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As Thad grown accustomed to my expecta-
tions, I had insensibly begun to notice their
effcct upon myself and those around me. Their
influence on my own character, I disguised from
my recognition as much as ?ossible, buti I knew
very well that it was not al good. T livedina
state of chronic unensiness respecting my beha-
viour to Joe. My conscience was not by any
means comfortable about Biddy. When I woke
up in the night—like Camilla—T used to think,
with a weariness on my spivits, that I should
have been happier and belter if I had never seen
Miss Havisham’s face, and had risen to manhooed
content to be partners with Joe in the honest
old forge. Many a time of an evening, when I
sat alone, looking at the fire, I thought, after
all there was no fire like the forge fire and the
kitchen fire at home.

Yet Estella was so inseparable from all my
rvestlessness and disquiet of mind, that I really
fell into confusion as to the limits of my own
par in its production. That is lo say, sup-

osing I had had mno expectations, and yet had
ad Fstella to think of, T could not make out to
my satisfaction that I should have done much
better. Now, concerning the influence of my
position on others, I was in no such difficulty,
aud so I perceived —though dimly enough,
perhaps—that it was not beneficisl to anybody,
and, above all, that it was not beneficial 1o
Herbert. My lavish habits led lLis easy nature
into expenses that he could not afford, corrupted
the simplicity of his life, and disturbed his peace
with anxieties and regrots. I was not ab all
remorseful for having unwitlingly sct those other
branches of the Pocket family to the poor arts
they practised : because such littlenesses werg
thewr natural bent, and would have been evoked
by anybody else, if I had left them slumbering.
But Herbert’s was o very different case, and 1t
often caused me o twinge to think that I had
done him evil service in crowding his sparely-
© furnished chambers with incongruous upholstery
work, aud placing the canary-breasted Avenger
at his disposal.

86 now, as an inflallible way of making little

ease great ease, I began to contract a quantity

of debt. I could hardly hegin but Herbert
must begin too, so he soon followed. At
Startop’s suggestion, we put onrselves down for
election into a club called The Finches of the
Grove: the object of which institution I have
never divined, if it were not that the members
should dinc expensively once a fortnight, to
gnarvel among fhemselves as much as possible
after dinner, and to cause six walters to get
drunk on the stairs. I know that theso grati-
{ying social ends were so invariably accomplished,
that Herbert and I understood nothing else to
be referred to in the first standing toast of the
society : which ran Gentlemen, may the pre-
sent promotion of good feeling ever reign pre-
dominant among the Finches of the Grove.”

The Finches spent their money foolishly (the
Hotel we dined at was in Coyent-garden), and
the first Finch I saw, when I had the honour of
joining the Grove, was Bentley Drummle: at
that time fowndering about town in a cab of his
own, and doing a great deal of damage to the
posts at the street cormers. Occasionally, he
shot himself oub of his equipage head-foremost
over the apron; and I snw him on one oceasion
deliver himself at the door of the Grove in this
unintentional way—~like coals. But here T anti-
cipate a little, for I was not a Fineh, and could
not be, according to the sacred laws of the
society, until I came of age,

In my conflidence in my own resources, I
would willingly have taken Herbert’s expenses
on myself; but Hexbort was proud, and I could
make no such proposal to him. So, he got into
difficulties in every divection, and continued to
look about him. When we gradually fell info
keeping late hours and late eompany, I noticed
that he looked about him with o despondent eye
at breakfast-time; that he began 1o look about
Lim more hopefully about mid-day; that he
drooped when he came in to dimner; that
he seemed to desery Capital in-the distance
rather clearly, after dimmer; that he all but
realised Capital towards midnight ; and ihab
at about two o’clock in the momming, he be-
came s0 deeply despondent again as to talk of
buying a rifle and goiuiufo America, wilth a
gencral purpose of compelling buffuloes to muke
his fortune.

I was usually at Hammersmith about half the
week, and when I was ab Mammerswith I
haunted Richmond: whereof separately by-and-
by, Herbert would often come to tummersmith
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when I was there, and I think at those seasons
his father would cccasionally have some passing
perception that the opening he was looking
for, had not appeared yet. But in the generaﬁ
tumbling up of the family, his tumbling out in
life somewlere, was a thing to transact itself
somehow. TIn the mean time Mr, Pocket grew
greyer, and tried offener to lift himself out of
his perplexities by the hair. While Mrs, Pocket
trip%ed up the family with her footstool, read
her book of dignities, lost her pocket-handker-
chief, told us about her grandpapa, and taught
the young idea how to shoot, by shooting it into
bed whenever it attracted her notice.

As T am now generalising a period of my life
with the object of clearing the way before me,
I can scarcely do so hefter than by at once
completing the deseription of our usual manners
and customs at Barnard’s Inn,

‘We spent as much money as we could, and
got as little for it as people could make up their
minds to give us. We were always wmore or
less miserable, and most of our acquaintance were
in the same condition. There was a gay fiction
among us that we were constantly enjoying our-
selves, and a skeleton truth that we never did.
To the best of my belief, our case was in the last
aspect a rather coramon one,

Ivery morning, with an air ever new, Her-
bert went into the City to look about him, I
often paid him a visit in the dark back-room
in which he consorted with an ink-jar, a hat-
peg, a coalbox, a stringbox, an almanack, a
desk_and stool, and a ruler; and I do not re-
member that I ever saw him do anything else
but look about him. If we all did what we
undertake to do, as faithfully as Herbert did, we
might live in a Republic of the Virtues. He
had nothing else to do, poor fellow, except at a
certain hour of every afternoon to “go to
Lloyd’s”’—in observance of a ceremony of seeing
his principal, T think. He never did anythin
else in connexion with Lloyd’s that T could fin
out, except come back again. 'When he felt his
case nnusuallyserious, and that hepositively must
find an opening, he would go on *Change at the
busy time, and walk in and out, in a kind of
cloomy country dance Sgure, among the assem-
bled ma nates. “For,” says Herbert to me,
coming home to dinner on one of these special
oceasions, “I find the truth to be, Handel, that
an opening won’t come to one, but one must go
to it—-—s0 I have been.”

If we had been less attached to one another,
I think we must have hated one another regu-
larly every morning. I detested the chambers
beyond expression at that period of repentance,
and eould not endure the sight of the Avenger’s
livery : which had a move expensive and a less
remungrative appearance then, than at any other
time in the four-and-twenty hours. As we got
mote gnd more into debt, breakfast hecame s
liollower and hollower form, and, being on one
occasion at breakfast-time threatened Sﬁy letter)
with legal proceedings, “mnot unwholly uncon-
neeted,” as my local paper might put {%, “with
jewellery,” I went so far as to seize the Avenger

by his blue collar and shake him off his feet—
50 that he was actually in the air, like a booted
Cupli]d—for presuming to suppose that we wanted
a roll.

At certain times—meaning ab uncertain times,
for they depended on our humour—I would say
to Herbert, as if it were a remarkable dis-
covery:

My dear Herbert, we are getting on badly.”

* My dear Handel,”” Herbert would say to me,
in all sincerity, “if you will believe me, those
very words were on my lips, by a strange coin-
cidence.”

¢ Then, Herbert,” I would respond, *let us
look into our affairs.”

‘We always derived profound satisfaction from
making an appointment for this purpose. I
always thought this was business, this was the
way to confront the thing, this was the way fo
take the foe by the throat. And I know Herbert
thought so too.

e ordered something rather special for
dinner, with a bottle of something similarly
out of the common way, in order that our minds
might be fortified for the oceasion, and we
might come well up to the mark. Dinner over,
we produced a bundle of pens, a copious supply
of ink, and a goodly show of writing and blotting
paper. For, there was something very comfort-
able in having plenty of stationery. .

T would then take a sheet of paper, and write
across the top of it, in a neat hand, the heading,
 Memorandum of Pip’s debts ;”* with Barnard’s
Inn and the date very carvefully added. Tler-
bert would also take a sheet of paper, and write
across it with similar formalities, *Memoran-
dum of Herbert’s debts,”

Each of us would then refer to a confused
heap of papers at his side, which had been thrown
into drawers, worn into holes in pockets, half-
burnt in lighting candles, stuck for weeks into
the looking-glass, and otherwise damaged. The
sound of our pens going, refreshed us exceed-
ingly, insomuch that I sometimes found it diffi-
eult to distinguish between this edifying business
proceeding and actually paying the meoney. In
point of meritorious character, the two things
seemed nbout equal.

When we had written a little while, T would
ask Herbert how Le got on? Herbert probably
would have been scratching his head in a most
rueful wonner at the sight of his accumulating
figures.

“They are mounting up, Handel,” Herbert
would say; “upon my life, they are mounting
u .ﬁi
“Be firm, Herbert,” T would refort, plying
my own pen with great assiduity. TLook the
thing in the face. Look into your affairs. Stare
them out of countenance.”

S0 I would, Handel, only they are staring
me out of countenance,”

However, my determined manner would have
its effect, and Herbert would fall to work again.
After a time, he would give up omee more, on
the plea that Le had not got Cobbs’s bill, or
Lobbs’s, or Nobbs’s, as the case might be.
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¢ Then, Herbert, estimate it; estimate it in
round numbers, and put it down.”

“What a fellow of resource you are!” my
friend would reply, with admiration. “Really
vour business powers are very remarkable.”

I thought so too. I established with myself
on these occasions, the reputation of a first-rate
man of business—prompt, decisive, energstic,
clear, cool-headed. ~ When I had got all my re-
sponsibilities down upon my list, T compared
eancl with the bill, and ticked it off. My self-
approval when I ticked an entry was quite a
luxurious sensation. When I had no more ticks
to make, I folded all my bills up uuiformlf, doe-
keted each on the back, and tied the whole into
a symmetrical bundle. Then, I did the same
for Herbert (who modestly said he had not my
administrative genius), and felt that I had
brought his affairs into a focus for him,

My business habits had one other bright fea-
ture, which I called, “1eavi11$ a Margin.” For
example; supposing Herbert’s debts to he ane
hundred and sixty-four pounds four-and-two-
pence, I would say, “leave a margin, and put
them down at two hundred.” Or supposin
my own to be four times as much, I wou_lg
leave a margin, and put them down at seven
hundred. I had the highest opinion of the
wisdom of this same Margin, but I am bound
to acknowledge that on ?Lookiug back, I deem
it to have been an expensive device. For, we
always ran into new debt immediately, to the
full extent of the margin, and sometimes, in the
sense of freedom and solvency it imparted, got
pretty far on into another margin.

But there was a calm, a rest, a virtuous hush,
consequent on these examinations of our affairs
that gave me, for the time, an admirable opinion
of myself. Soothed by my exertions, my me-
thod, and Hevbert’s compliments, T would sit
with his symmetrical bundle and my own on the
table before me among the stationery, and feel
like a Bank of some sort, rather than a private
individual,

We shut our outer door on these solemn oc-
easions, in order that we might not be in-
terrupted. I had fallen into my serene
state one evening, when we leard a letter
dropped through the slit in the said door, and
fall on the ground. “It’s for you, Handel,”
said Herbert, going out and coming back with
it, “and I ho]fe there is nothing the matter.”
This was in allusion to its heavy black seal and
border.

The letter was signed Trasz & Co., and its
contents were simpiy, that I was an honoured
sir, and that they begged to inform me that
Mys. J. Gargery had departed this life on Mon-
day last, at twenty minutes past six in the even-
ing, and that my attendance was requested at
the interment on Monday next at three o’clock
in the aftermoon,

CHAPTER XXIV,
. Iz was the first time that a grave had opened
in my road of life, and the gap it made in
the smoolh ground was wonderful, The figure

of my sister in her chair by the kitchen fire,
haunted me night and day. That the place
could possibly be, without her, was something
my mind seemed unable to compass ; and whereas
she had seldom or never been in my thoughts of
late, I had now the strangest ideas that she was
coming towards me in the street, or that she
would presently knock at the door. In m
rooms too, with which she had never been at all
associated, there was at once the blankness of
death and o perpetual suggestion of the sound
of her voies or the turn of her face or figure,
a]i if she were still alive and had been often
there.

Whatever my fortunes might have been, I
could scarcely have recalled my sistcr with much
tenderness. But I suppose there is a shock of
regret which may exist without much tenderness,
TUnder its influence (and perhaps to make up
for the want of the softer feeling) I was seized
with o viclent indignation against the assailant
from whom she had suffered so much; and I
felt that on sufficient proof T could haye re-
vengefully pursued Orlick, or any one else, to
the Tast extremity.

Having written to Joe, to offer consclation,
and to assure him that I should eome to the
funeral, I passed the intermediate days in the
curious state of mind I have glanced at. I
went down early in the morning, and alighted
at the Blue Boar in good time to walk over fo
the forge.

Tt was fine summer weather again, and, as I
walked along, the time when I was a little help-
less oreature, and my sister did not spare me,
vividly returned. Dub they returned with a
gentle tone upon them that softened even the
edge of Tickler., For mow, the very breath of
the beans and clover whispered to my heart that
the day must come when it would be wel] for
my memary that others walking in the sunshine
should be softened as they thought of me.

At last I came within sight of the house,
and saw that Trabb and Co. had put in o fu-
nereal execution and taken possession. Two
dismally absurd persons, each ostentatiously cx-
hibiting a crutc]ll) done up in a black handage
—as if that instrument could possibly communi-
cate any comfort to anybody—were posted af
the front door; and in one of them I recognised
a postboy discharged from the Boar [or turning
a young couple mbo a sawpit on their bridal
morning, in consequence of intoxication render-
ing it necessary fov him to ride his horse elasped
round the neck with both arms. All the chil-
dren of the village, and most of the women,
were admiring these sable warders and the.
closed windows of the house and forge; and as
I came up, one of the two warders (the post-
boy) knoeked at the door—implying that T was
far too much exhausted by grief, to have strength
remaining to knock for myself,

Another sable warder (a carpenter, who had
once eaten two geese for a wager) opencd the
door, and showed me into the best parionr.
Here, My, Trabb had faken uubto himself the
best table, and had got all theleaves up, snd was
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holding a kind of black Bazaar, with the aid of
& quantity of black pins. At the moment of my
arrival, he had just finished putting somehody’s
hat into black long-clothes, like an African baby ;
so he held cut his hand for mine. But I, misled
by the action, and confused by the occasion, shook
hands with him with every testimony of warm
affection. ~

Poor deax Joe, entangled in a little black cloak
tied in a large bow under his chin, was seated
apart at the upper end of the room; where, as
cﬁief mourner, he had evidently been stationed
by Trabb. When I bent down and said to him,
“Dear Joe, bow are youP” he said, “Pip, old
chap, you knowed her when she were a fine
figure of a—"" and clasped my hand and said
10 more.

Biddy, looking very neat and modest in her
black dress, went quietly here and there, and
was very helpful. 'When [ had spoken to Biddy,
as I thought it not a time for talking I went
and sat ﬁow-n near Joe, and there began to
wonder in what part of the house it—she—my
sistev—was. The air of the parlour being faint
with the smell of sweet Cake,x.)[ looked about for
the table of refreshments ; it was scarcely visible
until one had got aceustomed to the gloom, but
there was a cub-up plum cake upon it, and there
were cut-ug oranges, and sandwiches, and
biscuils, and two decanters that I knew very
well as ornaments, but had never seen used in
all my life; one full of port, and one of sherry.
Standing at this table, I became conscious of
the servile Pumblechook in a black cloak and
several yards of hatband, who was alternately
stuffing himself, and making obsequious move-
ments to cateh my attention. The moment he
succeeded, he came over to me (breathing sherry
and crumbs), and said in a subdued voice, © May
T, dear sir ¥ and did. I then descried Mr. and
Mrs. Hubble ; the last-named in a decent speech-
less paroxysm in a corner. We were all going
to ““follow,” and were all in cowse of being
tied up separately (by Trabb) into ridiculous
bundles.

* Which I meantersay, Pip,” Joe whispered
me, as we were being what Mr, Trabb called
 formed” in the pm'four, two and two—and it
was dreadfully like o preparation for some grim
kind of dance; *which I meantersay, sir, as I
would in preference have carried her to the
church myself, along with three or four friendl
ones wot come to it with willing harts an
arms, but it were considered wot the neighbours
would look down on such and would be of opi-

nions as it were wanting in respect.’*

: * Pocket-handkerchiefs out, all!” eried M.
Trabb at this point, in a depressed business-
like voice. ¢ Pocket-handkerchiefs out! We
are ready !

So, we all put our pocket-handkerchiefs to
our faces, as il our noses were bleeding, and
filed out two and two; Joe and I Biddy and
Pumblechook ; Mr, and Mrs. Hubble. ’l‘ge re-
mains of my poor sister had been brought round
by the kitchen door; and, it being a point of
Undertaking ceremony that the six bearers

must be stifled and blinded under a horrible
black velvet housing with a white border, the
whole looked like a blind monster with twelve
human legs, shufling and blundering along,
under the guidance of twokeepers—the posthoy
and his comrade.

The neighbourhood, however, highly approved
of these arrangements, and we were much ad-
mired as we went through the village ; the more
youthful and vigorous part of the community
making dashes now and then to cut us off, and
lying in wait to intercept us at points of
vantage. At such times the more exuberant
among them called out in an excited manner on
our emergence round some corner of expectancy,
« Here they come [ * Hepe they are ! and wo
were all but cheered. In this progress I was
much annoyed by the abject Pumblechook,
who, being behind me, persisted all the woy
as a delicate attention in arranging my stream-
ing hatband and smoothing my cloak. My .
thoughts were further distracted b%r the ex-
cessive pride of Mr. and Mrs. Hubble, who
were surpassingly conceited and vainglorious
in being members of so distinguished a proces-
sion.

And now, the range of marshes lay clear belore
us, with the sails of the ships on the river grow-
ing out of it; and we went into the churchyard,
close to the graves of my unknown parents,
Philip Pirrip, late of this parish, and Also
Georgiana, SVife of the Above. Aund there,
my sister was lald quietly in the carth while
the larks sang high above 1t, and the light wind
:trewed it with beautiful shadows of clouds and
rees.

Of the conduct of the worldly-minded
Pumblechook while this was doing, I desire tu
say no more than it was all addressed to me;
and that even when those noble passages wero
read which remind bumanity how it brought
nothing into the world and cantake nothing ouf,
and how it flecth-like a shadow and never conti-
nueth long in one stay, I heard him cough a reser-
vation of the case of a young geuntleman who came
unexpectedly into large property. When we
got back, he had the hardihood fo tell me that he
wished my sister could have known 1 had done
her so much honour, and to hint that she would
haye considered it reasonably purchased, ot the
price of her death. After that, he drank all
the vest of the sherry, aud Mr. Hubble drank
the port, and the two talked (which I have
sinee observed to be customary in such cuses),
as if they were of quite another race from
the deceased, and were notoriously immortal.
Fipally, he went away with Mr. and Mrs.
Hubble—to make an evening of it, T felt sure,
and to tell the Jolly Bargemen that he was
the founder of my fortuncs and my earliest bene-
factor,

When they were all gone, and when Trabb
aud Lis men—but not his boy: I looked for him
~had crammed their muwmmery into bags, and
were gone too, the house felt wholesomer.
Soon afterwards, Biddy, Joe, and I, had a. cold
dinner together ; but we dined in the best par
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lour, not in the old kitchen, and Joe was so ex-
ceedingly particular what he did with Lis knife
and fork and the salt-cellar and what not, that
there was great restraint wpon us. But after
dinner, when I made bim take his pipe, and
when I had loitered with him about the forge,
and when we sab down together on the great
block of stone outside it, we got on better. I
noticed that after the funeral Joe changed his
clothes so far, as to make a compromise between
his Sunday dress and working dress : in which
the dear fellow looked natural and like the Man
he was.

He was very much pleased by my asking if I
might sleep in my own little room, and I was
pleased too; for I felt that I had done rather a
greab thing in making the request. When the
shadows of evening were closing in, I took an
opportunity of gefting into the garden with
Biddy for a little talk.

“ Biddy,” said I, “I think you might have
written to me about these sad matters.”

“ Do you, Mr. Pip P said Biddy. “I should
have writtenif I had thought that.”

“Don’t suppose that I mean to be unkind,
Biddy, when I say I consider that you ought to
have thought that.”

Do you, Mr. Pip £

She was so quief, and had such an orderly,
Food, and pretty way with her, that I did not
ike the thought of making her ery again. After
looking = little at her downeast eyes, as she
walked beside me, I gave up that point.

“ I suppose it will be difficult for you to re-
main here now, Biddy dear

“Oh! I can’t do so, Mr. Pip,” said Biddy,
in a tone of regref, but still of quiet con-
vielion, I have been speaking to Mrs, Hubble,
and T am going to her to-morrow. I hope we
shall be able to take some care of Mr. Gargery,
together, until he settles down.”

“How are you going to live, Biddy? If you
want any mo e

“How am I going to live P’ repeated Biddy,
striking in, with a momentary flush upon her
face. * D’ll tell you, Mr. Pip, T am going to
try to get the place of mistress in the new
school nearly fivished here. I canbe well recom-
mended by all the neighbours, and I bope I can
be industrious and patient, and teach mysell
while T teach others. You know, Mr. Pip,”
pursued Biddy, with a smile, as she raised her
eyes to my face, ** the new schools are not like
the old, but I learnt a good deal from you after
that time, and have had time since then to im-
prove.”

1 think you would always improve, Biddy,
under any circumstances.”

“Ah! Except in my bad side of human
nature,” murmured Biddy.

It was not so mueh a reproach, as an irvesis-
tible thinking aloud. 'Well! I thought T would
give up that paint too. 8o, I walked a liftle
further with Biddy, looking silently ab her
downeast eyes.

1 have not heard the partieulars of my sis-
ter’s death, Biddy.”

¢ They are very slzjghi, poor thing. 8he had

been in one of her bad stafes—though they had
rof belter of late, rather than worse—for four
days, when she came out of it .in the evening,
just at ten-tune, and said quite plainly, ©Joe’
As she had never said any word for a long
while, I ran and fetched in Mr. Gargery from
the forge. She made signs to me that she
wanted him to sit down close to her, and
wanted me to pub her arms round his neck.
So I put them round his neck, and she laid her
hand down on his shoulder quite content and
satisfled.  And so she presently said ¢Joe’
again, and onee ¢ Pardon,” and once * Pip’ And
s0 she never lifted her head up any more, and
it was just an hour later when we laid it down
on her own bed, because we found she was
gone.”

. Biddy cried; the darkening garden, and the
lane, and the stars that were coming out, were
blurred in my own sight.

« Nothing was ever discovered, Biddy #”

¢ Nothing.”

“Do you know what is become of Orlick 2

¢ T should think from the colour of his clothes
that he is working in the quarrfes.”

«Qf course you have seen him then f—Wly
are you looking at fhat dark tree in the
lane

1 saw him there, on the night she died.”

“That was not the last time either, Biddy #*

“No; I have scen him there, since we have
heenwalking here.—1It is of no use,” said Biddy,
laying her hand upon my arm as I was for
rununing oub, “you know I would not deceive
you; be was pot there a minute, and he is
gone.”

It revived my uimost indignation to find that
she was still pursued by this fellow, and I felt
inveterate against him, I told her so, and told
her that I would spend any money or take any
pains to drive him oub of that country. By
degrees she led me into more temperate talk,
and she told me how Joe loved me, and how
Joe never complained of unything~-she didw’t
say, of me; she had no need; I knew what she
meant—but ever did his duty in his way of life,
ﬁvith a strong hand, a quiet tongue, and a gentle

eart.

“Indeed, it would be hard to say too much
for him,” said I; “and Biddy, we must often
speak of these things, for of course 1 shall be
often:down here mow. I am not going to leave
poor Joe alone.”

Biddy said never a single word.

“ Biddy, don’t you hear me #?

“Yes, Mr, Pip.”

“Not to mention yow calling me Mr. Pip—
which appears to me to be in bad taste, Biddy
—vhat do you mean #’

““What do I mean ?’ asked Biddy, timidly.

“Biddy,” said I, in a virtuously self-asserting
manner, “Imust request to kuow what you
mean by this 2

“By thist” said Biddy.

« Now, don’t echio,” I retorted. «You used

not to echo, Biddy.”
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“TUsed not ! said Biddy. “O Mr. Pip!
Used |?

Well! T rather thought I would give up that
point too. After another silemt fturn in the
garden, I fell back on the main position.

< Biddy,” said I, “I made a remark respect-
ing my coming down hers often, to see Joe,
which you received with a marked silence.
Have the goodness, Biddy, to tell me why.”

“Are you guite sure, them, that you wizn
come to see him often ?*’ asked Biddy, stopping
in the wnarrow garden walk, and looking at me
under the stars with a clear and honest eye.

Qb dear me ! sald I, as if I found myself
compelled to give up Biddy in despair.  “This
really is a very bad side of human nature!
Don’t say any more, if you please, Biddy. This
shocks me very much.”

For which cogent reason I kept Biddy at a
distance during supper, and, when I went up to
my own old little room, took as stately a leave
of her as T could, in my murmuring soul, deem
reconcilable with the churchyard and the event
of the day. As often as I was restless in the
night, and that was every quarter of an hour,
I reflected what an unkindness, what an injury,
what an injustice, Biddy had done me.

Tarly in the morning, I was to go. Ealyin
the morning, I was out, and, looking in, unseen,
at one of the wooden windows of the forge,
There I stood, for minutes, looking at Joe,
already at work with a glow of health and
strength upon his face that made it show as if
the bright sun of the life in store for him were
shining on it.

“ Good-by, dear Joe!—No, don’t wipe it off
—for God’s sake, give me your blackened hand !
—I shall be down soon, and often.””

¢ Never too soon, sir,” sald Joe, “and never
too often, Pip

Biddy was waiting for me ab the kitchen
door, with a mug of new milk and a erust of
bread. Biddy,” said I, when I gave her my
hand at parting, “I am not angry, but Iam
hurt.”

“No, don’t he hurt,” she pleaded quite pa-
thetically; “let only me be huxt, if T have been
ungenerous.”

Once mare, the mists were rising as T walked
away. If they disclosed to me, as I suspect
they did, that T should not come back, and that
Biddy was quite right, all I can say is—they
wero quite right too,

AGRICULTURAL EXHIBITION IN
VIRGINIA.

Frew things can be much more dissimilar than
an English ploughing match and an American
agricultural meeting—the two are as different,
in a word, as the lean Southern planter with his
lank hair and nankeen-coloured bloodless face,
from the fleshy, portly, rosy conntry English gen-
tleman who distributes prizes at the other.

My impression of the first is pleasant—my
impression of the second is pleasant; but how

different the one kind of pleasure from the other!
When I think of the Bnglish scene, I see
before me the dark chocolate-coloured furrows,
lighted by the sunshine of early spring; I re-
member the teams of broad-chested horses, gay in
blue and geraninm-coloured ribbons, trampling-
down the stubbles before the keen cleavin
loughs ; I hear the pleasant gossip an

earty laughter of the holiday folk; I see the
clean white smock-frocks gathering round the
happy winner of the prize; I see the country
squires on their sturdy glossy humters; I see
the tent where the collation is; I hear the
merry pop of the champagne corks, and the
chime and cadence of the band. But what Isaw
of the ordinary agricultural meeting in America,
took place on very different earth, and wag
lighteg by a sunof a far flercer strength. They
were not all freemen whom I saw there, merry-
making—they were men of different aims and of
another world. The land had had far different
antecedents from our own, had been, almost
within the memory of living men, trod by’
Indian mocassins, and soaked with warmer blood
than that of the buffalo or beaver.

It was September month, when the ripe cob-
ton-pod prefigures winter, and whitens the
plantations of Louwsiana with sheets of snow.
In all the forests of the New World, the maple
waved its thousands of little erimson flags; the
snake began to prepare for ifs five monthy’
sleep, and rest from working evil ; the mailed
alligator, for its hybernation in the congulated
mud; all the myriad iron roads leading from the
Northern and the Southern States swarmed with
yellow planters, their wives and daughters, and
their slave murses and ladies’ maids who were
retwrning home from the Northern watering-
places. Newport, with its pleasant sca-bathing
and chowder suppers, was lorn and lone; Sarn-
toga with its demi-monde, its gulls and hawks,
was deserted; the Sulphur Springs were being
reluctantly forsaken; the glass at those Lotels
was being put up for the winter ; the blinds were
lowering ; the waiters were going away; the
whites were looking black, the blacks blacker
than usual ; in fact, the South having first gone
to visit the North during the hot and unlealthy
summer, was on its way home again, for the
cool and grateful winter, Let the tyraunical
overseer on Nash’s cotton plantation beware,
for “massa,” the ahsentee, would soon be home.
Lot the unjust steward on Jackson’s sugar
estate, keep his weather eye open, for “ masss”
would soon be bdck to redress wrongs, and to
look over the accounts.

It was at_the climax of this backward mi-
gration that I came to stop awhile in Richmond,
the capital of Virginia, The Southemn birds
were winging home to roost “i' the rocky
wood;” the lLotels were brimming over; the
waiters were all black in the face, partly from
natural tendency, partly from incessantly carry-
ing heavy luggage up-stairs. that had no ending,
but seemed to lead to one of the further planets
—the Moon, the Larger Bear, or the Dog Star.
Richmond was in a state of great exeitement.




