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CHATTER XXV.

Brytizy Drummre, who was so sulky a
fellow that he even took up a book as if its
writer had done him an injury, did not take up
an acquaintance in a more agreeable spirit,
Heavy i figure, movement, and comprehension
—in the sluggish complexion of his face, and in
the large awkward tongue that seemed to loll
about in liis mouth as he himself lolled abous in
a room—he was idle, proud, niggardly, reserved,
and suspicious. He came of rich people down
in Somersetshire, who had nursed this combina-
tiont of qualities until they made the discovery
that it was just of age and a blockhead. Thus
Bentley Drummle had come to Mr. Pocket when
he was a head taller than that gentleman, and
half o dozen heads thicker than most gentlemen,

Starto? had been spoilt by a weak motherand
kept at home when he ought to have been at
school, but he was devotedly attached to her, and
adwired her beyond weasure, He had a wo-
man's delicacy of feature, and was—as youmay
sce, though you never saw her,” said Herbert to
me—exactly like his mother. It was but na-
tural that I showld take to him much more
kindly than to Drummle, and that even in the
carlicst ovenings of our boating, he and T should
pull homeward abredst of one another, conversing
from boat to boat, while Bentley Drummle
came up in our wake alone, under the over-
banging banks and among the rushes. He would
always crecp in-shore like some uncomfortable
amphibious ereature, even when the tide would
have seut him fast upon his way ; and I always
think of him as coming after us in the dark
or by the back-water, when our own two boats
were breaking the sunsct or the moonlight in
mid-stream.

Herbert was my intimate companion and
fricnd. I presented him with a holf-share in
iy boat, which was the oceasion of his often
coming down to Hammersmith ; and my posses-
sion of a hall-share in his chambers often took
me up to London. We used to walk between
the two places at all hours. T have an uffec-
tion for the road yet (lhough it is not so plea-
sant 5 road as it was then), formed in the im-
pressibility of untried youth and hope,

When T had heen in Mr. Pocket’s family a
month or two, Mr. and Mrs. Camilla turned up.
Camilla was Mr. Pocket’s sister. Georglana,
whom I had seen at Miss Havisham’s on the
same occasion, also turned up. She was a cousin
~—an indigestive single woman, who called her
rigidity religion, and her liver love. Thess
people hated me with the hatred of eupidity and
disappointment. As a matter of course, they
fawned upon me in my prosperity with the
basest meanness. Towards Mr. Pocket, as a
grown-up infant with no notion of his own in.
terests, they showed the complacent forbearance
I had heard them express. = Mrs. Pocket they
held in contempt; but they allowed the poor
soul to have been heavily disappointed in life,
because that shed a feeble reflected light upon
themselves,

These were the surroundings among which I
scttled down, and applied myself to my educa-
tion. T soon contracted expensive habits, and
began to spend an amount of money that within"
a few short mounths I should have thought al-
most fabulous, but through good and evil T
stuck to my books. There was no other merit
in this, than my having sense enough to feel my
deflciencies, Between Mr. Pocket and Herbert
I got on fast; and, with one or the other always
gt my elbow to give me the start I wanted,
and clear obstructions out of my road, I must
have been as great a dolt as Drummle if I Lad
done less.

I had not seen Mr. Wemmick for some weeks,
when I thought I would write him a note and

ropose to go home with him on & certain even-
ing. He replied that it would give him much
pleasure, and that he would expect me at the
office at six o’clock. Thither I went, and there
T found him, putting the key of his safe down
his back as the clock struck. ‘

“Did you think of walking down to Wal
worth #* said he.

“ Certainly,” sald T, “if you approve.”

“Very much,” was Wemnmick’s repclly, “ for
I have bad my legs under the desk all day, and
shall be glad fo streteh them. Now, Il fell you
what I bave got for supper, Mr, Pip. I have
got a stuwed steak~which is of home fprepam-
tion—and a cold roast fowl—which is from the
cook’s-shop. T think it’s tender, because the
master of the shop was aJuryman in some cases
of owrs the other day, and we let him down easy.
L rominded him of it when I bought the fowl,
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and I said, “Pick us outagood one, old Briton,
because if we had chosen to keep you in the
box another day or two, we could easily have
done it He said to that, ‘Let me make you
o present of the best fowlin the shop®’ I1let
him, of course. As far as it goes, it’s property
and portable. You don’t object to an ‘aged
parent, I hape #” .

I really thought he was still speaking of the
fowl, vafil he added, “Because I have got an
aged parent at my place.” I then said what
politeness required.

“So, you haven't dined with Mr. Jaggers
yet 2 he pursued, as we walked along.

“Not yet.”

“ He told me so this affernoon when he heard
you were coming. L expect yowll have an in-
vitation to-morrow. He’s going to ask your
pals, too. Three of ’em; aiw’t there ?

Although I was not in the habit of countin
Drummle as one of my intimate sssociates, |
answered “ Yes.”

“Well, he's going to ask the whole gang;”
1 hardly felt complimented by the word ; “and
whatever he gives you, Le’ll give you good.
Don’t look forward to variety, but you'll have
excellence., And there’s another rum thing in
his house,” proceeded Wemmick, after & mo-
ment’s pause, as if the remark followed on the
housekeeper understood ; “he never lets a door
or window be fastened at night.”

¢ Is he never robbed

“That's it 1 returned Wemmick, “Ile says
and gives it owt publicly, ‘I wanf to see the
man who'll vob me’ Lord bless you, I have
heard him, o hundred times if T have heard him
onee, say to regular cracksmen in our front
office, ¢ You know whers I live; now, no holt is
ever drawn there; why dow’t you do a stroke
of business with me? Come; can’t T tempt
you? Not aman of them, sir, would be bold
enough to try it on, for love or money.”

“They drend him so mueh P said I

“Dread him,” said Wemmick, “I believe
you they dread him. Not but what_he’s art-
ful, even in his defiance of them. No silver,
sir. Britannia metal, every spoon.”

# 80 they wouldn’t have much,” I observed,
“ gven, if they—-="

“ Aht Bub Ze would have mucl,” said Wem-
mick,' cutting ms short, “and they know it,
He'd have their lives, and the lives of scores of
’em.  He’d have all he could get. And it’s im-
rossible to say what he cowldn’t get, if ho gave
\is mind to it

I was fulling into meditation on mg guardian’s
greatness, when Wemmick remarked :

“ As to the absence of plate, that’s only Lis
natural depth, you know., A river's its nutural
depth, and he's his natural depth. Lookat Lis
watch-chain,  That’s real enough.”
¢ It’s very massive,” sald I

“Massive ™ repeated Wemmick. # T think
s0. And his watch is a gold repeater, and wouth
o hundred pound if it’s worth a peuny. Mr,
Pip, there are about seven hundred thicves in
this town who know all about that watch;

there’s not a man, a woman, or a child among
them, who wouldn't identify the smallest link in
that chain, and drop it as if it was red-hot, f
inveigled into touching it.”

At first with such discowrse, and afterwards
with conversation of a more general nature, did
Mr. Wemmick and I beguile the time and the
road, until he gave me to understand that we
had arrived in the district of Walworth.

It appeared to be a collection of back lanes,
ditches, and little gardens, and 1o present the
aspect of a rather dull retivement. Wemmick’s
house was & little wooden cottage in the midst
of plots of garden, and the top of it was cub
out and painted like a battery mounted with
guns.
® “ My own doing,” sald Wemmick. TLocks
pretty; don’t it #° L

I highly commended if. I think it was the
smallest honse I ever saw; with ihe queerest
gothie windows (by far the greater part of
them sham), and a gothie door, almost too small
to gef in afi, N

< That’s nreal flagstall, you see,” said Wem-
mick, © and on Sundays I 1un up a aveal flag.
Then lock here. After I have crossed tlis
bridge, I hoist it up—so—and cut ofl' the com.
muuication.”

The bridge was a plank, and it crossed a chasm
about {our fect wide and two deep. Bub ifi wus
very pleasant to see the pride with which le
hoisted it up and made it fast; smiling a8 he
dicll1 50, wilh a relish and not merely mechani-
cally.

“yAt nine o'clock every uwight, Greenwich
time,” sald Wemmick, “the gun fires. There
he is, you see ! And when you lear him go, [
think yow'll say bhe’s a Stinger.

The piece of ordnance referred to, was
mounted in n separate fortress, construetud of
lattice-work. It was protected from the weather
hy an Ingenious little tarpaulin contrivance in
the nature of an umbrella.

* Then, at the back,” said Wenuuick, *out
of sight, so as not to impede the idea of fortil-
cations—forit’s o principle with nie, if you have
an idea, carry it out and keep i upy [ dow’t
kuow whether that’s your opinion——-="

I said, decidedly.

“ At the hack, ihere’s u pig, and there are
fowls and rabbits; then I knock together my
own little frame, you sce, and grow cucumbers;
and yowll judge ab supper what sort of a
salad I can raise. So, sir” said Wewmick,
smiling again, but seriously too as be shook his
head, if you can suppose the little place be-
sleged, it would bold out a devil of o time in
point of provisions.”

Then he conducted me toa bower about a
dozen yards off, but which was approached by
such ingenious twists of puth that it took guite
a long time to get ab ; and in this retreab our
glasses were already set forth.  Our punch was
cooling in an ornamental lake, on whose murgin
the bower was raised. This picce of water
(with an island in the middle which might have
been the salad for supper) was of a cireular
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form, and he had constructed a fountain in it,
which, when you sef a little mill going and took
a cork out of a pipe, played to that powerful
exf:ﬂent that it made the back of your hand quite
wet.

“L am my own engineer, and my own car-
penter, and my own plumber, and my own gar-
dener, and my own Jack of all Trades,” said
Wemmick, in"acknowledging my compliments.
“Well ; it’s a good thing; youknow. If brushes
the Newgate cobwebs away, and pleases the
Aged. You wouldn’t mind being at once intro-
duced to the Aged, would you? It wouldn't
putb you out £
. Texprossed the readiness I [elt, and we went
into the Castle, There we found, sitting by a
fire, a very old man in a flannel coab: clean,
cheerful, comfortable, and well cared for, but
infensely deaf,

“Well aged parent,” said Wemmick, shaking
hands with him in a cordial and jecose way,
“how am you P

“All right, Johu; all right 1 replied the old
man.

“Here's Mr. Pip, aged parent,” said Wem-
mick, “and I wish you could hear his name.
Nod away at him, Mr. Pip; that’s what he likes.
Nod away at him, if you tyleasa, like winking !”

“This is a fine place of my son’s, sir,” cried
the old man, while I nodded as hard as I pos-
sibly could. “This is a pretty pleasure-ground,
sir. This spob and these heantiful works upon
it ought to bekept together by the Nation, atter
my son’s time, for the people’s enjoyment.’

“You're as proud of it as Punch; ain't

you, Aged 7 sald Wemmick, contemplating the
old man with his hard face really softemed;
“there’s o nod for you;” giving him a tre-
mendous one; * tkare’s another for you ;” giving
him & still more tremendous one ; “ you like that,
dow't you? If you're mot tived, Mr. Pip—
though I know 1f's tiring to strangers—-—will
you tip him onemore? You can’t think how it
pleases him.” .
- 1 tipped him several more, and he was in
arenl spirits. 'We loft him bestirring Limself {0
feed the fowls, and we sab down to our punch
in the arbour; where Wemmick fold me as le
smoked & pipe that it had taken him a good
many years to bring the property up fo its pre-
sent piich of perfoclion.

g it your own, Mr. Wemmick #

“ Oh yes,” said Wemmick, “I have gof hold
of it, & bit at a time. Is a frechold, by
George !*

# 15 it, indeed ? T hope Mr. Jaggers admires
it ¥

« Wever seen it,” said Wemmick. ¢ Never
heard of it. Never seen the Aged. Never
heard of him. No; the office is one thing, and
private lifc is anofher. When L'go into the
office, I leave the Castle behind me, and when T
pome, into the Castle, T leave the office behind
me. If it’s not ineny way disagreeable to you,
you'll oblige me by doing the same. I don’t
Twish it professionally spoken aboub”

Of conrse T felt my good faith involvedin the

observance of his request. The punch being
very nice, we sat there drinking it and talking,
unhil it was almost nine o’clock. * Getting near
gun-fire,” said Wemmick then, as be laid down
his pipe; “it’s the Aged’s treat.”

Proceeding into the Castle again, we found
the Aged beating the poker, with ezpectant
eyes, as a preliminary to the performance of this
great nightly ceremony, Wemmick stood with
his wateh in his hang, until the moment was
come for him to take the red-hot pokerfrom the
Aged, and repair to the battery. He took if,
end weut out, and presently the Stinger went
off with a Bang that shook the crazy little box
of a cottage as if it must fall to pieces, and
made every glass and teacup in it ring. Upon
this, the Aged—who L believe would have
been blown cut of his arm-chair but for holding
ou by the elbows~—cried out exultingly, *He's
fired! Theerd him!” and I nodded at the old
gentleman until it is no figure of speech to
declare that T absolutely could not see him.,

The interval between that time and supper
Wemmick devoted to showing me his colleetion
of curiosities. They were mostly of a felonious
character: comprising the pen with which 2
celebrated forgery had been committed, a dis-
tinguished razor or two, some locks of hair, and
several monwscript confessions written under
condemnation—upon which Mr. Wemmick set
particular valoe as being, to use his own words,
“gvery ome of ’em Lies, sir” These were
agreeably dispersed among small specimens of
china and glass, various neat irifies made by
the proprietor of the museum, and some to-
hacco-stoppers carved by the Aged. They were
all displayed in that chamber of the Castle iuto
wiich T had heen first inducted, and which
served, not only as the goneral sitting-room hut
as the kitchen too, if I might judge from a
saucepan on the hob, and a brazen bijou over
the fireplnce desigued for the suspension of a
roasting-jack. . .

There was a neat little girl in attendance, who
lookod after the Aged in the day. When she
lind laid the supper-cloth, the bridgs was lowered
to give her means of egress, ond she withdrew
for the night, The supper was_excellent; and
though the Castle was rather subject to dry-rof
insomuch that it fasted like a bad nut, and
though the pig might have been farther off, I
was %martily pleased with my whole entertain-
ment. Nor was there any drawhack on my
little turret bedroom, beyond thers being such
a very thin ceiling between me and the flagstalf
that ‘when I lay down on my back in bed, it
scemed as if T had to balonee that pole oz iy
forehead all night, ) ]

Wemmick was up carly in the morning, and
T am afraid I henrd m oleamn%{ my %ooj;s.
After that, lie fell to gardening, and I saw him
from my gothic window ﬁretqndmg to employ
the Agcd, and nodding ab him in a most devoted
manner, Our breakfast was as good as the
suppor, aud at half-past eight precisely we
started for Little Britain, By dogrees, Woum-
mick got dryer and harder as wo went aloug,

e
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and his mouth tightened into a post-office again,
At last, when we got to his place of business and
he pulled out his key from his coat-collar, he
looked as unconseious of his Walworth property
as if the Castle aud the drawbridge and the
arbour and the lake and the fountain and the
Aged, had all been blown into space together
by the last discharge of the Stinger.

CHAPTER XXVI,

It fell ont, as Wemmick had told me it
would, that T had an early opportunity of com-
aring my guardian’s establishment with that of
ﬁis cashier and elerk. My guardian was in his
room, washing his hands with his scented s0ap,
when I went into the offce from Walworth;
and he called me to him, and gave me the in-
vitation for myself and friends which Wemmick
had prepared me to receive. “No ceremony,”
he stipulated, *“and no dinner dress, and say to-
morrow.” T asked him where we should come
to (for I had no idea where he lved), and I

believe it was in'his general objection to make

anything like an admission, that he replied,
“Come here, and I'll take you home with me.”
I embrace this opportunity of remarking that
he washed lis clients off, as if he were a surgeon
or o dentist. He had a closet in his room,
fitted up for the purpose, which smelt of the
scented soap like a perfumer’s shop. It had an
unusually Jarge jack-towel on a roller inside the
door, ang be would wash his hands, and wipe
them and dry them all over this towel, whenever
he came in from a police-court or dismissed a
olient from his room. When I and my friends
repaired to him at six o’clock next day, he
seemed to have been engaged on a case of a
darker complexion than usual, for we found him
with his head butted infto this closet, not onl
washing his hands, but laving his face an
argling his throat. And even when he had
one all that, and had gone all round the jack-
fowel, he took out his penknife and seraped the
case out of is nails before he put his coat on.
There were some people sIlinkmg sbout as
usual when we passeéJ out into the street who
were evidently anxious to speak with him; but
there was something so conelusive in the halo
of scented soap which encircled his presence,
that they gave 1t up for that day. Aswewalked
along westwaxd, he was recognised ever and
again by some face in the crowd of the strects,
and whenever that happened he talked louder to
me; but he never otherwise recognised anybody,
or took notice that anyhody recognised him,
He conducted us to Gerrard-gtreet, Soho, to
a house on the southside of that street. Rathor
a stately house of its kind, but dolefully in want
of painting, and with divty windows, He took
out his key and opened the door, and we all
went inte o stone hall, bare, gloomy, and little
used. So, up a dark brown staircase into a
series of three dark brown rooms on the first
floor, There were carved garlands on the
ponelled walls, and as lhe stood among them
%lvin.g us weleome, I know what kind of loops
thought they looked like.

Dinner was laid in the best of these rooms;
the second was his dressing-room ; the third his
bedroom, He told us that he held the whole
house, but rarely used more of it than we saw.
The table was comfortably laid—no silver in the
service, of course—and at the side of his chair
was a capacious dumb-waiter, with a variety of
bottles and decanters on it, and four dishes of
fruit for dessert, I noticed throughout, that he
ke teyerythin%-lunder his own hand, and dis-
tributed everything himself.

There was a bookease in the room; I saw,
from the backs of the hooks, that the%‘ were
about evidence, eriminal law, criminal biogra:
phy, trials, acts of parliament, and such things.
The furniture was all very solid and good, like
bis watch-chain., It had anm official look, how-
ever, and there was nothing merely ormamental
to be seen. In a corner, was a little table of
papers with a shaded lamp: so that he seemed
to bring the office home with him in that re-
spect 100, and to wheel it out of an evening and
fall to work. .

As he had scarcely seen my three companions
untfl now—for he and I had walked together—
he stood on the hearth-rug, after ringing the bell,
and fook a searching look at them.” To my
surprise, be seemed at once to be principally if
not solely interested in Dromwmle.

“ Pip,” said be, putting his large hand on my
shoulder and moving me to the window, [
don’t know one from the other. Who’s the
Spider £ '

« The spider #” said I,

“The blotchy, sprawly, sulky fellow.”

“That’s Benfley Drummle,” I replied; *the
one with the delicate face is Startop.”

Not making the least account of *“the ome
with the delicate face,” he returned. *Bentley
Drumnle is his name, is it? I like the look
of that fellow.”

He immediately began to talk to Drummle:
not at all deterred by his replying in his heavy
reticent way, but apparcntly led on by it to
screw discourse out of him. I twas looking at
the two, when there came between me and
them, the housekeeper, with the first dish for
the table.

She was a woman of about forty, I supposed
—hut I may have thought her older than she
was, as it is the manner of youth to do. Rathor
tall, of a lithe nimble figure, extremely pale,
with large faded-blue eyes, and a gquantily of
streaming hair. T cannot say whether any dis-
cased affection of the heart cansed her lips to
be parted as if she were panting, and her fuco
to bear a curious expression of suddenness and
flutter; but I know that T had been to sec
Macheth at the theatre, a night or two before,
and that her face looked to me as if it were all
disturbed by fiery air, like the faces I had scen
rise out of the Witches’ caldron,

She set the dish. on, touched my guardian
E{uiatly on the arm with a finger to notify that

inner was ready, and vanished. We took our
seats ab the round table, and my guardian kept
Drummle on one side of him, while Startop sab
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on the other. Tt was a noble dish of fish that
the housekeeper had put on table, and we had
& Joint of squally choice mutton afterwards, and
then an equally choice bird. Sauces, wines,
all the accessories we wanted, and all of the
best, were given out by our host from his
dumb-waiter ; and when they had made the cir.
cult of the tahle, he always put them back
again. Similarly, he dealt us clean plates and
knives and forks, for each course, aud dropped
those a)ust disused into two baskets on the
ground by his ehair. No other attendant than
the housekeeper appeared. She set on every
dish; and I always saw in Ler face, a face rising
out of the caldron. Years afterwards, I made
o dreadful likeness of that woman, by causing
a face that had no other natural resemblance
to it than it derived from ﬂowing hair, to pass
behind a bowl of flaming spirits in a dark
Toom.

Induced totake particular notice of the house-
keeper, both by her own striking appearance
and by Wemmick’s preparation, I observed that
whenever she was in the room, she kept her
eyes attentively on my guardian, and that she
would remove her hands from any dish she put
before him, hesitatingly, as if she dreaded his
calling her back, and wanted Lim to speak when
she was nigh, if he had anything fo say. I
fancied that I conld detect in his menmer a
consciousness of this, and a purpose of always
holding her in suspense.

Dinner went off gaily, and, elthough my

guardian secmed to follow rather than originate
subjects, T knew that he wronched the weak-
est Iizn't of our dispositions out of us. Tor
myself, T found that I was expressing my ten-
dency to lavish expenditure, and to patronise
Horbert, and to boast of my great prospects,
before I quite knew that I had openeg my lips.
It was so with all of us, but with no one more
than Drummle: the development of whose
inclination to gird in » gradging and suspieious
way al the rest, was serewed out of him “before
the fish'was taken off.
* Tt was not then, but when we had got to the
cheese, that our conversation turned upon our
rowing feats, and that Drummle was rallied for
coming up behind of » night in that slow amphi-
bicus way of his. Drammle upon this, informed
our host that le much preferred our room to
“our company, and that as to skill he was more
than owr master, and that as to strength he
could seatter us like chaff. By some invisible
agency, my guardian wound him up to a pitch
liftle short of ferocity about this trifle; and he
fell to baring and spanning his arm to show how
muscular it was, and we all fell to baring and
spanning owr arms in a ridiculous manner.

Now, the housekeeper was at that time clear-
ing the table; my guardian, taking no heed of
her, but with “the side of his fude turned from
ber, was leaning back in his chair biting the side
of his forefinger and showing an inferest in
Drummle, that, to me, was ci{uite inexplicable,
Suddenly, he clapped his large hand on the Louse-
keeper’s, like a trap, as she stretched it across

the table. So suddenly and smartly did he do this,
that we all stopped in our foolish contention,

“If you talk of strength,” said Mr. Jaggers,
« Pl show you & wrist. Molly, let them see
your wrist.”

Her entrapped hand was on he table, but she
had already put her other hand behind her waist.
« Master,” she said, in a low voice, with her
eyes attentively and entreatingly fixed upon him.
“Don’t !”

« Pl show you a wuist,” repeated Mr, Jag-
gers, with an immovable determination to show
it. * Molly, let them see your wrist.”

« Master,” she again murmured. * Please [

“Molly,” said Mr. Jaggers, not looking ab
her, hut obstinately looking at the opposite
side of the room, “let them see dof2 your
wrists. Show them. Come!”

He took his hand from hers, and turned
that wrist up on the table. Bhe brovght her
other hand from behind her, and held 'Ehc two
out side by side. The last wrist was much
dishgured~~deeply scarred and scarred aeross
and across. When she lield lier hands out, she
took her eyes from Mr. Jaggers, aud turned
them watehfully on every one of the rest of us
in succession.

“There’s power here,” said Mr. Jaggers,
coolly tracing out the sinews with his fore-
finger.  “Very few men have the power of
wrist that this woman has. It's remarkable
what mere force of guip there is in these
hands. I have lLad oceasion to notice many
hands; but I never saw stronger in that re-
spect, man’s or woman's, than these,”

While he said these words in a leisurely cvitical
style, she continued to look at every one of uy in
regular succession as we saf.  The moment he
ceased, she looked at him again. *That’ll do,
Molly,” said Mr. Jaggers, giving her a slight
nod; “you have been admired, and ocan go.”
She withdrew her hands and went out of the
room, and Mr, Jaggers, putting the decanters
on from his dumb-waiter, filled his glass and
passed round the wine,

« At lalf-past nine, gentlemen,” said he, “we
must break up. Pray make the best use of your
time. Iam glad to sceyouwall.  Mr, Drummle,
T drink to you,”

If his object in singling out Drummle were to
bring him out still move, it perfectly succeeded.
In a sulky trium{ah, Drummle showed his morose
depreciation of the rest of us, inamore and more
offensive degrec until he became downright in-
tolerable, Through all his stages, Mr. Jaggers
followed lLim with the same strange interest.
He actually scemed to serve as a zest to Mr.
Jaggers’s wine.

n our boyish want of diseretion I dare say
we took too much to drink, and I know we
talked too much. We became %rticulaﬂy hot
upon some hboorish sneer of Drummle’s, to
the effect that we were too free with our money.
It led to my remarking, with more zeal than
diseretion, that it came with a bad grace from
him, to whom Startop had lent mouney in my
presence, but a week or so before.
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“Well,” retorted Drummle: “he’ll be paid.”

I don’t mean to imply that be won’t,” said

I, “but it might make you held your tongue
ahout us and our money, [ should think.”

“ You should think!” retorted Drummle.
“Qh Lovd I .

1 dare say,” T went on, meaning to be very
severe, ““that you wouldn’t lend money to any
of us, if we wanted it.”

*You are right,” said Drummle. I wouldn’t
lend one of you a sizpence. I wouldn’t lend
anyhody a sizpence.”

“ Rether mean to borrow under those circum-
stances, I should say.”

“Zou should say,” repeated Drummle. “Oh
Lord 1™

This_was so very aggravating—the more
especially, as I found myself making no way
against his surly obtuseness—that I said, dis-
regarding Herbert’s efforts to check me :

“Come, Mr. Drummle, since we are on the

subject,I'll tell you what Eassed between Herbert

here and me, when you borrgwed that money.”

I don’t want to know what passed between
Herbert there and you,” growled Drummle. And
I think he added in a lower growl, that we might
both go to the devil and shake ourselves.

“T’ll tell you, however,” said I, * whether
you want to know or not. We said that as you
put it in your pocket very glad to get it, you
seemed to be immensely amused at his being
so weak as to lend it.”

Drummle laughed outright, and sat laughing
in our faces, with his hands in bis pockets and
his yound shoulders raised: plainly signifying
that it was quite true, and that he despised us
as asses all, ,

Hereupon, Startop took him in hand, though
with a much better grace than T had shown, and
exhorted him to be a little more agreeable.
Startop, being a lively bright young fellow,
and Drummle being the exact opposite, the
latter was always disposed to resent him as a
direct personal affront. He now retorted in a
coarse lumpish way, and Startop tried to turn
ihe discussion aside with some small pleasantry
that made us all laugh. Resenting this little
success more than anything, Drummle with-
out any threat or warning pulled his hands out
of his pockets, dropped his round shoulders,
swore, took up a large glass, and would have
flung it at his adversary’s head, but for our
entertainer’s dexterously seizing it at the in-
stant when it was raisec{ for thaf purpose.

“ Gentlemen,” said Mr. Jaggers, c'Ileliberately
putting down the glass, and hauling out his gold
repeater by its massive ehain, “T am exceed.
ingly sorry to announce that it’s half-past nine.”

On this hint we all rose to depart.  Befors wo
got to the street door, Startop was cheeril
calling Drammle “old boy,” as'if nothing had
happened. But the old boy was so far from
responding, that he would not even walk to
‘Hammersmith on the same side of the way; so,
. Herbert and T, who remained in town, saw them
gom@r down the street on opposite sides; Star.
top leading, and Drummle’lagging behind ih

the shadow of the houses, much as he was wont
to follow in his boat.

As the door was not yet shut, I thought I
would leave Herbert there for a moment, and
run up-stairs again to say a word to my guardian,
I found him in his dressing-room surrounded by
his stock of boots, already hard ab it, washing
his hands of us. .

I told him that I had come up again, to say
how sorry I was that anything disagreeable
should have occurred, and that I hoped he would
not blame me much.

“Pooh!” said he, sluicing his face, and speak-
ing through the water-drops; “it’s nothing, Pip.
I like that Spider though.”

He had turned towards me now, and was shak.
ing his head, and blowing, and tawelling himself.

“I am glad you like him, sir,” said I—* but
T don’t.”

“ No, no,” my guardian assented, ¢ don’t
have too much to do with him. Keep as clear
of him as you can. But I like the fellow, Pip;
he is one of the true sort. Why, if I was a
fortune-tellerm——-="

Laoking out of the towel, he caught my eye.

“But I am not a fortune-teller,” le said,
letting his head drop into a festoon of towel,
and towelling away at his two ears. *You know
what I am, don’t you? Good night, Pip.”

“ QGood night, sir.”

In about a month after that, the Spider’s time
with Mr. Pocket was up for good, and, to the
great relief of all the house buf Mrs. Pocket, lie
went home to the family hole,

[r—

Errarom. Tn No. 97, Chapter xxii, of Great Expocta.
tiongs, page 481, second column, line 15 from the boltom,
the word ‘‘nephew” is printed instead of v cousin.” The
line should read, * My father is Miss Havisham's cousin,'"

POETS AT FAULT,

Or all the regular phenomena of Nature,
hardly one is so beautiful and solemn, or so
deeply interesting to man, as the dawn of light
in the early morning. It is inferesting to the
heart of man, not only because it iy the na-
tural call to remewed labour, but because it
is the return to our hemisphere of the yery
source of life and fertilily.” How grand the
thought that that golden’ centre of light and
heat, thousands of miles away in the mea-
sureless amplitude of heaven, shincs unceas-
ingly for man ; that when for a bricf space Le
quits our sight, it is to vivify our” human
kindred at the antipodes, leaving o us shadows
and sleep and dreams; hut this globe of ours is
perpetually hasking, in some portion of its sur-
face, in the splendour of the solar sphere, glid-
ing smoothly, noiselessly, and unrestingly, out
of zones of brightness into zones of night, out
of darkness into day. At no moment are we
made so sensible of this sublime ordination as
at the time of dawn; and no operation of Pro-
vidence is so suggestive of poctry as this duily
repftltlon of one ol the ohief evealivo acts.

o Yeb it would scem that the greatest of our
English poets have not been fully impressed




