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CHAPTER XXXII.

Oxng day when I was busy with my books
and Mr. Pocket, I received a note by the post,
the mere outside of which threw me into a great
flutter; for, though I had never seen the hand-
writing in which it was addressed, I divined
whose hand it was. It had no set beginning, as
Dear Mr. Pip, or Dear Pip, or Dear 8ir, or
Dear Anything, but ren thus :

#T am to come to London the day after to-morrow | M

by the mid-day coach. ' I believe it was settled you
should meet me? at all events Miss Havigsham has
that impression, and I write in obedience toit. She
sends you her regard. Yours, Esterra.”

If there had been time, I should probably
have ordered several suits of clothes for this
occasion; but as there was not, I was fain to
be content with those I had. My appetite
vanished instantly, and I knew no peace or rest
until the day arrived. Not that its arrival
brought me either; for, then I was worse than
ever, and began haunting the coach-office in
‘Wood-street, Cheapside, before the coach had
left the Blue Boar in our town. For all that
I knew this perfectly well, I still felt as if it
were not safe to let the coach-office be out of
my sight longer than five minutes at a time;
and in this condition of unveason I had per-
formed the first half-hour of a watch of four
or five hours, when Mr. Wemmick ran against

me.

 Halloa, Mr, Pip,” said he; “how do you
do? I should hardly have thought this was
your beat”

I explained that I was waiting to meet some-

ody who was coming up by coach, and I in-
quired after the Castle and the Aged.

“ Both. flourishing, thankye,” said Wemmick,
“and particularly the Aged. He’s in wonderful
feather. He'll be eighty-two next birthday.
I have a motion of firing eighty-two times, if
the neighbourhood shouldn’t complain, and that
. cannon of mine should prove equal to the

ressure. However, this 1s nof London talk.
here do you think T am going to "

“To the office P said I, for he was tending
in that direction.

“ Next thing to it returned Wemmick,
“T am going to Newgate. We are in a bankers-
parcel case just at present, and I have been
down the road taking & squint at the scene of
action, and thereupon must have a word or two
with our client.”

“Did your client commit the robbery ! I
agked,

“ Bless your soul and body, no,” answered
Wemnick, very dryly.  “But he is accused of
it, 8o might you or I be. _Either of us might
be accused of 1t, you know.””

“ Qnly neither of us is,” I remarked.

“Yah!” sald Wemmick, touching me on the
breast with his forefinger; “you're a deep one,
r. Pip! Would you like to Lave a lock at
Newgate P Have you time to spare P

Ihad so much time to spare, that the pro-
posal came as a relief, notwithstanding its irre-
concilability with my latent desire to keep my
eye on the coach-office. Muttering that [
would make the inquiry whether I hod time to
walk with him, I went into the office, and ascer-
tained from the clerk with the nicest precision
and much to the trying of his temper, the earliest
moment at which fhe coach could be ex-
pected—which I knew beforehand, quite as
well as he. T then rejoined Mr. Wemmick, and
affecting to consult my wateh and to be sur-
prised by the information I had received, ac-
cepted his offer.

e were at Newgate in a few minutes, and
we passed through the lodge where some fetters
were hanging up on the bare walls among the
prison rules, into the interior of the jail. At
that time, jails were much neglected, and the
period of exaggerated reaction consequent on
all public wrong-doing—-and which is always
its heaviest and longest punishment—was stall
far off. So, felons were not lodged and fed
better than soldiers (to say nothing of paupers),
and seldom set fire to their prisons with the
excusable objeet of improving the flavour of
their soup. It was visiting time when Wem-
mick took me in; and a potman was going his
rounds with beer; and the prisoners behind bars
in yards, were buying beer, and talking to
friends; and a frouzy, ugly, disorderly, depress-
ing scene it was.

‘Tt struck me that Wemmick walked amonE
the prisoners, much as a gardener wight wal
among his plants. This was first_put info my
head By his seeing a shoot that had come up in
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the night, and saying, “What, Captain Tom ?
Ave gouthere® Ab, indeed!” and also, **Is that
Black Bill behind the cistern # Why, I didn’t
look for you these two months; how do you find
yourself ¥’ Equally in his stopping at the bars
and afbtending to anxious whisperers—always
singly—Wemmick with his post-office in an

immovable state, looked at them while in con- |,

fevence, as if he were taking particular notice
of the advance they had made, since last ob-
served, towards coming out in full blow at their
trial.

He was highly popular, and I found that he
took the familiar department of Mr. Jaggers’s
business : though something of the state of Mr.
Jaggers hung about him too, forbidding approach
beyond certan limits. His personal recognition
of each successive client was comprised in & nod,
and in his settling his hat a little easier on his head
with both hands, and then tightening the post-
office, and putting his hands in his pockets. In
one or two instances, there was a difficultyrespect-
ing the raising of fees, and then Mr. Wemmick,
backing as far as possible from the insufficient
mouey produced, said, “It’s no use, my boy.
T’m only a subordinate. Tecan’ttakeit, Don’t
go on in that way with a subordinate. Tf you
are unable to make up your quantum, my boy,
you had better address yourself to a prineipal;
there are plenty of principals in the profession,
you know, and what is not worth the while of
one, may be worth the while of another ; that’s
my recommendation to you, speaking as a sub-
ordinate. Don’t try on useless measures, Why
should yon! Now, who’s next

Thus, we walked through Wemmick’s green-
bouse, until he turned to me and said, * No-
tice the man I shall shake hands with.” I
should have done so, without the preparation,
as hie had shaken hands with no one yet.

Almost as soon as he had spoken, a portl
upright man (whom I can see now, as I Writeg
in a well-worn olive-coloured frock-coat, with a
peculiar pallor overspreading the red in his com-
plexion, and eyes that went wandering about
when he tried Lo fix them, came up to a corner
of the bars, and put his hand to his bat—which
had a gressy and fatty swrface like cold brothw—
with a half:serious and halfjocose military
salute.

“Colonel, {0 you!” said Wemmick; *how
are you, Colone]

“All right, Mr, Wemmick.”

“ Mverything was done that could be done,
but the evidence was too strong for us, Colonel.”

“Yos, it was too strong, sir—but I' don’t
care.”’

“No, no,” said Wemmick, coolly, “you don’t
care”  Then, turning to me, “Served His
Majesty this man. Was a soldier in the line
and bought his discharge,™

I said, “Indeed ?” and theman’s eyes looked
at me, and then looked over my head; and then
looked all round me; and then he drew his hand
across his lips and laughed,

. I think T shall be out of ihis on Monday,
sir,” he §aid to Wemmick.

# Perhaps,” returned my friend, “but there’s

.10 knowing,”

“I am glad to have the chance of bidding
youw good-by;, Mr. Wemmick,™ said: the man,

‘stretehing out his hand between two bars.

& Thaxﬁcyes” said Wemmick, shaking Lands
with him. = Same to you, Colonel.”

“If what I had upon me when taken, had
been real, Mr. Wemmick,” said the man, un-
willing to let his hand go, “ I should have asked
the favour of your wearing another ring—in
acknowledgment of your attentions.”

“T’ll accept the will for the deed,” said
Wenmmick. “By-the-by; you were quite a
pigeon-faneier.” Themanlooked up at the sky,
“1 am told you had a remarkable Lreed of
tumblers, Could you commission any friend of

ours to bring me a pair, if you’ve no further use
for ’em P”?

Tt shall be done, siv.””

« All right,” said Wemmick, ¢they shall be
taken care of. Good afternoon, Colonel. Good-
by!” They shook lLands again, and as we
walked away Wemmick said to me, * A Coiner,
a very good workman., The Recorder’s report
is made to-day, and he is sure to be executed on
Monday. Still you see, as far as it goes, a pair
of pigeons are portable property, all the same.”
With that, he looked back, and nodded at this
dead plant, and then cast his cyes about him
in walking out of the yard, as if he were con-
sildering what other pot would go best in ifs
place.

As we came out of the prison through the
lodge, I found that the great importance of my
guardian was appreciated by the twrnkeys, no
less than by those whom they held in charge,
“Well, Mr. Wemmick,” said the turnkey, who
kept us between the two studded and spiked
lodge gates, and carefully locked one before he
unlocked the other, *what’s Mr. Jaggers going
to do with that waterside murder ? Ishe going
to make it manslaughter, or what’s he going to
make of it P*

.“1 Why don’t you ask him 8" returned Wem-
mick,

“QOh yes, T dare say | said tle turnkey.

“ Now, that’s the way with them here, M.
Pip,” remarked Wemmick, turning to me with
the post-office elongated. ¢ They don’t mind
what they ask of me, the subordinate; but
yow'll never cafch ’em asking any questions of
my prineipal.”

“Is this young gentleman oue of the *pren.
tices or articled' ones of your office P asked
the turnkey, with a grin at Mr. Wemmick’s
humour.

“There he goes agaii, you see!” eried Wem-
mick, “T told you so! Asks another question
of the subordinate hefore his frst is dry.!” Well,
supposing Mr. Pip is one of them P

“Why then,” sald the turnkey,
again, “he knows what Mr., Jaggers is.

“Yah I cried Wemmick, suddenly hitting
out at the turnkey in a facetious way, ©you're
as dumb as one of your own keys when you have

grinning

7

to do with my principal, you know you aré.
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Let us out, you old fox, or Il get him to
brin% an action of false imprisonment against
ol

The turnkey langhed, and gave us good day,
and stood laughing at us over the spikes of the
wicket when we descended the steps into the
street.

“ Mind you, Mr. Pip,” said Wemmick, gravely
in my ear, as he took my arm to be more con-
fidential ; “T don’t know that Mr. Jaggers does
a better thing than the way in which Le keeps
himself so high. He's always so high. His
constant height is of a piece with his immense
abilities, That Colonel durst no more take leave
of Aim, than that twrnkey durst ask bim his
intentions respecting a case, Then, between his
height and them, he slips in his subordinate—
don’t you seeP—and so he has ‘em, soul and
body.”

I was very much impressed, and not for the
first time, by my guardian’s subtlety. To confess
the truth, I very heartily wished, and not for the
first time, that I had had some other guardian
of minor abilities.

Mr. Wemmick and I parted at the office in
Little Britain, where suppliants for Mr. Jag-
%ers’s notice were lingering about as usual, and

returned fo my watch in the strest of the
coach-office, with some thres hours on hand. I
consumed the whole time in thinking how strange
it was that I should be encompassed by all this
taint of prison and crime; that in my childhood
oub on our lonely marshes on a winter evening
I should have first encountered it; that it
should have reappeared on two oceasions, start-
ing out like a stain that was faded but not gone
that it should in this newway pervade my fortune
and advancement. While my mind was thus
engaged, I thought of the beantiful young Es-
telln, proud and refined, coming towards me,and I
thought with absolute abhorrence of the contrast
between the jail and her. I wished that Wem.-
tick had not met me, or that I had not yielded
to him and gone with him, so that, of all days in
the year on this day, I might not have had New-
gote in my breath and on my clothes. I beat
the prison dush off my feet as I sauntered to and
fro, and I shook it out of my dress, and T exhaled
its air from my lungs. So contaminated did I
feel, remembering who was coming, that the
coach came quickly after all, and T was not yet
free from the soiling consciousness of Mr. Wem-
mick’s conservatory, when I saw her face at the
coach window and her hand waving to me.

‘What was the nameless shadow which again
in that one instant had passed ?

CHAPTIR XXXIII.

I her furred travelling-dress, Tstella seemed
more delicabely beautiful than she had ever
seemed yet, even in my eyes, Her manner was
more winning than she had carved to let it be
to me before, and I thopght I saw Miss Ha-
visham’s influence in the change.

‘We stood in the Inn Yard while she pointed
out ber luggage to me, and when it was all eol-

lected I yemembered—having forgotten every-
thing but herself in the mean while—that I knew
nothing of her destination.

“T am going to Richmond,” she told me.
“Our lesson is, that there are two Richmonds,
one in Surrey and one in Yorkshire, pud that
mine is the Surrey Richmond, The distance is
ten miles. I am to have a carringe, and you
are to take me. This is my purse, and you are
to pay my charges out of it, Ob, you must take
the purse! We have no choice, you and I, but
to obey our instructions. We arenot free to
follow cur own devices, you and 1.”

As she looked at me in giving me the purse, I
hoped there was an inner meaning in herwords.
She said them slightingly, bub not with dis-
pleasure, ‘

“ A carriage will have to be scut for, Estella.
Will you rest here a Little £

“Yes, I am to rest here a little, and T am {o
drink some tea, and you are to fake onre of me
the while.”

She drew her arm through mine, as if it must
be done, and. I requested o waiter who had been
staring at the coach liko a man who had never
seen such a thing in his life, to show us a private
sitting-room. Upon that, he pulled out a n.uﬁkin,
as if it were a magic clue without which he
couldn’t find the way up-stairs, and led us to the
black hole of the establishment : filted up with o
diminishing mirror (quite a superfluous article
considering the hole’s proportions), an anchovy
sauce-cruet, and somebody’s pattens, Ou my ob-
jeeting to ihis retreal, he tock us into another
room with a dinner-table for thivty, and in the
grate a scorched leaf of a copy-book under a
bushel of coal-dust. Having looked at this
extinet conflagration and shaken lis head, Le
took my order: which, proving to be mercly
“Some tea for the lady,” sent him out of the
room in a very low state of mind.

I was, and L am, sensible that the alr of this
chamber, in its strong combination of stable
with soup-stock, might have led one fo infer
that the coaching department was not doing
well, and that the enterprising proprietor was
boiling down the horses for the refreshment de-

artment. Yet the room was all in oll to me,
Ostella being in it, T thought that with her I
could have %ecn happy there for life. (I was
not ab all happy there at the time, observe, and
I knew it we]f.)

“Where are you going to, at Richmond §* I
asked Estella,

“T am going to live,” said she, “af o greab
expense, with a lady there, who has the power
—or says she has—of taking me abont and in-
troducing me, and showing people to me and
showing me to people.”

“T suppose you will be gled of variety and
admiration

* Yes, I supgose so0.”

She answered so carelessly, that I said, «“You
speak of yourself as if you were some oue else.”

“ Where did youlearn how I speak of others?
Come, come,” said Estella, smiling delightiully,
“ you must not expect me to go to school to gou;
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T must talk in my cwn way. How do you thrive
with Mr. Pocket ?”

« T live quite pleasantly there; at least—"
It appeareg to me that I was losing a chance.

¢ At least P repeated Estella,

« Ag pleasantly as T could anywhere, away
from you.” .

“You silly boy,” said Estella, guite com-
posedly, “how can you talk such nonsense?
Your {riend Mr. Matthew, L believe, is superior
to the rest of his family &

“Very superior indeed. He is nobody’s
enemy——"

“Don't add but his own,” interposed Estella,
“ for I hate that class of man, But he really is
disinterested, and above small jealonsy and spite,
I have heard ®*

“T am sure I have every reason to say so.”

“You have not every reason to say so of the
rest of his people,” said Estella, nodding at me
with an expression of face that was at once
grave end rallying, “for they beset Miss
Havisham with reports and insinuations to your
disadvantage. They watch you, misrepresent
you, write letters about you ga.nonymous some-
times), and you are the torment and the occu-
pation of their lives. You can scarcely realise to
yourself the hatred those people feel for you.”

“They do me no harm, I hope P said L.

Instead of answering, Estella burst out
laughing. This was very singular to me, and I
looked at her in considerable perplexity. When
she left off—and she had not langhed languidly
but with real enjoyment—Isaid, in my diffident
way with her, “I hope I may suppose that you
would not be amused if they did me any harm.”

“No, no, you may be sure of that,” said
Estella. *You may be certain that I laugh
because they fail. Oh, those people with Miss
Havisham, and the tortures they undergo!”
She laughed again, and even now when she had
told me why, her laughter wasvery singular to me,
for T could not doubt its being genuine, and yet
it seemed too much for the occasion. I thought
there must really be something more here than I
knew; she saw the thought in my mind, and
answered it.

“It is not easy for even you,” said Estella,
“{o know what satisfaction it gives me to see
those peoiale thwarted, or what an enjoyable
sense of the ridiculous I have when they are
made ridiculous. For you were not brought up
in that strange house from amere haby.—1 was.
You had not your little wits sharpened by their
intriguing against you, suppressed and defence-
less, under the mask of sympathy and pity and
what not that is soft and soothing.—Ihad. You
did not gradually open your round childish eyes
wider and wider fo the discovery of that im-
postor of a woman who caleulates her stores of
peace of mind for when she wakes up in the
night.—T did.”

It was no laughing matter with Estella now,
nor was she summoning these remembrances
from any shallow place. I would not have been
the cause of that look of hers, for all my expec-
tations in a heap.

" “Two things I can tell you,” said Estella,
 Tirst, notwithstanding the proverb that con.
stant dropping will wear away & stone, you may
set your mind at rest that these people never
will—never would, in a hundred years—impair
your ground with Miss Havisham, in any par
ticular, great or small. Second, I am beholden
to you as the ocause of their being so busy
and s0 mean in vain, and there is my hand upon
it.,’

As she pave it me playfully—ifor her davker
mood had been but momentary—1T held it and
%ut it to my lips. * You ridiculous boy,” said

stella, “will you never take warning? * Or do

o kiss my hand in the spirit in which T once
et you kiss my cheek ?” ‘

““ 'What, was it P* said I.

¢ T must think a moment. A spirit of con.
tempt for the fawners and plotters.”

«If I say yes, may I kiss the cheek again !

“You should have asked before you touched
the hand. But, yes, if you like.”

Y leaned down, and her calm face was like a
statue’s. “Now,” said Estella, gliding away
the instant I touched her cheek, *you are fo
take care that I have some tea, and you are to
take me to Richmond.”

Her reverting to this tone as if our associa-
tion were forced upon us and we were mere
puppets, gave me pain; but everything inow in.
tercourse did give me pain. Whatever her fone
with me happened to be, I could put no trust in
it, and build no hope on it; and yet I went
on ageiust trust_and against hope. Why re.
peat it a thousand times? So it always was,

I rang for the tea, and the waiter, reappear-
ing with his magic clue, brought in by degrees
some fifty adjuncts to that refreshment, but of
tea not a glimpse. A teaboard, cups and saucers,
plates, knives and forks (including carvers),
spoans (various), salt-cellars, a meek [ittle mufin
confined with the utmost precaution under a
strong iron cover, Moses in the bullrughes
typified by a soft bit of butter in a quantity of
parsley, a pale loaf with a powdered head, two
groof impressions of the bars of the kitchen

replace on triangular bits of bread, and ulti-
mately a fat family win: which the wailer stag-
gered in with, expressing in his countenance
burden and suffering. After a prolonged absence
at this stage of the entertainment, he at length
came back with a casket of precious appearatics
containing twigs. These I steeped in hot water,
and so from the whole of these appliances ex-
trﬁcted one cup of I dow’t know what, {or Es-
tella.

The bill paid, and the waiter remembered, and
tho ostler not forgotten, and the chambermaid
taken into consideration—in a word, the whole
house hribed into a state of contempt and ani-
mosity, and Estella’s purse much lightened—we
got into our post-coach and drove away. Turn-

ing into Chespside and rattling up Newgate-

street, we were soon under the walls of which I
was so ashamed.

‘ What place is that P Bstella asked me.

I made a foolish pretences of not ab first recog-

{Qonducted by
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nising it, and then fold her. As she looked at
it, and drew in her head again, murmuring
“Wretches I” T would not have confessed to
my vigit for any consideration.

. “Mr. Jaggers,” said I, by way of putting it
nently on somebody else, ““has the reputation
of being more in the secrets of that dismal place
than any man in London,”

“ He is more in the secrets of every place, I
think,” said Estella, in 2 low voice.

“ You have been accustomed to see him often,
I suppose P

“I have been accustomed to see him at
uncertain intervels, ever since I can remember.
But I know him no better mow, than I did
before I could speak })lainly. What is your
gyvn_pexperience of him ¥ Do you advance with

im P

“ Once habituated to his distrustful manner,”
said I, “I have doune very well.”

“ Are you intimate P

“T have dined with him at his private
house.”

“ 1 fancy,” said Bstella, shrinking, ¢ that

" must be a curious place.”

“ It is a curious place.”

I should have been chary of discussing my
ﬁua.rdian too freely even with her; but I should

ave gone on with the subject so far as to de-

scribe the dinner in Gerard-street, if we had not
then come into a sudden glave of gas. Tt
seemed, while it lasted, to be all alight and alive
with that inexplicable feeling I bad had befors;
and when we were out of it, I was as much
dazed for a few moments as if I had been in
Lightning.

So, we fell into other talk, and it was prinei-
pally about the way by which we were travelling,
and about what parts of London lay on this side
of it, and what on that. The great city was
almost new to her, she told me, for she had
never left Miss Havisham’s neighbourhood until
sbe had gone to France, and she had merely
passed through London then in going and re-
turning. T asked her if my guardian had any
charge of her while she remained here? To
that she emphatically said “God forbid ! and
10 more,

It was impossible for me to avoid seeing that
she cared to attract me; that she made herself
winning ; and would have won me even if the
task had needed pains. Yet this made me none
the happier, for, even if she had not taken that
tone of our being disposed of by others, I should
have felt that she held my heart in her hand be-
cause she wilfully chose to do if, and nof be-
cause it would have wrung any tenderness in
her, to crush it and throw it away.

‘When we passed through Hammersmith, I
showed her where Mr, Malthew Pocket lived,

. and said it was no great way from Rich-
mond, and that I hoped I should see her some-
times.

“ Qh yes, you are to see me ; you are to-come
when you think proger ; you are to be mentioned
139 tlgle’family; indeed you are already men-

ioned.’

T inquired was it a large household she was
going to be a member of f

“No; there are ouly two; mother and
daughter. The mother is a lady of some sta-
tion, I believe, though not averse to increasing
her income.”

“T wonder Miss Havisham could part with
you again so soon.”

“ 1t is a part of Miss Havisham’s plans for
me, Pip,” sa-ig Estella, witha sigh, as if she were
tived ; “T am %o write to her constantly and see
her regularly, and report how I go on—I and
the jewels—for they are nearly all mine now.”

It was the first time she had ever called me
by my name. Of course she did so, purposely,
and knew that I should treasure it up.

We came to Richmond all foo soon, and our
destination there, was a house by the Green;
a staid old house, where hoops and powder and
patches, embroidered coats rolled stockings
rufles and swords, bad had their cowrt days
msny & time. Some ancient trees before the
house were still out inte fashions as formal
and unnatural as the hoo?s and wigs and
stiff skirts; but their own allotted places in the
great procession of the dead were not far off,
and they would soon drop into them and go the
silent way of the rest. .

A bell 'with an old voice—which I dare say in
its time had often said to the house, Here is
the green farthingale, Here is the diamond-hilted
sword, Here ave the shoes with ved heels and
the blue solitaire,—sounded gravely in the moon-
light, and two cherry-coloured maids came flut-
tering out to receive Estelln. The doorwny
goon absorbed her boxes, and she gave me her
hand and a smile, and soid good night, and was
absorbed likewise. And still I stood locking at
the house, thinking how happy I should be if I
lived there with her, and knowing that I never
was happy with her, but always miserable.

I got'into the carriage to be taken back to
Hammersmith, sud I got in with a bad beart-
ache, and I got out with a worse heart-ache.
At our own door, I found little Jane Pocket
coming home from a little party escorted by her
little lover; and T enviecF her little lover, in
spite of his being subject to Flopson.

Mtr. Pocket was out lecturing ; for, he was a
most delightful lecturer on domestic economy,
and his treatises on the management of children
and servants were considered the very best text-
books ou those themes. But Mrs. Pocket was
at home, and was in a little difficulty, on aec-
count of the baby’s having been accommodated
with & needle-case to keep him quiet during the
unsccountable absence (with a relative in the
Foot Guards) of Millers, And more needles
were missing than it could be regarded as guite
wholesome for a patient of such tender years
either to apply externally or to take as a tonie.

Mr. Pocket being justly celebrated for giving
most excellent practical advice, and for having
a clear and sound perception of things and a
highly judicicious mind, I had some notion in

my heart-ache of begging him to accept my
confidence. But happening to look up at Mus.
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Pocket as she sat reading her book of dignities
after prescribing Bed as a sovereign remedy for
baby, I thought—Well—No, I wouldn’t.

ARCTIC AND ANTARCTIC LANDS.

Ix the year of our Lord eight hundred and
sixty, or just one thousand years ago, it is re-
corded that Tceland was visited and colonised
by the old Norwegian Vikings, and although
we are led to understand that these entor-
prising and systematic explorers had been pre-
ceded by the Irish in the discovery of the
island, we may still consider that to them and
to that time are due the honour of first settling
within the arctic lands of the earth.

The northern main land of Norway and the
islands adjacent within the arctic circle were
soon after discovered, and were then, as they
are now, inhabited by ILaplanders, a people
differing but little from tlljle Esquimaux (or
Bskimos as they are now sometimes written).
The discovery and occupation of Greenland
rapidly suceeeded that of Ieeland, and then
followed the first vecorded visit of civilised
men to the main land of America, These early
voyagers reached the new continent at a point
far to.the south of that ideal line marked in the
maps as_the arctic circle, and at a time long
enough before the birth of Columbus, to admit
of the whole affair being lost sight of in Europe,
if, indeed, it over entered into general know-
ledge in countries south of Seandinavia.

s is the case with all very difficult and dan-
gerous undertakings, there have never heen
wanting, from the carliest times till now, a con-
stant succession of volunteers whose great aim
was to peneirate as far as possible beyond the
limits within which navigation was compara-
tively easy. As navigation improved, these
limits, of course, extended, and from time to
time important additions were made to owr
Imowledge of the geography of the ice-hound
lands and dangerous waters of the arctic seas.
At length, it became a mania amongst navigators
to determine whether or no there existed a north-
west passage to India. In other words, whethor
there was anywhere a continuocus land commu-
nication between the old and new worlds.

It cannot be said that this question was
fairly set at vest tll the ships of Sir John
PFranklin, starting from Burope by Davis’
Btraits and Baffin’s Bay, actually sailed through
the islands of the arctic archipelago, that m-
tervene between the northern lands of America
and the north pole, into waters previously
reached from the Pacific side. Unfortunately,
not one living soul has come back to inform
ts of this result, which bhas only been dis-
covered by the successive efforts of other ex-

lorers, of whom Sir L. MecClintoch is the

atest. He, in fact, succeeded in doing the
same thing, discovering the remains of Sir
Jobn Pranklin’s party, and returning in safety
to tell us of the result, Previons to McClin-
toel’s return, but after Sir John Franklin’s ships
had completed their passage from Atlantic to

progress by hopeless barxiers of ice, and it bears

Pacific waters, Captain, afterwards Sir Roberg
McClure, passed through a strait conmectin
the two oceans, and was thus the suocessfu%
claimant of the Parliamentary reward that had
been offered for the discovery of a north.
western passage.

Within the arctic eircle there is a consider.
able extent of land and numerous channels of
water which may be traversed during a part of
almost every year, subject, indeed, to the va.
rieties of season and the time at which the
winter ice breaksup, Whole chapters of phy-
sical geography and natural history, and many
important and interesting facts concerning the
human family, are connected with and arise out
of the discoveries there made, while the ant-
arctic circle—the corresponding vegion round
the sounth pole of the eartE—is singularly barren
of facts and interest.

The map of the south polar regions, indeed,
contains scarcely more than a few dotted and
detached lines showing where hardy and ven-
turous navigators have been stopped in their

but few marks of a continued and suceessful
search. Any important discovery in that part
of the world seemns almost impossible, for evea
though it may be determined that land exists, itg
boundaries can hardly be traced, owing to vast
and irregular barriers of ice that projects be.
youd. it and remders it inacessible. Therc is,
however, one exception to the usval outer
barrier in “ South Vietoria® land, where a deep
inlet was entered by Captain Sir John Ross in
1841, and he was enabled to advance up it
nearly eight hundred miles, or almost to the
eightieth parallel of south latitude, thus ar-
riving within a couple of hundred miles of the
nearest distance hitherto reached by explovers
towards the opposite or northern pole. = Hlse-
where, however, the ice is almost everywhere
not only compact, but forms so complete a bar-
rier as to shut out all access at latitudes cor-
responding to those which, in Burope, possess
inhabited towns and people in a high state of
civilisation. Thus, in South Georgia, an island
whose position in latitude about eorresponds
with that of the Tsle of Man and the adjacent
north coast of Ireland, Captain Cook describes
the head of the bay he visited as well as two

laces on each side to Lave been “terminated

y perpendicular ice cliffs of considerable height,
pieces of which were continually brenking off
and floating out fo sea. A great fall happened
while we were in the hay which made a noise
like a cannon. The wild rocks raised their
lofty summits till they were lost in the clouds,
and the valleys lay covered with everlastin
snow; not a tree was to be seen, nor a shrub.
even hig enough to make a toothpick.”

The Southern Ocean has generally been found
navigable with only occasional interruptioms.
from ice to about sixty-five degrees south lati-
tude (very near the antarchie circle), bub
thongh not yet traced throughout, continuous
and impassable ice seems to extend inan almost
unbroken line at this latitude, in a position




