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My state of mind regarding the pilfering from
which I liad been so unexpectedly exonerated,
did not impel me to frank diselosure; but I
hfgpe ib hm]{ some dregs of good at the bottom
of it.

I do not rccal that I felt any tenderness of
conscience in reference to Mrs. Joe, when the
fear of being found out was lifted off me. DBut
I loved Joc—perhaps for-mo better reason in
those early days than because the desr fellow
let me love him—and, as to bim, my inner self
was not so easily composed. It was much
upon my mind (particularly when I first saw
him looking about for his file) that I ought to

tell Joe the whole trath. Yet I did nof, and
for the reason that I mistrusted that if 1 did,
he would think me worse than I was.  The fear
of losing Joe’s conlidence, and of thenceforth
sitting in the chimney corner at night staring
drcari-fy ab iy for ever lost companion and
friend,” ticd up my tongme. I morbidly vepre-
sented to myself that if Joe knmew if, I never
aflerwards could see him at the fireside feeling
his fair whisker, without thinking that he was
meditating on it.  That, if Joe knew it, I never
afterwards could see him glance, howover
casually, ab yesterday’s meat or pudding when
it came on to-day’s table, without thinking that
he was debating whether T Lad been m ihe
pantry.  Lhat, il Joo knew it, and at any subse-
quent poriod of owr joint domestic life remarked
shab lis beer was flab or thick, the convietion
that lie suspeeted Tar in i, would bring a rush
of blood to wy face. In a word, 1 was too
cowardly to do'what I kuoew lo be right, as I
had been too cowardly to avoid deing whaf I
knew to be wrong. 1 had had no infercourse
with the world af lhat time, and I imitated none
of its many inhabitants who act in this man-
per, Quite an uwntaught genius, T made the
discovery ol the line ol action for mysclt.

As I was slecpy before we were far away from
the prison-ship, Joe took me on his back again
and carried me Lome. He must have had o tive-
some journey of it, for Mr. Wopsle, being knocked
up, was in such a very bad temper that if the
Church had been thrown open, he would pro-
bably have excommunicated the whole expedi-

tiof, beginning with Joe and myself. In his
lay capacity, he persisted in sitting down in the
damp to such an insane extent, that when his
coat was taken off to be diied at the kitehen
fire, the circumstantial evidence on his trousers
would have hanged him if it had been a capital
offence.

By that time, I was staggering on the kitchen
floor like a little drunkard, through having been
newly set upon my feet, and through having
been fast asleep, and through waking in the
heat and lights and noise of tongues. As I
came to myself (with the aid of a heavy thump
between the shoulders, and the restorative ex-
clamation “Yah! Was there ever such a boy
as this I from my sister) I found Joe telling
them about the conviet’s confession, and all the
visitors suggesting different ways by which he

bad got into the pantry. Mr. Pumblechook
made out, after carefully surveying the premises,
that he had first got upon the roof of the forge,
and had then got upon the voof of the house,
aud had then let himself down the kitchen
chimney by a rope made of his bedding eut into
sirips; and as Mr. Pumblechook was very posi-
tive and drove his own chaise-cart—over every-
body—it was agreed that it must be so. M.
Wopsle, indeed, wildly oried out “No ! with
the feeble malice of a tired man; but, as he had
o theory, and no coat on, he was unanimously
set at naught—not to mention his smoking Lard
behind, as he stood with his back to the kitchen
(ivc to draw the damp out: which was not cal-
culated to inspire confidence.

This was all I Leard that night before my
sister clutched me, as a slumberous offence to
the company’s eyesight, and assisted me up to bed
with such a strong hand that T seemed to have
{ifty boots on, and to be dangling them a2l
against the edges of the stairs, My state of
mind, as I have described i, began before I was
up i the morning, and lasted long after the
subject had died out, and had ceased 1o be men-
tioned suving oif exceptional occasions.

CHAPTER VIL
AT the time when T stood in the ehurchyard,
reading the family tombstones, I had just enough
learning to be able to spell th¥m out. My con-
struction even of their simple meaning was 10t
very correet, for I vead “wife of the Above” as
a complimentary reference fo my father’s exalla-

tion 1o a better world; and if any one of my
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deceased relations had been referred to as © Be-
low,” I have no doubt I should have formed the
worst opinions of that member of the family,
Neither, were my notions. of the theological
positions to which my Catechism bound me, at
all aceurate; for, I have alively remembrance that
T supposed my declaxation that T was to “walk
in the same all the days of my life,” laid me
under an obligation always to go through the
village from our house n_one particular di-
rection, and never to vary it by turning down
by the wheelwright’s or up by the mill.

When I was old enough, I was to be appren-
ticed to Joe, and until I could assume that
dignity T was not to be what Mrs, Joe called
“ %’ompeyed,” or (as I vender it) pampered.
Therefore, 1 was not only odd-boy about the
forge, buf: if any neighbour happened to want
an extra hoy to frighten birds, or gick up stones,
or do any such job, I was favoured with the em-
ployment. In order, however, that our superior
position might not he compromised therehy, a
money-box was kept on ihe kitchen mantelshelf,
into which it was &mblicl made known. that all
my earnings weve dropped. I have an impression
that they were to be coniributed eventually io-
wards the liguidation of {he National Debt, but
T know I had no hope of any personal participa-
tion in the treasure.

Myr. Wopsle’s great-auwnt kept an ovening
sehool in the village ; thal is to say, she was a
ridieulons old woman of limited mcans and un-
limited infirmity, who uscd to go to sleep from six
10 seven every evening, in the socicly of youlh
who paid twopence per weck cach, for the im-
proving opportunity of seeing her do it. She
rented o small cotiage, and Mr, Wopsle had
the room. up-stairs, where we students used to
overhear him reading alond in a most dignified
and tervific manner, and occasionally bumping
on the ceiling. Therc was a fiction that Mr.
Wopsle “examined” ihe scholars, once a quarter.
‘What he did on thosc occasions, was o twrn up
his cufls, stick up his hair, and give us Mark
Antony’s oration over the body of Cwregar. This
was always followed by Collins’s Ode on the
Passions, wherein I particularly veneraled Mr.
Wopsle as Revenge, throwing bis blood-stain’d
sword in thunder down, and taking the War de-
nouncing trampet with a withering look. It was
not with me then, as it was in later life: when
I fell into 1he socicty of the Passions, and comn-
pared them with Collins and Wopsle, rather io
the disndvantage of both gentlemen,

Mz, Wopsle’s great-aunt, besides keeping this
Tducational Institution, kc}lnt—in the same room
—a little general shop. 8!
stock she had, or what the price of anything in
il was; but there was a Ettle greasy memo-
randum-book kept in a drawer, which served as
a Calalogue of Prices, and by this oracle, Biddy
arrunged all the shop transactions. Biddy was
Mr. Wopsle’s great-aunt’s granddauwghter; I
confess mysclf quite unequal fo the working-ont
of tho problem, what relation she was 1o M.
Wopsle. She was an orphan like mysclf; like
me, too, had been brought up by hand, She

shoes always wanled mending and pull

e had no idea what | J

was most noticeable, I thought, in respect of her
extremities ; for, her hair afways wanted brush-
ing, her hands always wanted washing, and her
ing w

at heel. This description must be receive

| with a week-day limitation. On Sundays, she

went to church elaborated.
Much of my unassisted self, and more by the
help of Biddy than of Mr. Wopsle’s great-aunt,

I struggled through the alphabet as if it had been

a bramble-bush; gelting considerably worried
and scratched by every letter. After that, 1
fell among those thieves, the nine figures, who
seemed every evening to do something new
to disguise themselves and baffle recognition.
But, at last I began, in a purblind groping way,
to 11'(:5\(‘1, write, and cipher, on the very smallest
scale.

One night, I was sittingin the chimney cornexr
with my slate, expending great efforts on the
Ercduction of a letter to J%e. I think it must

ave been a full year after our hunt upon the
marshes, {or it was a long time after, and it was
winter and a hard frost. ~ With an alphabet on
the hearth at my feet for reference, I contrived
in an hour or two to print and smear this
epistle

“u1 pEER JO i orE U » xeWizlk wELL i
orli { suAr soN B maBzrL 4 2 rueDex U JO
AN mnN wD s50nz 3 5O 6x0op AN wEN i M
rRENGTD 2 v JO woT 1arX AN BLEVE ME
inF xw PrP.”

There was no indispensable necessity for my
communicating with Joe by letter, inasmuch as
le sal, beside me and we were alone, Bui, I de-
livered this written communication (slate and
all) with my own hand, and Joe received it as o
miracle of crudition, .

*1 say, Pip, old chap!” cried Joe, opening
Lis blue eyes wide, “what a scholar you arcl
An*{, you P*

“ 1 should like to be,”” said I, glancing at the
slate as he held it: with a misgiving that the
writing was rather hilly.

“ Why, here’s a J,” said Joe, ““and a O equnl
to anythink! Here’s a J and a O, Pip, and a
J-0, Joo.”

T lad never heard Joe read aloud to any
greater exient than this monosyllable, and I had
observed at clhurch last Sunday when I acei-
dentally held omr Prayer-Book upside down, that
it scemed Lo suit his convenience quite as well
as if it had been all right. Wishing to embrace
the present occasion of finding oul whether in
lenching Joc I should have to begin quite at
the beginning, I said, “Ah! But read the rest,

oc »

The rest, eh, Pip P’ said Joe, looking at il
wilh o slowly scarching eye, *One, two, thrce.
‘Why, here’s three Js, and three Os, and {hrec
J-0, Joes in 11, Pip 1”

I'leaned over Joc, and, with the aid of my
forefinger, read him the whole letter.

% Astonishing I’ said Joe, when L had finished,
¢« You ARE & sclolar.”

«How do you spell Gargery, Joe ?° 1 asked

lim, with a modest patronage.
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<« T don’t spell it at all,” said Joe.

“ But supposing you did P

“Tf can’t bo supposed,” said Joe,
T'm oncommon fond of'reading, too.”

“ Are you, Joe P’

“On-common, Give me,” said Joe, “a
good book, or a good newspaper, and sit me
down afore a good fire, and I ask no hetler.
Lord!” he continned, after rubbing his knees
a lifitle, ** when you do come to a J nud a O, and
says you, °Iere, at last, is a J-O, Joo,” how in-
teresting reading is 1

T derived from this, that Joe’s education, like
Steam, was yeli in its infaney. Pursuing the
sebject, I inquired :

“ Didn’t you ever go
were as little as me 87

« No, Pip.”

* Why didn’t you ever go-to school, Joe, when
you vrere as little as me I

“Well, Pip,” said Joe, taking up iho poker
and scltling himself fo his usual oceupation
when he was thoughtful, of slowly raking the
fire hetween the lower baws: “ Tl tell you. My
father, Rip, he-were given o drink, and when he
were overtook with drink, he hammered away at
my mother, most onmergiful. It were a’most the
only hammering he did, indeed, *xcepting at my-
self, And he hammered: at me with o wigowr
only to be equalled by the wigour with which he
didn’t hammer at his anwil.—Youw’re a lislening
and understanding, Pip #*

“Yes, Joe.”

< ’Consequence, my mother and me we ran
away from my father, several iimes; and then
my mother she’d go out to work, and she'd say,
Joe,’ she’d sny, “now, please God, you shall
have some schooling, ehild,” und she’d pul me
to school. But my {nther were thai good in liis
hart that he couldu't abear to De withoub us.
8o, he’d come with a most tremenjous erowd and
make sueh & row ab ihe doory of the houses
where we was, that they used Lo bo obligated
1o have no more to do witle us and o give us up
to him, And then he {ook us home and hammered
us, Which, you see, Pip,” said Joe, pausing in
his medilative vaking of the fire, and looking ai
e, © were o drawback on my learning.”

< Cortainly, poox Jue 1

 Though mind you, Pip,” said Joe, with a
judicial touch or two of the poker onthe top hax,
“yendering unto oll their doo, and maintaining
equal, f‘usmce betwixt man and: man, my father
were that good in his hart, don’t you scet”

I dido’t seo s hub T didn’l say so.

“ Well!” Joe pursued,  somebody mmst keep
the pot a biling, Pip, or ike pot won't hile,
don’t you know ¥’

I saw that, and said so,

“*Consequence, my fother didn’t make objec-
tions to my going 1o wark; so I went to work
ab wmy present calling, which were his 100, il! he
would have followed it, and I worked tolerable
havd, T asswre.gow, Pip,  1u iime Iwero able to.
keep him, and L kep himiill he went off in a
purple leptia fit, And it were my intentions to.
bave had put upon Lis tombstone that Whai-

€« Thol

to school, Joe, when you

sume’er the failings on his part, Remember
reader he were that good in his hart.”

Joe recited this couplet with such manifest
pride and eareful perspieuity, that I asked him
if he had made it himself ?

“1 mado it,” said Joe, “my own self. I
made it in a moment. Tt was like striking out
a horseshoc complete, in a single blow. Inever
was 5o much surprised in all my life~~couldn’t
credit my own ed—to tell you the truth, hardly
believed 1t were my own ed. As I was. saying,
Pip, it were my intentions to have had if eut
over him; hut poetry costs money, cut it how
you will, small or large, and it were not done.
Not to mention bearers, all the money that
could be spared were wanted for my mother.
She were in poor elth, and quite hroke. She
weren't long of following, poor soul, and her
shave of peace come round at last.”

Joe’s blue eyes turned a little wutery; he
rubbed, fivst one of them, and then the other, in
o most uncongenial and uncomfortable manner,
wifil the round knob on the top of the poker.

¢ T4 were hut lonesome then,” said Joe, “living
herc alone, and I got acquainled with your
sister: Now, Pip i Joe looked firmly at me, as
if e knew I was not going to agree with him ;
* your sisler ig a. fne figure of a woman.”

I could not help looking at the fire, in an ob-
vious state of doubt.

“ Whatever family, opinions, or whatever the
world’s opinions, on that subjeet may be, Pip,
your sister is,”” Joe tapped the top bar with the
poker after every word following, *a—fine—
lignre—of —a—woman |

I could think of mothing betler to say than
“Y am glad you think so, Joe.”

“So am L returned Joo, catehing me up,
“7 am glad T think so, Pip. A littlo redness,
or a littlo matier of Bone, hero or there, what
does ib signify to Me

I sagaciously observed, if it didw’t signify fo
him, to whom did it signify?

“Cerlainly ¥ assented Joe, *That’s it.
Yow're right, old chap! When I got acquainted
with your sister, it wero the falk how she was
bringme you up by hand. Very kind of her oo,
all the folks said, and I soid, olong with all tle
folks, As. lo. you,” Joe pursned, with a coun-
tenance. oxgrcssivc of sceing something very
nasly indeed : “if you could have heen awnro
how small and flabby and mean you was, dear
me, yowd have formed the most contemptible
opinions of yourself!”

Not oxaclly relishing this, I said, Never
mind me, Joe.”

“ But [ did mind you, Pip,” he returned, with
tender simplicily. “ When 1 offered to your sister
10 keep company, and 1o be asked in church ab
such times as she was willing und ready to come
to the forge, Lsaid to her, ©And bring the poor
little child. God bless the poor }ibth_elul T
snid to your sistex,, ‘ thera’s room.for #im ab the
forge 1’ > -

f broke out crying and begging perdon, and
hugged Joe round the nek; who dropped

the poker to. hug me, and to say, “Lver the
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best of friends; an’t us, Pip? Don’t cry, old
chap ! .

WE’hen this little interruption was over, Joe
resumed :

“Well, you see, Pip, and here we are!
That’s about where it lichts; here we ave!
Now, when you take me in hand in my lea:cnisﬁ,
Pip (and I tell you beforehand I am awful dull,
most awful dull), Mrs. Joe mustn’t see too
much of what we’re up to. It must be done, as
I may say, ox the sly. And why on the sly? IT’ll
tell yon why, Pip.”

He Dbad taken up the poker again; without
which, I doubt if he could have proceeded in his
demonstration.

“ Your sister is given to government.”

“ Given to government, Joe ?*’ I was startled,
for I had some shadowy idea (and I am afraid 1
must add, hope) that Joe had divorced her in
favour of the Lords of the Admiralty, or Trea-
sury.

“@Given to government,” said Joe. Which
I meantersay the government of you and my-
self.”

9 O]l !’J

“ And she an’f over partial to having scholars
on the premises,” Joe continued, ““and in par-
tikler would not be over partial to my being a
scholar, for fear as I might rise. Like a sort of
rvebel, don’t you see P

I was going to retort with an inquiry, and had
gob as {nr as *“ Why——" when Joe stopped me.

“Stay a bit. Iknow what you're a going to
say, Pip; sta{la bit! T don’t deny that your
sister comes the Mo-gul over us, now and again.
I don’t deny that she do throw us back-falls, and
that she do drop down upon us heavy. Af such
times as when your sister is on the Ram-page,
Pip,” Joe sank his voice to a whisper and glanced
at the door, “ candour compels fur to admit that
she is a Buster.”

Joe pronounced this word, as if it hegan with
af least twelve eapital Bs.

“Why don’t I rise? That were your obser-
vation when I broke it off, Pip #*

*“Yes, Joe.”

“ Well,” said Joe, passing the poker into his
left hand, that he might feel his whisker; and I
bad no hope of him whenever he took to that
placid ocoupalion; *your sister’s a master-mind.
A masier-mind.”

“ What’s that?” I asked, in some hope
of bringing him to a stand. Bui, Joe was
readicr with his definition than I hed expected,
and com&)letely stopped me by arguing circu-
larly, and answering with a fixed look, « Her.”

“And I an’t a master-mind,” Joe resumed,
when he had unfixed his look, and got hack to
his whisker. “And last of all, Pip—and this
I want o say very serous to you, old chap—I
se6 g0 much in my poor mother, of a woman
dl:udgincgl and slaving and breaking her honest
hart and never gotting no peace in her mortal
days, that I'm dead afeerd of going wrong in
the way of not deing what’s right by a woman,
and T'd fur rather of the two go wrong the
t’other way, and be a little ill-conwenienced my-

self. T wish it was only me that got put out,
Pip ; T wish there warn’t no Tickler for you, old
chap ; I wish T could take it all on myself; but
this is the up-and-down-dnd-straight on it, Pip,
and I hope you'll overlook short-comings.”

Young as I was, T believe that I dated a new
admiration of Joe from that night. We were
equals afterwards, as we had been before; bust.
afterwards at quiet times when I sat looking ab
Joe and thinking about him, I had a new sen-
sation of feeling conscious that I was looking
up to Joe in my heart.

“ However,” said Joe, rising to replenish the

fire ; “here’s the Dutch-clock a working lim-
self up to being equal Lo striking Bight of *em,
and she’s not come home yet ! Thope Uncle Pum-
blechook’s mare mayn’t have set a fore-foot on &
piece o’ ice, and gone down.”

Mrs. Joe made occcasional trips with Uncle
Pumblechook on market days, 1o assist him in
buying such household stuffs and goods as re-
quiref a woman’s judgment; Uncle Pumble-
chook being a bachelor and reposing no confl-
dences in his domestie servant. This was market-
gay, and Mrs, Joe was out on one of these expe-

itions.

Joe made the firc and swept ihe hearth, and
then we went to the door to listen for the chaise-
cart. It was a dry cold night, and the wind
blew keenly, and the frost was white and hard.
A man would die to-night of lying out on the
marshes, I thonght. .gnd then, Ifoolced at the
stars, and considered how awf{ul it would be
for a man to turn his face up to them as he
froze to dealh, and see no help or pity in all
the glittering multitude.

‘“ Here comes the mare,” said Joe, ringing
like a peal of bellsI”

The sound of her iron shoes upon the hard road
was quite musical, as sho came along at a much
hrisker trot than usual. We got a chair ou
ready for Mrs. Joc’s alighting, and stirred up
the fire that they might sec a bright window,
and took a ﬂnnIY swrvey of the kilchen that
nothing might be out of its place. When we
had completed these preparations, they drove
up, wrapped lo the eyes. Mrs. Joe was soon
landed, and Uncle Pumblechook was soon down
oo, covering the mare with a cloth, and we were
soon all in the kitchen, carrying so much cold
air in with us that it seemed fo drive all the
heat out of the fire.

“Now,” said Mrs, Joe, unwrapping hersclf
with haste and excitement, and throwing her
honnet back on her shoulders where it lung by
the strings : “if this boy an’t grateful thismght,
he never will be!”.

I looked as grateful as any boy possibly conld,
who was wholly uninformed why he ought io
assumo that expression.

“Il’s only to be hoped,” said my sister,
;‘ that Le won’t be Pompeyed. But I have my

cars.’”

“She an’t in ihat line, mum,” said My,
Pumbleclicok. ¢ She knows better.”

She? I locked at Joe, making ihe motion

with my lips and eyebrows, “She? Jae

&
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looked at me, making the motion with Zs lips
and eycbrows, “BShe?” My sister cafching
him in the act, he drew the back of his han

across his nose with his usual conciliatory air
on such occasions, and looked at her.

 Well P said my sister, in her snappish way.
“'What are you staring at? Is thehouse a-fire

—*“Which some individual,” Joe politely
hinted, ¢“mentioned—she.”

“And she is a she, T suppose? said my
sister. “Unless you call Miss Havisham a he.
And T doubt if even yow’'ll go so far as that.”

¢ Miss Havisham, up town P said Joe.

¢ Is there any Miss Havisham down town ?*
returned my sister. “She wants this boy to go
and play there. And of course he’s going. And
he had better play there,” said my sister, shaking
her head at me as an encouragcment Lo be ex-
tremely light and sportive, “ or I'll work him.”

I had heard of Miss Havisham up town—every-
body for miles round, had heard of Miss Havi-
sham up town—as an immensely vich and grim
lady who lived in a large and dismal house
barricaded against robbers, and who led a life of
seclusion,

“ Well to be sure!” said Joe, astounded.
T wonder how she come to know Pip |*

“ Noodle!” ecried my sister. “ Who said
she knew him P** .

—“Which some individual,” Joe again po-
litely hinted, * mentioned that she wanted him
to go and play there.”

“ And couldn’t she ask Unecle Pumblechook
if he knew of a boy to go and play there?
Isn’t it just barely possible that Unele Pumble-
chook may be a tenant of hers, and that he may
sometimes—we wou’t sy quarterly or half yearly,
for that would be requiring too much of you—
but somectimes—go there to pay hisrent? And
couldn’t she then ask Uncle Pumblechook if he
kmew of a boy 1o go and play thero? And
couldn’t Unele Pumblechook, being always con-
siderate and ihoughtful for ns—though you may
not think it, Joseph,” in & tone of the deepest
reproach, as if he were the most callous of
nephews, “{ihen mention this boy, standing
Prancing here”—which I solemnly declare I was
not doing—*that I have for ever been a willing
slave fot”

 Good again!” cried Uncle Pumblechook.
“Well put! Preitily pointed! Good indeed!
Now Joseph, you know tho case.”

“No Josoph,” said my sister, slillin a ve-
proachful manner, while Joe apologelically drew
the back of his hand across and across his nose,
“you do not yet—though you may not think it
—know the case. You may consider that you
do, bul you do zof Joseph. Xor you do not
know that Uncle Pumblechook, being sensible
that for anything we can tell, this boy’s fortune
may be made by his going to Miss Havishan’s,
has offered to take Lim into town to-night in his
own. chaise-cart, and to keep him to-night, and to
take him with his own hands to Miss Havisham’s
to-morrow morning, And Lor-a-mussy mel”
cried my sister, costing off her bonnet in sudden

desperation, “here T stand talking io mere

Mooneslfs, with Uncle Pumblechook waiting,
and the mare catching cold at the door, and the
boy grimed with crock and dirt from the hair of
his head to the sole of his foof !

‘With that, she pounced upon me, like an eagle
on a lamb, and my face was squeezed into wooden
bowls in sinks, and my hesd was put under aps
of water-butts, and I was soaped, and kneaded,
and towelled, and thumped, and harrowed, and
rasped, until I really was quite beside myself.
(I may here remark that I suppose myself to be
better acquainted than anyliving authority, with
the ridgy effect of a wec{diug-rmg, passing un-
sympatﬁetically over the human countenance.)

When my ablutions were eompleted, T was
Put into clean linen of the stiffest chavacter,

ike a young penitent into sackeloth, and was
trussed up in my tightest and fearfullest suit. I
was then delivered over to Mr. Pumblechook,
who formally received me as if he were the
Sherill, and who let off upon me the speech
that T knew be had hbeen dying to make all
along: “Boy, be for ever grateful {o all friends,
but especially unto them which brought you up
by hand I

“ Good-bye, Joe I*

¥ God bless you, Pip, old chap I”

I bad never parted from him before, and what
with my feelings and what with soap-suds, I
could at first see no stars from the chaise-cart.
But they twinkled out one by one, without throw-
ing any light on the questions why on earth I
was going to play at Miss Havisham’s, and what
on earth I was expected lo play ab.

THE MOON.

Tue moonlight aspeets both of mighty cities
and of wild and natural scenery—moonlight
walks, and moonlight drives — offer a most
agrecable variety in the number of impressions
which lie within the range of human enjoyment.
The season, too, has now arrived when the sun’s
brief stay above the horizon renders the moon a
much more consgicuous object in our eyes, than
she is during the longer and lighter days of
summer, Most persons, al present, will prefer
having some preoise idcs of the surface of the
silvery luminary which shines overhead, to dis-
cussing whether the spols that are visible upon
it represent a face merely, or a man ot {ull-length
carrying o' fagot of sticks upon his shoulders.
We therclore direct our readers’ attontion to a
clear and admirable map of the moon by Mes-
sieurs Lecouturier and A. Chapuis, published
this summer, and accompanied by an excellent
cxplanatory pamphlet. The map (in which the
moon is delineated witha diameter of very neaily
sixtcen inches, and which is the only general
chart of our satellite that has been given to the
French public for the last two centuries¥) is sold
in Paris for threo francs, At a London book-
seller’s it would cost & trifle more, ta-which
must be added a shilling or 'so for the little
treatise which is af the same time pub into your

* Thare are partial maps, and small confused maps,

as in Arago’s Popular Astronomy.




