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CHAPTER XXIII.

Mr. PookeT said he was glad to see me, and
hic hoped I was not sorry to see him. “For I
really am not,” he added, with bis son’s smile,
“an alarming personage.” He was a young-look-
ing man, in spite of his perplexities and his ver

ey hair, and his manner seemed quite natural.

use the word natural, in the sense of its being
unaffected; there was something comic in his
distraught way, as though it would have been
downright ludicrous but for his own perception
that it was very near being so. When he had
talked with me a little, he said to Mrs. Pocket,
with arather anxious contraction of his eyebrows,
which were black and lLandsome, “ Belinda, I
hope you have welcomed M. Pip*  And she
locked up from her ook, and said, « Yes.” She
then smiled upon me in an absent state of wind,
and asked me if T liked the taste of orange-
flower water ! Asthe question had no bearing,
near or remote, on any foregone or subsequertt
transaction, I consider it to have been thrown
out, like her previous approaches, in general
conversational condeseension.

I found out within a few lours, and may
mention at once, that Mrs, Pocket was the
only daughter of a certain quite accidental de-
ceased Knight, who had invented for himself a
conviction that bis deceased father would have
been made a Baronet but for somehody’s deter-
mined opposition arising out of entirely personal
motives—I forget whose, if T ever knew—the
Sovereign’s, the Prime Minister’s, the Lovd
Chancellor’s, the Archbishop of Canterbury’s,
anybody’s—and had tacked himself on to the
no%les of the carth in right of this quite sup-

osititious fact, I believe he had been knighted
Eimsclf for storming the English grammar ab
the point of the pen in a desperate address en-
grossed on vellum, on the occasion of the laying of
the firs} stone of some building or other, and for
handing some Royal Personage either the trowel
or the mortar. Be that as it may, he had di-
rected Mrs. Pocket to be brought up from her
cradle as one who in the nature of things must
marry a-iitle, and who was to be guarded from
the acquisition of plebeian domestic knowledge.
So successful a watch and ward bad been esta-

blished over the young lady by this judicious
pavent, that she had grown up highly orna-
mental, but perfectly helpless andp useﬁass. With
her character thus ha pilﬁr formed, in the first
bloom of her youth sﬁe ad_encountered Mr.
Pocket: who was also in the first bloom of
youth, and not quite decided whether to mount
to the Woolsack, or to roof himself in with a
Mitre. As his doing the one or the other
was & mere ciuestion of time, he and Mus.
Pocket had taken Time by the forelock (when,
to judge from its length, it would seem to have
wante cuttingg, and had married without the
knowledge of the judicious parent. The judi-
cious parent, Laving nothing to bestow or with-
hold but his blessing, had handsomely settled
that dower upon them after a short struggle,
and had informed Mr. Pocket that his wife was
“a treasure for a Prince.” Mr. Pocket had in-
vested the Prince’s treasure in the ways of the
world ever since, and it was supposed to have
brought in but indifferent wterest. Still Mrs.
Pocket was in general the object of a queer sort
of respectful pify, becanse she had not married
a title; while Mr, Pocket was the object of a
queer sort of forgiving reproach becanse he had
never got one. .

Mr.” Pocket tock me into the house and
showed me my room: which was a pleasant
one, and so furnished as that I could wmse it
with comfort for my own private sitting-room.
He then knocked at the doors of two other
similar rooms, and introduced me to their occu-
pants, by name Drummle and Startop. Drummle,
an old-looking young man of a heavy order of
architecture, was whistling. Startop, younger
in years aund appearance, was reading and hold-
ing his head, as if he thought himself in danger
of exploding it with too strong a charge of
knowledge. .

Both Mr. and Mrs. Pocket had such a notice-
able air of heing in somebody else’s hands, that
I wondered who really was in possession of the
house and let them live there, until I found this
unknown power to be the servants. It was
o smooth way of going on, perhaps, in re-
spect of saving trouble ; but it had the appear-
ance of being expensive, for the servants felt it
a duty they owed to themselves to be nice in
their “eating and drinking, and to keep a deal
of company down stairs. They allowed a very
liberal table to Mr. and Mrs, Pocket, yet it
always appeared to me that by far the best
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art of the house to have boarded in, would
ﬁave heen the kitchen—always supposing the
boarder capable of self-defence, for, before I
had been there a week, a neighbouring lady
with whom the family were persomally unace
quainted, wrote in to say that she had seen
Millexs slapping the baby. This greatly dis-
tressed Mrs. Pocket, who burst info tears on re-
ceivine the note, and said it was an estraordi-
nary thing that the neighbouwrs couldn’t mind
their own business.

By degrees I learnt, and chiefly from Herbert,
that Mr. Pocket had been educated at Harrow
and at Cambridge, where he had distinguished
himself ; but that when he had had the happiness
of marrying Mrs. Pocket very early inlife, he had
impaired his prospects and faken up the calling
of a Grinder. After grinding a number of dull
blades—of whom it was remarkable that their
fothers, when influential, were always going
to help him to preferment, but always forgot
to do it when the blades had lef the Grind-
stone—he had wearied of that poor work and
had comé to London. Here, after graduallg
failing in loftier hopes, he had “read” wit
divers who had Jacked opportunities or neglected
them, and had refurbished divers athers for
special occasions, and had turned his acquire-
ments to the account of literary compilation
and correction, and on such means, added to
some very moderate private resourees, still main-
tained the house I saw.

Mr. and Mrs. Pocket had a toady neighbour;
a widow lady of that highly sympathetic nature
that shie agreed with everybody, blessed every-
body, and shed smiles and tears on every-
body according to circumstances. This lady’s
name was Mrs. Coiler, and I had the honour
of taking her down to dinner on the day of my
installation, She gave me to understand on the
stairs, that it was a blow to dear Mrs. Pocket
that dear Mr. Pocket should be under the
necessity of receiving gentlemen to read with
him. That did not extend to Me, she told me,
in a gush of love and coufidence (at that time,
I bad known her something less than five
winutes) ; if they were all like Me, it would be
quite another thing.

“But dear Mrs. Pocket,” said Mrs, Coiler,
“affer her early disappointment (not that dear
Mr. Pocket was to blame in that), requires so
much luxury and elegance—r-~

“ Yes, ma'am,” said I, to stop her, for T was
afraid she was going to cry.

e she is of so aristocratic a disposi-
tion—m?

“Yes, ma’am,” I sald again, with the same
object as before.

“wewthat it ¢s bard,” said Mrs. Coiler, “to
have dear Mr. Pocket’s time and attention di-
yerted from dear Mrs. Pockeb,”

L oould not help thinking that it might be
~harder if the butcher’s time and attention were
diverted from dear Mys. Pocket; but I seid
nothing, and indeed had enough to do in keep-
ing  bashful watch upon my company-manners,

It came to my knowledge through what

passed. between Mrs. Pockst and Drumsele while
I was attentive to my knife and fork, spoon,
glasses, and other i’nstruments.o{{ self-destrue-
‘Tion, that Diummle, whose christian name was
Bentley, was sactually the next heir butone to a
baronetey. It further appeared that the book I
‘had seen Mrs. Pocket reading in the garden was
all about titles, and that she knew the exact date
at which her grandpapa would have come into
the hook, if ke ever had come at all.. Drummle

struck me as a sulky kind of fellow) he spoke as
one of the elect, and recognised Mrs. Pocket as
a womsan and a sister. No one but themselves
and Murs, Coiler the toady neighbour showed
eny interest in this part of the conversation,
and it appeared to me that it was painful to
Herbert; bub it promised to last a long time,
when the page came in with the announcement
of a domestic afiiction. It was, in effect,
that the eook had mislaid the beef. To my
unutterable amazement, I now, for the first
time, saw Mr. Pocket relieve his mind by going
through a performance that struck me as very
extraordinary, but which made no impression on
anybody else, and with which I soon became as
familiar as the rest. He laid down the carving-
knife and fork—being engaged in carving at the
moment—put his two hands into his disturbed
hair, and appeared to make an extraordinary
effort to lift himself uF by it. . When he had
done this, and had not lifted himself up at all,
he quictly went on with what he was about.

vs, Coiler then changed the subject, and
began to flaiter me, I liked it for a few mo-
ments, but she flattered me so verE %rossly that
the pleasure was soon.over. She had a gerpen-
tine way of coming close af me when she pre-
tended to he vita dyinterested in the friends
and localities I had left, which was altogether
snakey and fork-tongued; and when she made
an occasional bounee upon Startop (who said
very little to her), or upon Drummle (who said
less), I rather envied them for being on the op-
posite side of the table.

After dinner the ehildren were introduced,
and Mrs. Coiler made admiring comments on
their eyes, noses, and legs—a sagacious way
of improving their minds. Therc were four
little girls, and two little boys, besides the
baby who might have been ecither, and the
baby’s next successor who was as yeb neither.
They were brought in by Flopson and Millers,
much as thougi those two non-commissioned
officers had been recruiting somewhere for chil-
dren and had enlisted these: while Mrs, Pocket
looked at_the young Nobles that ought to have
been, as if she rather thought she had had the
pleasure of inspecting them hefore, but did’t
quite kuow what to make of them.

“Here! Give me your fork, mum, and {ake
the baby,” said Flopson. “Doun’t take it that
way, or yowll get its head under the fable.”

Thus advised, Mrs. Pocket tock it the other
way, and got its head wpon the table; which
was announced to all present by a prodigious
concussion,

dide’t say wmueh, but in his [mited way (he
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“Dear, dear ! Give it me back, mum,” sald
Flopson; “and Miss Jane, come and dance to
baby, do I”

Une of the little girls: a mere mite who
seemed to have prematurely taken upon herself
some charge of the others: stepfed out of her
place by me, and danced to and from the hab
until it left off crying, and laughed. Then aﬁ
the children laughed, and M, ﬁocket (who in
the mean time had twice endeavoured to lift
himself up’ by the hair) laughed, and we all
laughed and were glad.

Flopson, by dint of doubling the baby at the
j\c&ints like a Dutch doll, then got it safely into
Mzs. Pocket’s lap, and gave it the nuterackers
to play with : at the same time recommending
Mbrs. Pocket to take notice that the handles of
that instrument were not likely to agree with
its eyes, and sharply charging Miss Jane to
look after the same. Then, the two nurses left
the room, and had a lively scnffle on the stair-
case with a dissipated page who had waited at
dinner, and who had clearly lost half his buttons
at the gaming-table.

I was made very uneasy in my mind by
Mys. Pocket’s falling into a discussion with
Drummle respecting two baroneteies while she
ate a sliced orange steeped in sugar and wine,
and forgetting all about the baby on her lap:
who did most appalling things with the aut-
erackers. At length, little Jane perceiving its
young brains to he mmperiled, softly left her
place, and with many small artifices coaxed the
dangerous weapon away. Mrs, Pocket fnishing
her orange at ahout the same time and not ap-
proving of this, said to Jane:

“You naughty child, how dareyou? Go and
it down this instant 1”7

“ Mamma dear,” lisped the little girl, ““baby
ood have put hith cyeth out.”

“ How dare you tell me so!l” retorted Mrs.
Pocket, * Go and sit down in your chair this
moment 1 .

Murs, Pocket’s. dignity was so erushing, that I
felt quite abashed : as if T myself had done some-
thing to rouse it.

“ Belinda,” remonstrated Mr. Pocket, from
the other end of the table, “ how can you he so
wnreasonsble?  Jame only interfeved for the
protection of baby.” N

«T will not allow anybody to interfere,” said
Mrs, Pocket. 1 am surprised, Matthew, that
you should expose me to the affront of inter-
ference,”

“Good God!” cried Mr. Pocket, in an out-
break of desolate desperation. ““Are infants to
be nuterackered into their tombs, and is nobody
to save them ?”

“T will not be interfered with by Jane,”
said Mrs. Pocket, with a majestic glance ab
that innocent little offender. I hope I
know my poor grandpapa’s position. Jane, in-
deed 17

Mr, Pocket got his hands in his hair again,
and this time veally did 1ift himself some inclies
out of his chair.  “Hear this!” lie helplessly
exclaimed to the elements. ¢ Babics are fo be

EH

nuterackered dead, for people’s poor grand-
papa’s positions 1 Then he let himself down
again, and became silens.

We all looked awkwardly at the tablecloth
while this was going on. A pause succeeded,
during which the honest and irrepressible baby
made a series of leaps and erows at lttle Jane,
who appeared to me to be the only member of
the family (irrespective of servants) with whom
it had any decided acquaintance.

“Mr.. Drummle,” said Mrs. Pocket, © will
you ring for Flopson? Jane, you undutifal
little thing, go and lie down. Now, baby dar-
ling, come with ma.!”

The baby was the soul of homour, and pro-
tested with all its might. Tt doubled itself up
the wrong way over Mrs. Pocket’s arm, exhibited
o pair of knitted shoes and dimpled ankles to
the coropany in lieu of its soft face, and was
carried out in the highest state of mutiny. And
it gained its point after all, for I saw it through
the window within a few minutes, being nursed
by little Jane,

It happened that the other five children were
left behind at the dinner-table, through Flop-

'son’s having some private engagement and their

not being anybody ‘else’s business. I thus be-
came aware of the mutual relations between them
and Mr. Pocket, which were exemplified in the
following manner. Mr. Pocket, with the nor.
mal perplexity of his face heightened and his
hair rumpled, looked at them for some minutes
es if he couldn’t make out how they came to be
boarding and lodging in that establishment, and
why they hadr’t been billeted by Nature on
somebody else. Then, ina distant Missionary way
he asked them certain questions—as why little
Joe had that lole in his frill: who said, Pa,
Flopson was going to mend it when- she had
time-—and how little Fanny came by that whit-

Jow : who said, Pa, Millers was going to poultice

it when she didu’t forget. Theu, he melted into

parental tenderness, and gave them a shilling
"apiece and told them to go and play; and then
‘as they went out, with one very strong effort to

lift himself up by the hair he dismissed the
hopeless subject. )

I.En the evening there was rowing on the river.
As Drummle and Startop had each'a boat, I re-
solved to set up mine, and to cut them both
out. I was pretty good ab most exereises in
which country-boys are adepts, but as I was
conscious of wanting elegance of style for the
Themes—not to say for ofher wafers—I et
onee engaged to place myself under the tuition
of the winner of o prize-wherry who plied st our
stairs, and to whom I was Introduced by my
new allies. This practical authority confused
me very much, by saying I had the arm of
blacksmith, If he could have known how nearly
the compliment lost him his pupil, I doubt if
1ié would have paid it. ‘

There was a sappet-tvay after we got home
ot night, and I think we should all have en-
joyed ourselves, but for o rather disagreeable
domestio occurrence. Mr. Pocket was in good

spirits, when a housemaid came in, and said,
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“If’you please, sir, I should wish to speak to
ou.”

“ Speak to your master P’ said Mrs. Pocket,
whose dignity was roused again., ©How can
you think of such a thing? Go and spesk to

lopson. Orspeak to me—at some other time.”

“ Begging your pardon, ma’am P returned
the housemaid, “I should wish to speak af
onee, and to speak to master.”

Hereupon, Mr. Pocket went out of the room,
and we made the hest of ourselves until he
came back.

“This is a pretty thing, Belinda I said Mr.
Pocket, returning with a countenance expressive
of grief and despair, ““Here’s the cook lying in-
sensibly drunk on the kitchen floor, with a large
bundle of fresh butter made up in the cupboard
ready to sell for grease!”

Mrs, Pocket instantly showed much amiable
emotion, and said, *This is that odious Sophia’s
doin%é” o
“ What do you mean, Belinda?” demanded
Mr. Pocket.

“ Soj?hia has told you,” said Mrs. Pocket.
“Did I not see her with my own eyes and hear
ber with my own ears, coms into the room just
now and ask to speak to you F”

< But has she not taken me down stairs, Be-
linda,” returned Mr. Pockef, “and shown me
the woman, and the hundle too P”

“ And do you defend her, Matthew P’ said
Mrs. Pocket, * for making mischief.”

M. Pocket uttered a dismal iroan.

“Am I, grandpapa’s granddaughter, to_be
nothing in the house ¥ said Mrs. Pocket. *Be-
sides, the cook has slways been a very nice
respectful woman, and said in the most natural
manner when she came to look after the situa-
tion, that she felt I was born to be a Duchess.”

There was a sofa where Mr. Pocket stood,
and he dropped upon it in the attitude of the
Dying Gladiator. " Still in that attitude he said,
with & hollow voice, *Good night, Mr. Pip,”
when I deemed it advisable to go to bed and
leave him.

CHAPTER XXIV.

ADTER two or three days, when I had esta-
blished myself in my room and had gote back-
wards and forwards to London several times,
and had ordered all T wanted of my tradesmen,
Mr, Pocket and I had o long talk together. He
knew more of my intended career than [ knew
myself, for he referred to his having been told
by Mr. Jaggers that I was not designed for an
profession, and that I should be well enoug
educated for my destiny if I could “hold my
own” with the average of young men in pro-
sperous circumstances. I acquiesced, of course,
knowing nothing to the contrary.

He advised my attending certain places in
London, for the acquisition of such mere rudi-
ments as I wanted, and my investing him with
the functions of explainer and director of all my
studies, He hoped that with intelligent assist-
ance I should meet with little to discourage me,
and should soon be able to dispense with any

aid but his. Through bis way of saying this,
and much more to similar purpose, he placed
himself on confidential terms with me in un ad-
mirable manner; and I may state at once that
he was always so zealous and honourable in
fulfilling bis compact with me, that he made me
zealous and honourable in fulfilling mine with
him. If he had shown indifference as a master,
T have no doubt T should have returned the
compliment as a pupil; he gave me no such
excuse, and each of us did the other justice.
Nor did I ever regard him as having anything
ludicrous about him~or anything but what was
serious, honest, and good—in his tutor com-
munication with me.

When these points were settled, and so far
carried out as that I had begun to work in
earnest, it occurred to me that if I could retaim
my bedroom in Barnard’s Tnn, my life would be
agreeably varied, while mymamnerswould be none
tﬁ;e worge for Herbert’s society. Mr. Pocket
did not object to this arrangement, but urged
that before any step could possibly be takenin it,
it must be submitted to my guardian. Ifeltthat
his delicacy arose out of the consideration that
the plan would save Herbert some expense, SO
T went off to Little Britain and imparted my
wish to Mr. Jaggers.

“If I could %u the furniture now hired for
me,” said I, < and one or two other little things,
T should be quite at home there.”

% Go it 1” said Mr. Jaggers, with a short
laugh. *I told you you'd get on. Welll How
much do you want £’

T said I didw’t know how much.

«Come!” retorted Mr.Jaggers. “Howmuch?
Fifty pounds 8

«“QOh, not nearly so much.”

“Tive pounds ¥ said Mr. Jaggers.

This was such a great fall that I sudd in dis-
comfiture, “ Oh! more than that.”

«More than that, eh # retorted Mr. Jaggers,
lying in wait for me, wilh his hands in his
pockets, his head on one side, and his eyes on
the wall behind me; “how much more £

“Tt is so difficult to fix a sum,” said I, Liesi-
tating.

«Come!” said Mr. Jaggers. “ Let's get at
it. Twice five; will that do? Three times
gve? ; will that do? TFour times five; will that

fo) 33
- T sald I thought that would do handsomely.

“ Pour times five will do handsomely, will
it?” said Mr. Jaggers, knitting his brows.
« Now, what do you make of four times five &’

“'What do I make of if 1

« Ah!” sajd Mr. Jaggers; “how much P2

“T suppose you make 1t twenty pounds,”
said I, smiling.

« Never mind what J moke it, my friend,”
ohserved Mr. Jaggers, with a knowing and con-
tradiotory toss of his head, I wani to know
what yox make it.”’

“Twenty pounds, of course.”

« Wemmick !’ said Mr. Jaggers, opening his

office door. ¢ Take Mr. Pip’s written order, and
pay Lim twenty pounds.”
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This strongly marked way of doing business
made a strongly marked impression on me, and
that not of an agreeable kind. Mr. Jaggers
never langhed; but he wore great bright creak-
ing boots, and in poising himself on these boots,
with his large head bent down and his eyebrows
joined together, awaiting an answer, he some-

“times caused the boots to creak, as if fhgy

langhed in a dry and suspicious way. As he
happened to go out now, and as Wemmick was
brisk and talkative, I said to Wemmick that I
bardly knew what to make of Mr. Jaggers’s
manner.

“ Tell him that, and he’ll take it as a compli-
ment,” answered Wemmick; “he don't mean
that you skowld know what to make of it.—
Ol 1 for I looked surprised, “it’s not personal;
it’s professional: only professional.’”

Wemmick was at his desk, lunching—and
erunching—on a dry hard biseuit; pieces of
which he'threw from time to time into his slit
of & mouth, as if he were posting them,

« Always seems to me,” said Wemmick, ¢ as
if he had set a man-trap and was watehing it.
Suddenly—click—youre caught ”

‘Without remarking that man-traps were not
among the amenities of life, I sald I supposed he
waas very skilful ?

“ Deep,” sald Wemmick, “as Australia.”
Pointing with his pen at the office floor, to
express that Australia was understood for the
purposes of the figare, to be symmetrically on
the opposite spot of the globe.  “If there was
anything deeper,” added Wemmick, bringing
his pen to paper, ““ he’d be it.”?

Then, I said I supposed he had a fine busi-
ness, and Wemmick said ©“ Ca-pi-tal 1 Then, I
asked if there were many clorks? To which he
replied :

“We don’t run much into elerks, hecause
there’s only one Jaggers, and people won'’t have
him at second hand, There are only four of us.
Would you like to see ‘em? Youare one of us,
as I may say.” .

I accepted the offer. “When Mr. Wemmick
had put all his biscuit into the post, and had
paid me my money from a cash-box in a safe,
the key of which safe le kept somewhere down
his back and produced from his coat-collar like
an fron pigtail, we went up-stairs. The house
was dark and shabby, and the greasy shoulders
that had lelt their mark in My, Jaggers’s room,
seemed, to have been shuffling up and down the
stairease for ycars. In the front first floor, a

" clerk who looked something between a publican

and o rat-catcher—a large pale puffed swollen
man—was attentively cngaged with three or
[our people of shabby appearance, whom he
{reated as unceremoniously as everyhody seemed
to be treated who contributed to i![r. Joggers's
coffers,  * Getting evidence together,” said Mr.
Wemmick, as we came out, *“for the Bailey.” In
the roomover that, a little flabby terrier of a
clerk with dungling hair (his oropping seemed
to have been forgotten when he was a puppy
was similarly engaged with a man with weak
“eyes, whom Mr. Wemmick presented to me as a

smelter who kept his pot always boiling, and who
would melt me anything I pleased—and who
was In an excessive white-perspiration, as if le
had been trying his art on himself. In s back
room, a high-shouldered man with a face-ache tied
u}) in dirty flanmel, who was dressed in old black
clothes that bore the appearance of having been
waxed, was stooping over his work of making
fair copies of the notes of the other two gentle-

men, for Mr. Jaggerss own use.

This was all ‘the establishment. When we
went down stairs again, Wemmick led me inte
my gunardian’s room, and said, “This you've
seen already.”

“Pray,” said I, as the two odious casts with
the twitchy leer upon them caught my sight
again, ““whose likenesses are those ?”’

“These P’ said Wemmick, getting upon a
chair, and blowing the dust off the horrible
heads before bringing them down. * These are
two celebrated omes. TFamous clients of ours
that got us a world of credit. This chap (why
youmust have come down in the night and been
peeping into the inkstand, to get this blot upon
your eyebrow, you old rasca%!) murdered his
master, and, considering that he wasn’t brought
up to evidence, didn’t plan it badly.” ‘

“Is it like him #” I asked, recotling from the
brute, as Wemmick spat upon his eyebrow and
gave 1t a rub with his sleeve. .

¢ Like him ? It’shimself, you know. The cast
was made in Newgate, directly after he was taken
down. You had a particufar fancy for me,
hadn’t you, Old Artful #* said Wemmick, He
then explained this affectionate apostrophe, by
touching his brooch representing the lady and
the weeping willow at the tomb with the wm
upon it, and saying, “ Had it made {or me, ex-
press I

“Is the lady anybody & said I.

¢ No,” returned Wemmick, * Only his game,
(You liked your bit of game, didn't you?)
No; -deuce a bit of a lady i the case, Mr. Pip,
exoeph one—and she wasn’t of this slender lady-
like sort, and you wouldn't bave caught Aer
looking after this urn—unless there was some-
thing to drink in it.” Wemmick’s attention
being thus directed to his brooch, he put down
the cast, and polished the brooch with his
pocket-handkerchief, )

“Did that other creature coms to the same
end ?” Tasked. °He has the same look.”

“Yowre right,” said Wemmick, “it’s the
genuine look. Mueh as if one nostril was
caught up with o horsehair and a Little fish-
hook. Yes, he came to.the same end; guite
the natural end here, I assure you. He forged
wills, this blade did, if he didn’t also pub the
supposed testators to slcep too, Yom were a
gentlemanty Cove, though” (Mr. Wemmick was
again apostrophising), “and you said you could
write Greek. Yah, Bounceable! What a 1121’1;‘
you were. L never met sach a liar as you!
Before putting his late friend on his shelf again,

) | Wemmick touched the largest of his mourning

rings, and said, ““Sent out to buy it for me,

only the day before.”.
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[March 9, 1861.]

ALL THE YEAR ROUND.

[Conducted by

‘While he was putting up the other cast
and coming down from the chair, the thought
crossed my mind that all his personal jewellery
was derived from like sources. As he had shown
no diffidence on the subject, I ventured on the
liberty of asking him the question, when he
stood before me, dusting his hands.

“Qh yes,” he returned, “these are all gifts
of that kind. One brings another, you see;
that’s the way of it, T always take ’em. They’re
curiosities. And they’re property, They may
not be worth much, but, after all, they’re pro-
perty and portable. It don’t signify to you with
your brilliant look-out, but as o myself, my
guiding-star always is, *“Get hold of portable
property.”

hen I had rendered homage to this light, he
went on to say, in a friendly manner:

“If at any odd time when you have nothing
better to dquou wouldn’t mind ecoming over to
see me ot Walworth, T could offer you a bed,
and I should consider it an honour, I have
not much fo show you; but such two or three
ouriosities as I have got, you might like to look
over; and I am fonf of a bit of garden and a
summer-house.”

T said I should be delighted to accept his
hospitality.

“Thank’ee,” said he, “then we’ll consider
that it’s to come off, when convenient to you.
Have you dined with Mr. Jaggers yet £

* Not yet.”

“Well,” soid Wemmick, “he’ll give you
wine, and good wine. I’ll give you punch, and
not bad punch. And now Tll tell you some-
thing, When you go to dine with Mr. Jaggers,
look at his housekeeper.”’ ‘

¢ Bhall I see something very uncommon ?”

“Well,” said Wemmick, “yow’ll see a wild
beast tamed. Not so very uncommon, you’ll
tell me. I reply, that depends on the original
wildness of the beast, nudthe amount of taming.
It won’t lower your opinion of Mr. Jaggers’s

owers, Icep your eye on it.”

I told him 1 would do so with all the interest
and curiosity that Lis preparation awakened. As
I was taking my departure, he asked me if I
would like to devote five minutes to sceing Mr.
Jaggors “af if £ ‘

Tor several reasons, and not least because 1
didn’t clearly know what Mr. Jaggers would be
found to he “at,” I replied in the affirmative.
We dived into the City, and camc up in a
crowded police-court, where a blood-relution
(in the murderous sense) of the deceased with
the faneiful taste in brooches, was standing at
the bar, uncomfortably chewing something;
while my guardian had a woman under ex-
amination or eross-cxamination—I don’t know
which—and was slriking her, and the bench,
and everybody present, with awe. If any-
body, of whalsocver degree, said a word that
'he didw’t approve of, he instantly required to
have it “taken down.” If anybody wouldn't
make an admission, he said, “T'll have it out
,of youl* and if auybody made an admission,
he said, “Now I Lave got you!* The ma-

gistrates shivered under a single bite of his
inger. Thieves and thief-takers hung in dread
rapture on his words, and shrank when a hair
of his eyebrows turned in their direction.
Which side he was on, I couldn’t make out, for
he seemed to me to be grinding the whole place
in a mill; T only know that when I stole outon
tiptoe he was not on the side of the bench, for
he was making the legs of the old gentleman
who presided, quite convulsive under the table,
by his denunciations of his conduct as the re-
presentive of British law and justice in that
chair that day.

THE FRENCH IN LEBANON,

S

I spext the greater part of last summer and
antumn in Mount Lebanon and the adjacent dis-
tricts, during the time when the French expe-
ditionary foree in Syria was moving about inlatge
and small bodies over the whole country; and
although nearly twenty years’ Indian service
had given me considerable experience as to what
s soldier can and cannot ?lo in the way of
marching in a hot climate, I saw feats of en-
durance performed under a Syrian sun by the
French infantry, which astonished me. Thus I
was led to make minute inquiries as to how these
compatatively weaker men were able to march
so much better, although carrying much greater
loads, than our own troops in India.

The corps with which I was most thrown
during the expedition in Lebanon, and of which
I saw most when they returned to Beyrout,
were the Chasseurs d’Afrique, the Zouaves, and
the Spahis, The first of these, as most people
know, are French ; country troops raised exc? -
sively for service in Algiers, and although they
may be called upon to serve elsewhere—as
in the Crimea, in Ttaly, and latterly in Syria
—they are never stationed or garrisoned in
any other part of the world. The Zouaves are
also all Freneh; raised for the some purpose,
and with the same exceptions as the Chassewrs
& Alrigue, but they are infaniry. The Spahis
are irregular cavalry troops, natives of Alglers,
with a mixture of Frenchmen among the non-
commissioned officers. Al these thrce arms
bear more or less affinity to ome or other of
our Indian troops, and it has often struck me
that cach of them has more or less peculiavities,
which wo might do well to copy in many in-
stances in owr Indian service. I can bhardly
conceive in many instances, an organisation
better adapted for our Anglo-Indian cavalry—
I mean yegiments of English dragoons raised for
service in the East—than that of the Chasseurs
d’Afrique, a corps certainly on the whole the
very best light cavalry on sexvice 1 ever saw.
Onc aecdote alone will show the quickness and
readincss of these dragoons. One forencon last
Qctober, I was lounging sbout their camp at
KAb-Klias, in the plan of Culo-Syria; somc of
the men were cooking, many of them calering,
and others were occupied in various ways,
Many were hardly dressed at all; for the
morning was very hot. Nothing was further




