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CHAPTER I.

My father’s family name being Pirvip, and my
clivistian name Philip, my infant tongue could
make of both names nothing longer or more ex-
plicit than Pip. 8o, T called mysell Pip, and
came to be called Pip,

T give Pirrip as my father’s family name, on
tle authority of his tombstone and my sister—
Mrs. Joe Gargery, who married the blagksmith.
As I nover suw my father or my mother, and
never saw auy likeness of either of them (for
their days were long before the days of photo-
graphs), my first fancies regarding what they
were like, were unveasonably deriveﬁ from their
tombstones. The shape of the letters on my
father’s, gave me an odd idea that he was a
squave, stout, dark man with curly black hair.,
From the character and tuin of the inseriplion,
“ dlso Georgiana IVife of the Alove,” Y drew a
childish conclugion that my mother was freckled
and siekly, ‘Lo five little stone lozenges, each
ahout o f{oot and a half long, which woere ar-
ranged in o neab row beside their grave, and
wero sacred to the memory of five little brothers
of mine—who gave up frying to get a living,
exceedingly early in that universal struggle—I
an indebled for o belief I religiously entertained

© {lut they had oll been born on their backs with

their hands in their {rouscrs-pockets, and had
never taken them out in this siale of ex-
istence.

Ours was the marsh country, down by the
river, within, as the river wound, twenty miles
of the sea. My first mosl vivid and brond im-
pression of the identity of things, secems to me to
bave been guined on a memornble raw allernoon
towards evening. At such a time 1 found out for
certain, that this bleak place overgrown will
nettles was the churelyard ; and that Philip Piv-
rip, late of Lhis parish, and also Georglanu wite of
tle above, were dead and buried; and that
Alexander, Bartholomew, Abrabaw, Lobiss, and
Roger, infunt childeen ol the alovesaid, were
also dead and buried ; and that the dark flat
wilderness beyond the churchyard, intersceted
with dykes and wmounds and gates, with scal-
tered cattle foeding on it, wasilie marshes; and
that the low leaden line beyond, was the river;
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aud that the distant savage lair from which the
wind was rushing, was the sea; and that.the
sinall bundle of shivers growing afraid of it all
and beginning to ery, was Pip,

“IHold your noise " cried a terrible voice, as

2 man started up from among the graves at the !

side of the churclh porch. “Keep still, you
little devil, or L'l cut your throat!”

A fearful man, all in coarse grey, with a great
iron on his leg. A man with no bat, and with
hroken shoes, and with an old rag tied rouud
his head. A man who had been soaked in water,
and smothered in mud, and lamed by stones, and
cub by flints, und stung by nettles, and torn by
briavs; who limped, and shivered, and glared
and growled ; and whose teeth chattered in-his
head as he seized me by the chin. : .

“ 0! Don’t eut my throat, sir,” T pleaded in

terror.  “Pray don’t do it, siv.”?
“hell us your name!® said ile man,
“Quick ,

« Pip, siv.”

“ Onee wmore,” said the wan, staring at me,
“ Give it mouth 1

“Pip. Pip, sir.”

“ Show ws where you
“Pint ouf the place 1” ‘

I pointed to where our village lay, on the flat
in-shore among the alder-rees’ and pollards, a
mile or more {rom the church.

The man, alter looking at me for & moment,
turned me upside-down, and emptied my pockets.
There was nothing in them but o piece of bread.
‘When the ehurely eane to itself—for he was so
sudden and strong that he made it go head over
heels before me, and I saw the steeple under my
legs—wheu tlie chuveh came {o itself, T say, [
was seated on ahigh tombstone, irembling, while
he ate the bread ravenously.

“You young dog,” said the ran, licking Lis
Lips, ‘“what fat ehecks you ha’ got”

I believe they were fab, though I was at
thut time undersized for my years, and not
strong.

“ Parn Me if T couldn’t cat *em,” said the
nan, with a threatening shake of his head,
“and i L haw’t hall o mind to’61” .

1 curncstly expressed my hope that he
wouldw’t, and held iighter to the tombstone on
which he had put me; parily, to keep myself
upon it ; partly, to kecp myself from crying.

“ Now lhen, lookee here!” said the man.
“ Where’s your mother 8

live,” said the man.
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“ There, sir ! said I.

He started, made a short run, end stopped
and looked over his shoulder,

“There, sir!” I timidly explained. ¢ Also
Georgiana. That’s my mother,”

* Oh 1 said he, coming hack. “And is that
your father alouger your mother P )

“Yes, sir,” sald I; “him {oo; late of this

arish.”

«Ha!” he muttered then, considering.
“Who d’ye live with—supposin’ yow're kindly
let to live, which I haw’t made up my mind
about P )

<My sister, sir—Mrs. Joe Gargery—wife of
Joe Gargery, the blacksmith, sir.”

¢ Blacksmith, eh®% said he. And looked
down at hLis leg.

After darkly looking at his leg and at me
several times, he came closer to my tombstone,
took me by both arms, and tilted me back as
far s he could hold me; so that his eyes looked

most powerfully down into mine, and mine|

looked most helplessly up into his.

“Now lookee here,” he said, ““the guestion
being whether you're to be let to live. You
know what a file is,”

self comfortable and safe, but that young wan
will softly creep and creep his way to him and
tear him open. I am a keeping that young man
from harming of you at the present moment, with
great difficulty, L find it wery hard to hold that
young man off of your inside. Now, what do
you say P .

T snid that T would fet him the file, and I
would get him what-broken bits of food T eould,
and. T would come to him at the Battery, early
in the morning, )

“8ay Lord strike you dead if you don’t !
said the man.

T said so, and he took me down.

“Now,” he pursued, *you remember what

man, and you get homs 1

“Foo-good night, sir,” I faltered.

“Much of that ! said he, glancing about him
over the cold wet flat. “T wish I was a frog.
Or a eel!” )

At the same time, he hugged his shuddering
body in both his arms—~-clasping himself, as if to
hold himself together—and limped towards the
low church wall, As I saw him go, picking his
way among the nettles, and among the brambles

 Yes, sir.”

“ And you know what wittles is.”

“Yes, siv,”

After each question he tilted me over a little
more, s0 as to give me a greater sense of help-
lessuess and danger.

“You get me a file” He tilled me again.
“ And you get me wittles.” He tilted me again.
“You bring ’em both to me.” He tilted me
again, “Or Il have your heart and liver out.”
He tilted me again,

Iwas dreadfully frightened, and so giddy that
I clung to him with hoth bands, and said, « If
you would kindly please to let me keep upright,
sir, perhaps I shouldn’t be sick, and perhaps I
could attend more.”

He gave me a most tremendous dip and voll,
so that the church jumped over its own weather-
cock. Then, he held me by the arms, in an
upright position on the top of the stone, and
went on in these fearful ferms :

“You bring me, to-morrow morning early,
that fille and them wittles. You bring the lot
to me, ab that old Battery over yonder, You do
it, and you never dare to say a word or dare
to make a sign concerning your having seen
such a person as me, or aby person sumever,
and you shall be let to live. You fail, or you go
from mywords in any partickler, no matter how
swall it is, and your heart and your liver
shall be tore out, roasted, and ate. Now, Tain’t
alone, as you may think Lam. There’s a young
man Lid with me, in comparison with which
young man I am a Angel. That young man
hears the words I speak. That young man
Lias & seeret way pecooliar to himself, of getting
at a boy, and at his heart, and ot bis Lver. 1%
is in wain lor a boy to attempt to hide himself
from thut youug man. A boy may lock his doox,
may be waym in bed, may tuck himself up, may
draw the clothes over lis Lead, may think him-

that bound the green mounds, ﬁ}e looked in
my young oyes as if he were eluding the hands
of the dead people, stretching wp cautiously out
of their graves, to get a twist upon his ankle and
pull him in.

When he came fo the low elnreh wall, he got
over it, like a man whose legs were numbed and
stiff, and then twmed round to look for me.
When I saw him turning, I set my face towards
home, and made the best uge of my legs. Butb
ﬁresently I looked over my shoulder, and saw

im going on again towards the river, still
hugging himself in hoth arms, and picking his
way with his sore feet among the great sftones
dropped into the marshes here and there, for
stepping-places when the rains were heavy, or
the tide was in.

The marshes were just a long black lori-
zontal line them, as 1 stopped o look after
him ; and the river was just another horizontal
line, not nearly so broad nor yet so black ; and
the sky was just a row of long angry red lines
and dense black lines intermixed. On the edge
of the river, I could faintly make out the only
two black things in all the prospect that seemed
to be standing upright; one of these was the
beacon kay which the sailors stecred—like an
unhooped cask upon a pole—an ugly thing
when you were near it ; the other, a gibbet with
some chains hanging to it which had once held a
pirate. The man was limping on fowards this
latter, as if he werc the pirate come to lifo,
and come down, and going back to hook him.
self up again. It gave me a terzible twn
when I thought so; and as I saw the cattle
lifting their heads to gnze after him, I won-
dered whether they thought so too., I looked
all round for the horrible young maw, and
could sce mo signs of him, But, now I was
frightened agoin, and ran heme without stop-

ping.

you’ve undertook, and you remember that young |
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CHAPTER II.

My sister, Mrs. Joe Gargery, was more than

twenty years older than I, and had established a

reat reputation with herself and the neighbours
%eca.use she had brought me up “by hand”
Having af that time to Tind out for myself what
the expression meant, and knowing her to have
a hard and heavy hand, and to be much in the
habit of laying it upon her husband as well as
upon me, I supposed that Joe Gargery and I
were both brought up by hand.

She was not a good-looking woman, my sister
and I had a general impression that she must
bave made Joe Gargery marry her by hand, Joe
was & {air man, with curls of ﬂaxeu{mir on each
side of his smooth face, and with eyes of such a
very undecided blue that they seemed fo have
somehow EOt mixed with their own whites. He
was a mild, good-natured, sweet-tempered, easy-
going, foolish, dear fellow—a sort of Hereules
in strength, and also in weakuess.

My sister, Mrs. Joe, with black hair and eyes,
had such a prevailing reduness of skin that T
sometimes used to wonder whether it was pos-
sible she washed herself with a nutmeg-grater
instead of soap. She was tall and bony, and
almost always wore & coarse apron, fastened over
her figure behind with two loops, and having a
square impregnable bib in front that was stuck
full of pins and needles. She made it a powerful
merit in herself, and a strong reproach against
Joe, that she wore this apron so much. Though
I really see no reason why she should have
worn it at all: or why, if she did weax it at all,
\ihe should not have taken it off, every day of her

ife.

Joc’s forge adjoined owr house, which was o
wooden house, as many of the dwellings in our
country were—most of them, at that time.
‘When [ ran home from the churchyard, the forﬁc
was shut up, and Joo was sitting alone in the
Lkitchen. Joe and I being fellow-sufferers, and
having confidences as suel, Joe imparted a con-
fidence to nie, the moment I raised the latch of
the door and peeped in at him opposite to it,
sitting in the chimney corner.

«Mrs, Joe has been out o dozen times, looking
for you, Pip. And she’s out uow, making it a
baker’s dozen.”

¢ 1y gho P

“Yes, Pip,” suid Joo; “and what’s worse,
she’s got Tiekler witl her,”

At this dismal intelligence, I twisled the ounly
Lutton on my waisteost round and round, and
looked in great depression at the fire. Lickler
was a wax-cnded picce of cane, worn smooth by
collision wilh my tickled frame,

“Blic sot down,” said Joe, ““and she got ap,
and she made o grab ub PVickler, and she Ram-
paged out.  That’s what she did,” said Joo,
slowly clearing the {ire bebween the lower bars
with the poker, wnd looking atit: * she Rmm-
paged ouf, Pip.”?

“Has she been gone long, Joe?? I always
treated him as a larger species of child, and as
no more than my equal.

“Well,” sald Joe, glancing up at the Dutch

clock, “she’s been on the Ram-page, this last
spell, about five minutes, Pip. She’s a coming !
et behind the door, old chap, and have the jack-
towel betwixt you.”
. Ttook the advice. My sister, Mrs. Joe, throw-
ing the deor wide open, and finding an obstruc-
tlon behind it, immediately divined the canse,
and applied Tickler to ity further investigation.
She concluded by throwing me—I often served
her as a connubial missile—at Joe, who, glad to
get hold of me on auy terms, passed me on into the
chimney and quietly fenced me up there with his
great leg.

“Where have you heen, you young menkey
said Mrs. Joe, stamping her foot. *Tell me
divectly what you've been doing to wear me
away with fret and fright end worvit, or I’d
have you out of that corner if you was fifty
Pips and he was fve hundred Gargerys.”

1 have only heen to the churehyard,” said
I, from my stool, erying and rubbing myself.

 Claychyard I vepeated my sister. “If it
warn't for me you'd have been to the church-
yard long ago, and stayed there. 'Who brought
you up by hand ?*

“You did,” said I

“And why did I do if, I should like fo
know | exclaimed my sister,

I whim})ered, T dor’t know.”

“ I dow’t 1 said my sister. . I’ never do it
again! Iknow that. I may truly say I've never
had this apron of mine off, since horn you were,

him a Gargery), without being yowr mother.”

My thoughts strayed from that question as T
looked disconsolately at the fire. For, the fugi-
tive out on the marshes with the ironed leg, the
mysterious young man, the fle, the food,
and the dreadful pledge I was under to commit
a larceny on those sheltering premises, rose be-
fore me in the avenging coals.

“Hah}”® said Mrs. Joe, vestoring Tiekler to
his station. * Churchyard, indeed! You may
well say churchyard, you two.” One of us, by-
the-by, had not said itat all. ¢ Yowll drive we to
the churchyard betwixt you, one of these days,
and oh, a pro-recious pair yow'd be without
me !”

As she applied herself to set the fen-things,
Joe peeped down ab me over his leg, as if he
were mentally casting me asd Limself up, and
coloulating what kind of pair we practically
should make, under the gricvous eircumstances
foreshadowed. After thaf, he sat feeling his
right-side flaxen cwrls and whisker, and follow-
ing Mrs. Joe about with his blus eyes, as his
manner always was at squally times,

My sister had a trenchant way of cutting
our ?;rcad-and-butter for us, that never varied.
Tirst, with her left hand she jammed the loaf hard
and fash against her bib—vhere it sometimes
got a pin into it, and sometimes a needle, which
we afterwards got into our mouths, Then, she
took some butter (uot too much) on a knife and
spread it on the loof, in an apothecary kind of
way a8 if she were makihg 2 plaister——using

both sides of the knife with & slapping dexterity,

It’s bad enough to be a blacksmith’s wife (and !
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and trimming and moulding the butter off round
the crust, Then, she gave the knife a final smart
wipe on the edge of the plaister, and then
sawed a very thick round off the loaf : which she
finally, before separating from the loaf, hewed
into bwo halves: of which Joe got one, and I
the other. .

On the present occasion, though I was hun-
gry, I dared nob eat my slice. I felt that I
must have something in reserve for my dread-
ful acquaintance, and his ally the still more
dreadful young man. I knew Mrs. Joe's house-
keeping to be of the strictest kind, and that my
larcenqus researckes might find nothing available
in the safe. Therefore I resolved to put my
hunk of bread-and-butter down the leg of my
trousers.

The effort of resolution necessary to the
achievement of this purpose, I found to be guite
awful, It wasosif I I!:nd 10 makeup my mind
to leap from the top of a high house, or plunge
into a great depth of water, And it was made
the more difficult by the unconscious Joe. In
our alrcady-mentioned freemasonry as fellow-
sufferers, and in his good-natared companion-
ship with me, it was our evening habit to com-
pare the way we bit through our slices, by silently
holding themup to each other’s admiration now
and then—which stimulated us to new exer-
tions. To-night, Joe several times invited me,
by the display of his fast-diminishing slice, to
enter upon our usual fiiendly compefition; but
he found me, each time, witK my yellow mug of
tea on one knee, and my untouched bread-and-
butter on the other. At last, I desperately con-
sidered that the thing I contemplated mwust be
done, and that it bad best be doe in the least
improbable manner consistent with the circum-
stonces. I took advantage of a moment when
Joc had just looked at e, and got my bread-
and-butter down my leg.

Joe was ovidently made uncomfortable by
what he supposed to be my loss of appetitc,
and took a thoughtful bite out of his slice
which lLe diduw’t. seem to enjoy. He turned
it ahout in his mouth much longer than usual,
pondering over it a good deal, and after all
gulped it down like a pill. EHe wus about 1o
fake another bite, and had just got his head on
ona side for a good purchase on if, when his cye
fell on me, and he saw that my bread-and-butter
was gone. ,

The wonder and consternation with which Jog
stopped on the threshold of his bite and stared
at me, were too evident to escape my sister’s ob-
servation.

“ What’s the matter now P said she, smartly,

I say, you know!” muttered Joc, shaking
his head at me in very serious remonstrance.
“Dip, old chap! You'll do yourself a mischiet,
;g,’li)_smck somewhere, You caw’t have chawed
it, Pip.”

“Whal’s the malter mow ?” vepeated my
sister, more sharply than before.

“If you can cough any tiifle on it up, Pip,
Td recommend you to do it,” said Joe, all

aghast. ¢ Manners is manners, but still your
elth’s your elth.”

By this time, my sister was quite glesgemte,
50 she pounced on Jog, and, taking him by the
two whiskers, knocked his head for a little while
against the wall behind him: while I sat in the
corner, looking guiltily on.

“Now, peﬁmps yowll mention what’s the
matter,” said my sister, out of breath, “you
staring great stuck pig.”

Joe looked at her in a helpless way; then
took a helpless hite, and looked at me agaiu.

“You know, Pip,” sald Joe, solemﬂy, with
Lis last bite in hischeek, and speaking in a con-
fidential voice, as if we two were quite alone,
“you and me is always friends, and I'd be the
last to tell wpon you, any time. Butsuch a”—he
moved his chair and looked ahout the floor be-
tween us, and then again ab me— sueh a most
oncommon Bolt as that [ .

«Been bolting bis food, has e cried my
sister.

“You know, old chap,” said Joe, locking at
me, and not ab Mrs. Joe, with his bite still in his
check. * I Bolted, myself, when I was your age
—frequent—and as a boy I've been among o
many Bolters ; but I never see your Bolting equal
yet, Pip, and it’s amercy you ain’t Bolted dead.”

My sister made a dive at me, and fished me
up by the lair: saying nothing more than the
awful words, “You come along and be dosed.”

Some medical beast had revived Tar-water In
those days as a fine medicine, and Mrs. Joe
slways kept a supply of it in the cupboard;
having a belief in its virlues correspondent to its
nastiness. At the best of times, so much of
this elixir was administered to me as a choice
restorative, that I was consclous of going about,
smelling like a new fence. On this particular
evening the urgency of my case demanded a
pint of this mixtare, which was pourcd down ruy
throat, for my greater comfort, while Mrs. Joe
held my lead under her arm, as a boot would be
held i o boot-jack. Joe got off with hulf a
pint ; bul wasmade to swallow that (muel: to his
disturbanee, as he sab slowly munching and medi-
tabing before the fire), “beeause he had had o
turn.””  Judging from myself, I should say he
certainly bad o turn aflterwards, if he Lad had
noue hefare,

Conscicnee 1§ a dreadful thing when it accuses
man or boy; but when, in the casc of a boy,
that sceret burden co-operates with another se-
cret burden down the leg of his trouscrs, it is
(ns T can testify) a preat punishment. The
guilly knowledge that L was going to rob Mus,
Joo—I never thought I was goiug to rob Joe,
for I never thought of any ol ihe Lousckeeping
]'n'opcrty as his—united to the necessity of always
keeping one hand on my bread and butber as I
sat, or whon L was ordered about the kitelenon
any small errand, almost drove me out of my
mind. ‘Then, as the marsh winds made the five
glow and flare, I thought I heard the voice
outside, of the man with the iron on bis
leg wlo had sworn me to seavecy, deelaring thut
he couldu’t and wouldn’t starve wutlil to-morrow,
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but must be fed now. At other times, I thought,
What if the young man who was with so much
difficulty restrained from imbruing his hands in
me, should yield to a oonstitutional impa-
tience, or should mistake the time, and should
think himself aceredited to my heart and liver
to-night, instead of to-morrow! If ever any-
body’s hair stood on end with terror, mine must
léave done so then. But, perhaps, nobody’s ever
id?

It was Chuistmas Eve, and I had to stir the
pudding for next day, with the copper-stick,
from seven to cight by the Dutch clock. T tried
it with the load upon my leg (and that made me
think afresh of the man with the load on Zis
leg), and found the tendency of exercise to
bring the bread-and-butter out at my ankle,
quite ummanageable, Happily, I slipped away,
and deposited that part of my cousclence in my
gavret hedroom.,

“Hark 1” said I, when I had done my slirring,
and was taking a fnal warm in the chimney
corner before being sent up to hed; “was that
great guns, Joc ?”

‘“ A1 said Joe.

22

. * There’s another conwiet
off. ‘

“ What does that mean Joe ?” said L.

Mrs, Joe, who always took explanations upon
herself, said, snappishly, © Escaped. Dscaped.”
Administering the definition like Tar-water.

While Mrs, Joe sat with her head bending
over her needlework, I put my mouth into the
forms of saying to Joe, “ What’s a counviet #”
Joe put 4is mouth into the forms of refurning
such a highly elaborate answer, that I could
make out nothing of it but the single word
“Pip.»

“kl‘hera'was o couwict off last night,” said
Joe, aloud, “alfer sunset-gun. And they fired
waraing of him.  And now, it appenrs they’re
firing: warning of another.”

“fFho's firing P said L.

“Drat that™ boy,” interposed my sister,
frowning at me over her work, “what a ques-
tioner he is. Ask no questions, and yow’ll be
told no lies.”

Ii, was not very polite to hevself, I thought,
to imply that I should be told lies by her, even
if I did ask questions. Bub she never was
polite, unless there was company.

At this point, Joe greatly augmented my
curiosity by taking the utnost puins o open
his mouth very wide, and to put it into the form
of a ward that looked to me like sulks.”
Therefore, I naturally pointed to Mrs. Joe, and

ut my mouth into 1.1)1'6 form of saying, *“her?”

ut Joe wouldw’l hear of that, at all, and again
opened his mouth very wide, and shook the form
of a most emphatic word oub of it. But I could
make notling of the word,

“Wrs. Joe,” sald I, as a last resonrce, I
should like to know——il you wouldn’t much
mind~—where the fiving comes from £

“Liord bless the hoy ! exclaimed my sister,
as if she didn’t quite mean that, but rather the
contrary. * From the Hulks.”

“Ob-h!” said I, looking at Joe. * Hulks!”

Joe gave a reproachful cough, as much as to
say, “ Well, I told you so.”

¢ And please what’s Hulks P said I.

“That’s the way with this boy!” exclaimed
my sister, pointing me out with {er needle and
thread, and shaking her head at me.  Answer
Lim one question, and he’ll ask you a dozen
divectly. Hulks are prisom-ships, right ’cross
th’ meshes.” We always used that name for
marshes, in our country.

“I wonder who’s put into prison-ships, and
why tley’re put there?” said T, in a general
way, and with quiet.desperation,

t was too much for Mrs, Joe, who imme-
dintely rose.  *I tell you what, young {ellow,”
said she, “I didn’t bring you up by hand to
badger people’s lives out. It would he blame
to me, and not praise, if I had. TPeople are put
in the Hulks because they murder, and beeanse
they rob, and forge, and do all sorts of bad; and
they always begin by asking questions. Now,
you get along to bed I

I was never allowed a candle to light me to
bed, and, as I went up-stairs in the dark, with my
head tingling—from Mzrs, Joe’s thimble, having
played the tambourine upon it, to accompany
her last words—I felt fearfully sensible of the
great convenience that the Hulks were handy for
me. I was clearly on my way ihere. I had
begun by asking questions, and I was going to
rob Mrs. Joe.

Since that time, which is far enough away

now, I bave often thought that few people know
what secrecy there is in the young, under terror.
No malter how unreasonable the terror, 5o that
it be terror. I was in morfal terror of the
young man who wanted my heart and liver; I
was in mortal terror of my interlocutor with ihe
ironed leg; I was in mortal terror of myself,
{rom whom an awful promise had been extracted ;
I had no hope of deliverance through my all-
owerful sister, who repulsed me at every turn;
IE am afraid to think of what T might have dons,
upon requirement, in ihe secrecy of my terror,

imagine myself drifting down the river on a
strong spring tide, to the Hulks; a ghostly pirate

as I passed the gibbet-station, that I had better
come ashore and be hanged there at once, and
not put it off. I was afraid to sleep, even if I
lhad been inelined, for T knew that at the first
faint dawn of morning I must rob the pantry.
There was no doing it in the night, for there
was 10 gebting a light by easy friction then; to
have gob one, I must have struck it out of flink
and steel, and have made a noise like the very
pirale himself rattling his chains. .
As soon as the great black velvet pall outside
my little window was shot with grey, I got up

after me, “Stop thief!” and *“Get up, Mis.
Joe!” In the pantry, which was far more
abundantly supplied than usual, owing to the
season, I was very much alarmed, by a hare

hanging up by the heels, whom I rather thought

If T slept at all that night, it was only to !

calling out to mo throngh a spenking-lrumpet, |

and went down stairs; every board upon the !
way, and every crack in every board, calling |
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[Conduated by

T caught, when my hack was half turned, winking.
T had no time for verification, np time for se-
lection, no time for anything, for I had no time
to spare. I stole some bread, sume rind of
cheese, about half a jar of mincemeat (which I
iied up in my pocket-handkerchief with mg last
night’s slice), some brandy from a_stone bottle
(which I decanted intoa glass hottlel had secretly
used for making that infoxicating fluid, Spanish-
liguorice-water, up in my room: diluting the
stone bottle from a jug in the kitchen cup-
board), & meat bone with very little on it, and a
beautiful round compact pork pie. I was
nearly going away without the pie, but I was
tempted to mount upon a shelf, to look what it
was that was pub away so carefully in a covered
earthenware dish in a corner, and I found it was
the pie, end I took it, in the hope that it was
not intended for early use, and would not be
missed for some time. .

Therewas a door in the kitchen, communicating
with the forge; I unlocked and unbolted that
door, and got a fille from among Joe’s tools.
Then, I put the fastenings as I had {ound them,
opened the door at which I had entered when 1
ran home last night, shut it, and ran for the
misty marshes.

A ROMAN COOK’S ORACLE.

Trr popular belief that we are indebted to
Heaven for meats, and that a great Nameless
kindly supplies persans to cook those meats, is
guite astray in an Eternal City. The direct con-
trary rather obtains : Nameless taking on him the
purveyor’s office ; cooks betraying their diviner
origin, Friend Merrynote, who is a settler and
social backwoodsman in the Eternal City, and Las
a palatial log-house all to himself in the Corso,
bursts upon me one morning, and sings tumultu-
ously, “Let us dine ! He is the most jocund of
Adam’s children, light and cheerful as a school-
boy, and the best company in the world (I would
walk with him to the city whose walls fell down
before the trumpets and not feel the road heavy) ;
so, though his proposition had not an air of start-
ling novelty, I feel there is more bencath it than
meets the eye. I see that here is a rock on
which I may lean in perfect security ; and simply
murmur out “ When? Wlhere? How?”’

“To-day! At the sign of the Little Bottles !
sumptuously I he answers, without o syllable
too much, or one superfluous word.

I conld understand ab the sign of the Owl,
where the clergy gather ; at the sign of the
Hanglurtaire, where the Saxons cluster noisily ;
at the United States, which the gentlemen and
ladies of that nation affect; or at The British
Islands, where nobility pillows its head; but at
the sign of the Little Bottles! It sounds ta-
vexnous—perhaps cavernous.

The voice of my friend is as a checrful horn,
He is the soul of an expedition, and snaps out
details with n raciness that positively inspires.

see my way but indistinetly, yet feel myself
working up into a noble enthusinsm., *You
have sojourned weeks,” he chants, with alacrity,

“in this Eternal City, and yet are, so to speak,
fasting. You have sat down every day to the
Fternal dinners, and been filled with the Etemmal
meats and other preparations, and have not yet
once dined. You shall dine to-day for the first
time. Have faith; put your trust in me,” he
adds, ingeniously adapting the well-known mot
r%;ordre to the situation, *““and keep your palate
dry |7 .

)’.rl“he shades of night were falling fast, asin the
case of the ill-fated young Alpine elimber who
carried a banner with a strange device, when we
went forth to dine. A strong party—half a
dozen in number. The night was dark, and lamp
accommodation scauty. Merrynote, high priest
of Apicius, strides on in front, Invisible angels
—Soyer, Caréme, Francatelli, and Gogue—walk
beside us and guide us tenderly. We are about
ascending a gastronomic monarch of mountains,
with his Tobe of snow, &e., and our Balméit and
our Tairraz went on in front, cheering us.

He sings for us the whole way—he keeps up
the hearts of the lagging—he takes us over dan-

side would have precipitated us into yawning
pools of mud. The useful precaution of tying
the travellers together with ropes was ubterly
neglected ; mo one had thought of bringing
axes; but there were insteada, plenty of um-
brellas., Ile takes us round by strange unfre-
quented by-ways, bids us look up at a eaked
aud crusted mass of tumbling buildings, and old
grey rockeries, where it is hard to discern nicely
which is rock and which building, and tells us
that this is the faraous old Tarpelan cliff. Then
we cross the poor sort of Flungerford suspen-
sion hridge, which has proved sadly nnremunera-
tive to the spirited proprietor, returning to him
but a very light bag of halfpennies in the year.
Time is 2o money with Roman commonalty ; so
why not just as well go round by the old bridge,
half a mile or so helow, and thus save their half.
penny ? Time with us /s money, dinner, every-
thing ; and our guide breaks it to us gently that
our host of the Little Bottles is a man of ec-
centric mauners, who would not seruple to set
the ordered banguet before guests ready to hand
and of more punctual habits,

What ! this striking into a net of entangled
lanes and alleys, into these foul narrow streets,
twisting and doubling back, and shooting wildly,
now to the right, now to the left, without a
single light—this plunging, in fact, into the
noisome atmosphere of the Ghetto, or Old
Jewry of Rome—is this a necessary probation
before the expected hanquet? ¢ Courage!”
still chants our Balmat through the darkness.
He is waving his banner with the strange de-
vice, though the strange device is invisible.
Just round this corner, just down this one more
alley (with handkerchict pressed firmly to the
nose), and the sign of the Little Botbles is
waving and creaking noisily over our heads.
Now it breaks upon me. Asin the City proper
of the Great City, are certain dens, dark, dingy,
nnfragront, but where you raay see your chop

or steak simmering and hissing afar off at a

gerous crevasses, wiere a single slip ab either |!




