us. This again ‘was height-
enedi by . oertain gipsy character that set the

banquet off: for while the table was, as Mr.
Pumblechook might have said, the lap of
luzary —heing entirely furnished forth from
the coffee-house-—the circumjacent region of
sitting-room was of a comparatively pastureless
and g‘hifty character: imposing on the waiter
the wandering habits of putting the covers on
the floor (where he fell over them), the melted
butter in the arm-chair, the bread on the book-
shelves, the cheese in the coal-scuttle, and the
hoiled fowl into my bed in the next room—where
I found much of its parsley and butter in a
state of congelation when I retired for the
night. Al this mads the feast delightful, and
when the waiter was not there to watch me, my
pleasure was without alloy. ]

We had made some progress in the dinner,
when I reminded Herbert of Lis promise Lo tell
me ahout Miss Havisham.

“Trye,” he veplied. “T'll redeem it ab once.
Let meintroduce the topie, Handel, by mention-
ing that in London it is. mot the custom to put
the. knife in the mouth~—for fear of accidents—
"and.that while the fork is reserved for that use,
it {s not put further in than is necessary. It is
scarcely worth mentioning, only it’s as well to
do as other people do. Also, the spoon is nob
generally used. over-hand, but under. This has
two advantages. You get at your mouth better
(which after all is the object), and you save a
good deal of the attitude of opening oysters,
ou the part of the right clbow.”

He- offered these friendly suggestions in such

‘% 1iv§1¥1 way that we both l&ugheﬁ and I scarcely
ushed.
“ Now;” he pursued, * concerning Miss
Hevisham. Miss- Havisham, you must know,
was a spoilt child.. Her mother died when she
was o baby, and her father denied her nothing.
Her father was a country dgentleman down 1n
your part of the world, and was a brewer. I
don’t know why it should be a crack thing to
be a brower; but it is indisputable that while
you cannob possibly be genteel and hake, you
may he as genteel as never was and brew. You
see it cvery day.”

“Yet a genlleman may not keep a publie-
Louge ; may he P’ said L.

“ Not on any account,” returned Herbert;
“but a public-house may keep o gentloman.
Well! Mr. Havisham was very rich and very
proud. 8o wus his daughter.”

¢ Miss- Havishom was an only child?” I
hazarded.

¢ Stop a moment, I am coming fo that, No,
she was not an only child ; she had a hall-bro-
ther. Her father Inrivately marcied again—Dhis
cook, I rather think.”

T thought he was proud,” said I.

‘“ My good Handel, so he was. e married
his second wife privately, because lie was proud,
and in course of time siz died. When she was
dead, I approhend he first told his daughter
what he bad done, and then the son became a
part of the family, residing in.the house you
ave acquainted with, As the son grew a young
man, e turned out riotous, exiravagant, um-

[Conducted by
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dutiful—altogether bad. At last his father dis-
inherited him; but he softened when he was
dying and lefi him well off, though not neatly
5o well off as Miss. Havisham. Take another
glass of wine, and excuse my mentioning that
society as a hody does not expect one to be so
strictly conscientious in emptying one’s glass,
28 10 turn it bottom upwards with the rim on
one's nose,”

I had been doing this, in an excess of atton.
tion to his recital. T thanked him and apolo-
gised. He said, “ Not at all,” and resumed.

“Miss Havisham was now an heiress, and
you may supEosc was looked after as a great
mateh. Her half-brother had now ample means
again, but what with debts and what with new
madness wasted them most fearfully again.
There were stronger differences botween him
and her than there had been belween him and
his father, and it is suspected that he cherished
a deep and mortal grudge agaiust lier, as having
influeneed the father’s anger. Now, I come to
the crucl part of the story—merely breaking
off, my dear Handel, o remark that a dinner-
napkin will not go into a tumbler.”

Why 1 wes trying to pack mine info my
twmhler, I am wholly unable to say. I only
kuow that I found myself, with a perseverance
worthy of & much better cnuse, maoking the
wost sivenuous exertions to compress it within
those limits. Again I thanked Lim and apolo-
gised, oud again e said in the cheerfullest
manner, “Not ot all, T am sure! and re-
sumed,

he was poor emough, but not ‘time-serving or
{ealous. The enly independent one among thern,
ie warned her that she was. doing too much for
this man, andwas placing herself too unreservedly
in his power. She took the first opportunity of
angrily ordering my father out of the house, in
his presence, and my father hias. never seen her
since.”

I thought of her having said * Matthew will
come and ses me at Inst when I am laid dead
upon that table ;” and I asked Herbert whether
his father was so-inveterate against her ?

“It’s not that,” said he, “but she charged
himin the presence of her intended husband with
being disappointed in the hope of fawning upon
her for his own advancement, and, if he were
to go to her now, it would look true—even to
him—and even to her. To return to the man
and make an end of him. The marviage day
was fixed, the wedding dresses were bought, the
wedding tour was planned out, the wedding
guests were invited. The day came, bub not
the bridegroom. Iie wrote her a letter——"

“Whieh she voceived,” I slmek in, *when
she was dressing for her marriage? At twenty
minutes to nine F> ,

“At the hour and minube,” said Merbers,
nodding, ¢ at whieh she afterwards stopped =ll
the cloaks. What wos in i, further than that it
most heartlessly broke the marriu{{:} off, X can’t
tell you, beeause I don’t know. When she re-
covered from a bad illncss that she had, she laid
the whole place waste, as yon have seen it, and
she hus never since looked upon the light of

¢ Yliere appeared upon the scene—say ab the | day.”?

races, or the public balls, or inywhere clse you
like—q certain man, who made love to Misy
Tavisham, 1 never saw him, for this happened
{iveund-wenty years ago (before you and 1
were, Handel), hut § have heard my fathier men-
tion that e was o showy-muw, und the kind of
man for the parpose.  Bub that e was mot {o
be, withoub iguorance or prejucice, mistaken
for a gentleman, my falher most strongly asse-
yerales ; because ib s o pringiple of his that no
man who was nob g true gentleman b heart, ever
was, sinee the world began, a true gentleman in
wanner,  He says, no varnigh can hide the
geain of the wood; and the more vaenish you

ub on, the more the grain will express itself.

ell 1 This s pursucd Miss Havisham elosely,
and professed tulbcz devoled bo her, I helicve
she bad not shown much suscepbibilily up to that
time; but oll she possegsed, corbainly cue out
then, and she passionately loved him,  Theve is
1o doubt thut she perfectly idelised him. He
practised on Ler wfcelion in that systematio
way, that he gob grond sums of money from ker,
am{ he induced ber to buy her brother ont of a
share in thu brewery (which had heen weakly
M’t him by his father) ab an immensy price, on

Sl plea thut when he was hov husband he must

. bl podh manage it ull,  Your guardinw was uob
* af that dhne in Miss Mavishan’s councils, sud
she wakotoo huughty and too much in love, 1o
adwised by any oue. e relations were poor
and sebeining, wikhs the exeeption of my father;

.

ay.
s that all the story P T asked, after con-

sidering it

“ AT know of it ; and indeed I only know
so nmeh, through piceing it out for myself; for
my {ather always avoids 1t, and, even when Miss
Havisham invited me to go there, teld me no
more of it thaw it was absolufely requisite I
should understand. But I have forgotten ome
thing. 1t has been supposed that the man o
whom she gave her misplaced confidence, acted
throughout” in concert with her half-brother;
that it was a couspiracy hetween them; and
that {ley shared the profits.”

« T wonder he didn’t marry her and get all
the property,” said 1. i

“[To may have been marricd alveady, and her
cruel mortilicalion may have been o part of her
holf-brother’s scheme,” suid Herbert, ¢ Mind!
I dow’t know that.” L

“ What beewue of the twoe men?™® T asked,
after again considering the subjeet. )

“They lell into deeper shame and degradation
—if there can be deepor—and ruin”

“ Are they alive now #

« 1 don’l know.? ‘

“You suid jusk now, that Buwells wasnoj
related to Miss Havisham, bt adepted. When
adopted ¥ ‘

Lerbert shrugged hig shenlders.  There
has always heen an Bsbotls, sives [ have heard
of o Miss Havisham. I know ne more. Aud
now Llandel,” said he, finolly throwing off ihe
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story as it were, ““thers is a perfectly open un-
derstanding between us. Al that T know about
Miss Havisham, you know.”

““ And all that I know,” I retorted, ©you
know.” .

«7 fully believe it. Bo there can be no com-
petition or perplexity between you and me. And
as to the condition on which you hold your ad-
vancement in life—namely, that you are not to
inquire or discuss to whom you owe it—you
may be very sure that it will never be en-
croached upon, or even approached, by me, or
by any one belonging to me.” .

In truth, Le said this with so much delicacy,
that T felt the subject done with, even though I
should be under his father's roof for years and
years to come. Yet he said it with so much
meaning, too, that I felt he as perfectly under-
stood Bliss Havisham to be my benefactress,
as T understood the fact myself.

Tt had not occurred to me before, that he had
led up to the theme for the purpose of clearing
it out of our way; but we were so much the
lighter and. easier for having broached if, that I
now perceived this to be the case. We were
very gay axd sociable, and I asked him, in the
course of conversation, what he was? He re.
plied, “ A capitalist—an Insurer of Ships”” I
suppose he saw me glancing about the room
in search of some tokens of S%ippi.ng, or capital,
for he added, “ In the City.”

- Thad grand ideas of the wealth and import-
ance of Insurers of Ships in the City, and I began
to think with awe of having laid & young Tusurer
on his back, blackened his enterprising eye, and
cut his responsible head open. But, again,
there came upon me, for my relief, that odd im-
pression that Herbert Pocket would never be
very suceessful or rich.

“T shall not rest satisfied with merely em-
Eloying my capital in insuring ships. I shall

uy up some good Life Assurance shares, and
cut into the Direction. I shall also do a little
in the mining way, None of these things will
interfere with my chartering a few thousand
tons on my own account. Ithink Ishall trade,”
said he, leaning back in his chair, ¢ to the East
Indies, for silks, shawls, spices, dyes, drugs, and
precious woods, It’s an interesting trade.”

 And, the profits are large ?” said I,

¢ Tremendous” said Le,

I wavered again, and hegan to think here
were greater expectations than my own.

1 think I shall trade, also,” said he, putting
his thumbs in his waistcoat pockets, “to the
West Indies, for sugar, tobacco, and rum, Also
to Ceylon, specially.for elephants’ tusks.”

“You will want a good many ships,” said 1.

¢ A perfect fleet,” said he.

Quite overpowered by the magnificence of
thege transactions, I asked him where the ships
he insuved mostly traded to at present?

“T haven’t begun insuring yet,” he replied.
“T am looking about me.”

Somehow, that pursuit seemed more in keep.

ng with Barnard’s Inp, I said (in a fone of
convietion) “ Al-h!”

“Yes. Iamina counting-house, andlooking
about me.”

“Is a counting-house profitable 2 T asked.

“To——do you mean to the young fellow
who's in it P he asked, in reply.

“Yes; to you” . .

“Why, nno: not to me” Ie said this
with the air of ove carefully reckoning up and
striking a balance. “Not directly profitable.
That is, it doesn’t pay me anything, and T have
to——keep myself.”

This certainly had not a profitable appearance,
and I shook my head as if I would imply that
it would be diffieult to lay by much accumulative
capital from such a source of income.

“PBut the thing is,” said Herbert Pocket,
“that you look about you., Z¥a#’s the grand
thing. ~Youave in a counting-house, you know,
and you look about you”

Tt struck me as » singular implication that you
couldn’t be out of a counting-house, you know,
and look about you ; but I silently deferred to his
experience.

“ Then the time comes,” said Herbert, “when
you see your opening. And you go in and you
swoop upon it and you make your capital, and
then there you ave! When you bave once
made your capital, you have nothing to do buf
employ it.”’ .

This was very like his way of conducting
that encounter in the garden; very like. Xlis
manner of bearing his poverty, too, exactly cor-
responded to his manner of bearing that defeat.
It seemed to me that he tock all blows snd
buffets now, with just the same air as he had
taken mine then. "It was evident that he had
nothing around him but the simplest necessaries,
for everything that I remarked upon, turned out
to have been sent in on my account from the
coffee-house or somewhere else.

Yet, having already made his fortunec in his
own mind, be was so unassuming with it that I
felt quite grateful to him for not being pulled
up. It was a pleasant addition to his naturally
pleasant ways, and we got on fawmously, In the
evening we went out for a walk in the streets,
and went half-price to the Theatre; and nexi
day we went to church at ‘Westminster Abbey,
and in the aflernoou we walked in the Parks;
and I wondered who shod all the horses there,
and wished Joe did.

On a moderate computation, it was many
months, that Sunday, since I had lelt Joe and
Biddy. The space mterposed hebween mysell
and them, partook of that expansion, and our
marshes were any distance off.  Thut I eould
have been at our old chuvch in my old ehurch-
going clothes, on the very last Sunday that ever
was, scemed a cowbination of impossibilities,
gcogmphical and social, solar and lunar. Yet
i the London streets so crawded with people
and so brilliantly lighted in the dusk of even.
ing, there were depressing hints of reproaches
for that L had put the poor old kilchen at
home so far away; and in the dead ol night,
the footsteps of some incapable Impostor of
a porter moouning about Barnard’s lvn, vader
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retence of watching it, fell hollow on my
1cart.

On the Monday morning at 2 quarter before
nine, Herbert went to the counting-house to
report himself—to look about him, too, I sup-
pose—and I bore him company. He was to
come away in an hour or two to attend me to
Hammersmith, and I was to wait about for him.
It appeared to me that the eggs from which
young Insurers were hatehed, were incubated
in dust and heat, like the eggs of ostriches,

L c% those incipient
,gﬁants repaired on a Monday morning, Nor did
the counting-house where Herbert assisted, show
in my eyes as at all a good Observatory; being
a back second floor up a yard, of a grimy pre-
sence in all particulars, and with a lock into
an?thcr back second floor rather than a look
out.

I waited about until it was noon, and I went
upon ’Change, and I saw fluey men sitting there
under the bills ahout shipping, whom I took to
be great merchants, thongh I couldn’t under-
stand why they should all be out of spirits.
When Herbert came, we went and had Iunch
at a celebrated house whioh I then quite vene-
rated, but now believe to have heen the most
abject superstition in Burope, and where I could
not help noticing, even then, that there was
much more gravy on the tablecloths and knives
and waiters’ clothes, than in the stesks. This
collation disposed of at a moderate price (con-
sidering the grease, which was not charged forg,
wewent back to Barnard’s Inn and got my little
portmantean, and thon 1ok coach for Hammer-
smith, We arrived there at two or three o’clock
in the afternoon, and had very little way to walk
to Mr. Pocket’s house. Lifting the latch of a
gate, we passed direct into o Little garden over-
looking the xiver, where Mr. Pocket’s children
were playing about. And unless I deceive my-
sclf on o pomt where my inferests or preposses.
sions are certainly not concerned, I saw that Mr.
and Mrs. Pocket’s children wore not growing up
or being brought up, but were tumbling up.

Mrs. Pocket was sitting on a garden chair
under a iree, roading, with her legs upon an-
other garden clair; and Mrs. Pocket’s two
nursemaids, were looking about them while tle
children played. “Mamma,” snid Herbert, *this
is young Mr, Pip”” Upon which Mrs. Pocket
received mo with an appesrance of amiable
dignity.. .

* Master Alick and Miss Jane,” cried one of
the nurses o two of the children, ““if you go
& bouncing up ngaingt them bushes youwll fall
over into the xiver and be drownded, and what'll
your pa say then 1 )

At the same time this nurse picked up Mrs.
Pooket’s handkerchief, and said, “If that don’t
make six times yowve dropped if, Mum!”
U’pon which Mrs. Pocket laughed and said,
“Thank you, Flopson,” and seftling herselt
in one chair only, resumed her book. Her
countenance immediately assumed a knitted and
intent expression. as if sﬁe liad been reading for
a week, but before she could have read half a

dozen lines, she fixed her eyes upon me, and
said, “I hope our mamma is quite well P
This unexpected inguiry put me into such a
difficulty that I begen saying in the absurdest
way that if there had heen any such person T
had no doubt she would have been quite well
and would have been very much obliged and
would have sent her compliments, when the
nurs %Vgal?'e tohmy resdcue. \

 Well!” she eried, picking up the pocket-
handkerchief, *if that don’t r?ml‘:gJ sevenptimes 1
What Az you a doing of this afternoon, Mum I
Mas. Pocket recelved her property ab first with
a look of unutterable surprise as if she had never
seen it before, and then with a laugh of recog-
nition, and said, “* Thank you, Flopson,” and
forgot me, and went on reading.

ffound, now I had leisure to count them,
that there were no fewer than six little Pockets
present, in various stages of {umbling up. I
had searcely arrived at the total when a seventh
}mhs heard, as in the region of air, wailing dole.
ully.

“If there ain’t Baby!” said Flopson, appear-

Ing to think it most swrprising. “Make haste
up, Millers.” o L

Millers, who was the other nurse, retited into
the house, and by degrees the child’s wailing
was hushed and stopped, as if it were a young
ventrilognist with something in its mouth. Mrs.
Pocket read all the time, and I was curious to
know what the book eould be,

‘We were waiting, I supposed, for Mr. Pocket
to come out to us; at anyrate we waited there,
and so I had an opportunity of observing the
remarkable family phenomenon that whenever
any of the children strayed near Mrs. Pocket in
thelr play, they always tripped themselves up and
tumbled over her—always very much to her
momentary astonishment, and their own more
enduring lamentation. I wasat a loss fo ac-
count for this surprising circumstance, and could
not help giving my mind Fo speculations about
it, until by-aud-by Millers came down with
the baby, which baby was handed to Flopson,
which Flopson was handing it to Mrs. Pocket,
when she too went fairly head-foremost over
Mrs. Pocket, baby and all, and was caught by
Herbert and myself, )

 @Gracious me, Flopson ! said Mrs. Pocket,
looking off her book for a moment, “every-
body’s tumbling !

« Gracious you, indeed, Mum ! returned
Tlopson, very ted in the face; * what have you
got there 7

« I oot here, Flopson P** asked Mrs. Pocket.

“Why, if it ain't your footstool!” eried
Flopson. “And if you keep it under your
skirts like thas, who's to belp tumblm,gb! ere!
Take tho baby, Mum, and give me your book.

Mrs. Pocket acted on the advice, and inex
pertly danced the infant a little in her lap, while
the other children played about it. This had

lasted but a very short time, when Mrs. Pocket
issued swmmary orders that they were all to be
taken into the house for a nap, Thus I made the
second discovery on that first occasion, that the
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purture of the little Pockets comsisted of
alternately tumbling up and lying down.

Under these circumstances, when Flopson and
Millers had got the children into the house like
a little lock of sheep, and Mr. Pocket came out of
it to make my acquaintance, I was not much sur-
prised to find thab Mr. Pocket was a gentleman
with 2 rather perplexed expression of face, and
with his very grey hair disordered on his head
as if he didn’t quite see his way to putlting
anything straight.

SOLDIERS AND SATILORS.

—

Tuere is only one way of getting men, true
men and plenty of them, into the service of the
country, whether as soldiers or sailors, in the
present day. It is, to secure for them in either
service the veception due to those who spend
their lives and energies in any work, to treat
them with confidence, spare them vexations and
'puerile restraints, keep faith with them, and en-
able them to feel that they who are set over
them work with them, understanding them and
respecting them, in order that they may be them-
selves also understood and respected. Where a
private soldier who has anything to ask of his
officer, is marched up to him by a corporal, who
cries Halt | when he comes to the right speak-
ing distance, and stands by, ready to ery Right
about face, quick, march! when he has done—
and. this is no imaginary case—there caunot be
the best of army discipline. When men who
have sacrificed some prejudice to enter for the
ten years’ service in the navy, for the benefit of
the small pensidn and other advanbages held
out to them, are, without their consent, paid
off in the course of the term, and told when
they rejoin fhe service that their ten years
must begin afresh, faith is not kept with them,
and the service of the navy is diseredited. It is
in a multitude of small matters, many of them
smaller even than these, that the unpopularity
of the services, and especially of the navy,
amoug the men who would make good soldiers
and sailors, chiefly consists. The highest and
the strictest reasonable discipline is, above all
others, consistent with justice, thoughtlulness,
and @ wise recognition of the lLuman relations
that bind men of all yanks who are engaged in
any common work. Does any shrewd man of
business attempt to carry on his enterprises
‘without taking what pains he can, to establish
relations of kmdliness and mutual understand-
ing between himself and those on whom he de-
pends? Inthese days, few but the idle aveillite-
rate, and men who years ago might have allowed
themselves to be considered, not as machines,
but as mere wails or screws in a mackine, now
try to understand what they are about « becoming
thereby better servants but worse slaves. It is
the element of slavery in the condition ¢f ihe
rivate soldier and the common seaman, that
seps out the better class of reeruits; that, to
speak of the navy omly, has caused the con-
spicucus degradation of the class of seamen
lately enlisted; and that defeats spasmodic

{Condacted by

efforts to secure the proper manning of the
navy.

There is a book before us by a Common
Soldier, called Axmz Misrule ; with Barrack
Thoughts and other Poems. It is disfigured by
fine writing and party (folitics, and it is less plea-
sant in its way of  meditation than the delicious
turn of salt-water reasoning that we get from the
sailors, Two seamen riggers, for example, and a
boatswain’s mate being examined as to_their
grievances before a parliamentary commission,
one of the riggers was asked whether seamen

{would like their mess traps to belong to the

ship, and only be charged to the mess whenlost
or thrown overboard? The rigger under exa-
mination thought the change would be liked,
but the boatswain’s mate interposed with this
proviso: “ Without anything should occeur,
that the thing should be expended; if you
could bring it to a true agcount” We
relish the profoundmess of such observations
even when we -camnot make out all their
hearings. The Common Soldier—who has
bought his discharge—is quite another sort of
man. He handles my Lord Palmerston with a
contemptuous familiarity, and has no doubt that
the curses of the men in the ranks are what he
would “Iacetiously phrase cursorary vemarks.”
But whatever Lis manner, this writer has facts
to tell. He has lived in Chathom barracks as a
private in a regiment reckoned to be above the
average in comfort; his facts have been pro-
duced and reproduced, not ozly without cou-
tradiction but with the comment of some readers
that they were too notorious to be worth telling,
To a remark of the Avmy and Navy Gazette,
that while disclosing mauy evils in the army he
has proposed no cure, the soldier’s answer is to
oint to this matter and that, but to add, * still,
must confess, that the chief points of censure
have root, as it seems to me, in the supercilious
bearing and dictatorial assumption of the execu-
tive.”  In fact, the feeling of coste among dif-
lerent grades of the army and navy, is at odds
with the temper of the days in which we live,
On the day that Le first entered o barrack-
room, the writer was told, he says, by o soldier
of cleven yours® experience, that he bad “ better
have gone and hung bimself at once than do
what lie had done.” ~He found hatred of officers
by men, too common a souxce of barrack con-
versation; and to this the non-commissioned
officers expose themselves even more frequently
than those bearing comnissions. (Bub it must
he always remembered that they are more liable
to hostility, as being the immediate execu-
tants of orders.) So in the nmavy there seems
to be nobody so unpopular as the sergeant-at-
arms, who Is in the habit of turning to his
own account the Fetty authority he has as
an underhand ship’s .shopkeeper as well as

chief of ship’s police. *“I was once taking

a comrade’s dinmer to the hospital,” says the
soldier, “when I was ordered back by one of
these non-commissioned officers because I dared
to cross the barrack square without my regi-

‘mental stock. The parade-ground was empty




