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CHAPTER XLIII.

Wiy should T pause to ask how much of my
shrinking from Provis might be traced to Hs-
tella? Whyshould 1 loiter on my road, to com-
pare the state of mind in which I had tried to
rid myself of the stain of the prison before meet-
ing her at the coach-office, with the state of mind
inwhich T now reflected on the abyss between
Estella In her pride and beauty, and the re-
turned trausport whom I harboured P The road
would be none the smoother for it, the end
would be none the better for it, he would not
be helped, nor I extenuated.

A new fear had been engendered in my mind by
his narrative; or rather, his narrative had given
form and Burpose to the fear that was already
theve. If Compeyson were alive and should dis-
cover his return, 1 could hardly doubt the con-
sequence. That Compeyson stood in mortal fear
of him, neither of the two could know much
better than I; and that any such man as that
man had been described to be, would hesitate
to release himself for good from a dreaded
enemy by the safe means of becoming an in-
former, was scarcely to be imagined.

Never had I breathed, and never would I
breathe—or s0 I resolved—a word of Estella to
Provis. But, I said to Herbert that before I
could go abroad, I must see both Estella and
Miss Havisham, This was when we were left
alone on the night of the day when Provis told
us his story. T resolved to go out to Richmond
next day, and T went.

On my presenting myself at Mrs, Brandley’s,
Estella’s maid was called to tell me that Estella
had gone into the country. Where? To Satis
House, as usual. Not as usual, I said, for she
ha never yet gone there without me; when
was she coming back P There was an air of re-
servation in the answer which increased my per-

lexily, and the answer was, that her maid be-

Ficved she was only coming back at all for a liftle
while. I could make nothing of this, except
that it was weant that I should make nothing
of it, and I went home again in complete dis-
comfiture.

Another night-consultation with Herbert alter
Provis was gone home (I always took him home,
and always looked well about me), led us to the

conclusion that nothing should be said abous
going abroad until I came back frora Miss Havi.
sham’s. In the mean time, Herbert and I were
to consider separately what it would be best to
say; whether we should devise any pretence of
being afraid that he was under suspicious obser-
vation; or whether I, who had never yet been
abroad, should propose an expedition. We both
knew that T had but to propose anything, and
lie would consent. We agreed that his remain.
ing many days'in his present hazard was not to
be thought of.

Next day, I had the meanness to feign that I
was under a binding promise to go down to Joe;
but I was capable of almost any meanness towards
Joe or his name. Provis wastobe strictly careful
while I was gone, and Herbert was to take the
charge of him that Thad taken. I was to be absent
ouly onenight, and, on my return, the gratification
of his impatience for my starting as a gentleman
on a greater scale, was to be begun. It occurred
to me then, and as I afterwards found to Her-
bert also, that he might be best got away across
the water, on that pretence—as, to make pur-
chases, or the like.

Having thus cleared the way for my expedi-
tion to Miss Havisham’s, T set off by the early
morning coach before it was yet light, and was
out on the open country-road when the day came
creeping on, halting and whimpering and shiver-
ing, and wrapped 1n patches of cloud and rags
of mist, like a beggar, When we diove up to the
Blue Boar after a drizzly ride, whom should Isee
come oub under the gateway, toothpick in hand,
to look at the coach, but Bentley Drummle!

As he pretended not to see me, T pretended
not to see him. It was a very lame pretence
on hoth sides; the lamer, hecause we both went
into the coffee-room, where he had just finished
his breakfast and where I ordered mine. It was
poisonous to me to see him in the town, for I
very well knew why he had come there.

Pretending to read a simeary newspaper long
out of date, which had nothing half so legible
in its local news, as the foreign matter of coffee,
pickles, fish sances, pravy, melted butter,
and wine, with whichit was sprinkled all over,
as if it had taken the measles in s highly irre.
gular form, I sat at my table while he stood
Befors the fire. By degrees it became an enor-
mous injury to me that he stood before the fire,
and I got up, determined to have my share of it.

I had to put my hand behind his legs for the
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poker when I went up to the fireplace to stiv
the fire, but still pretended not to knoew. him.

“Ts this a cut P said Mr. Drummle.

“Oh!” sald T, poker in hand; “it’s you, is
it? How do you'do? Iwas wondering who it
wag, who kept the fire off.”

With that, T poked tremendously, and having
doue so, planted myself side by side with Mr.
ﬁrug.mﬂe, my shoulders squared and my back to

ie fire,

“You have just come down P’ said Mr.
Drummle, edging me a little away with his
shoulder.

“Yes,” said 1, edging Zim a little away with
my shoulder,

‘““Beastly place,” sald Drummle.—Your
part of the country, I think #”

“ Yes,” I assented. T am told it’s verylike
your Shropshire.”

“Not in the least like it,” said Drummle.

Here Mr. Drummle looked at his boots, and
T looked at mine, and then Mr. Drummle looked
al my boots, and I looked at his.

“ Have you been here long P T asked, deter-
mined not to yield an inch of the fire.

“Long enough to be tired of it,”” returned
Drummle, pretending to yawn, but equally de-
termined.

‘Do you stay here long ?’

“Can’t say,” answered Mt, Drummle.
you?”

“ Can’t say,” said I.

I felt here, througli a tingling in my blood,
that if Mr. Drummle’s shoulder had claimed
another hair’s breadth of room, I’ should have
jerked him into the window ; equally, that if my
own shoulder had urged a similar claim, M.
Drummle would have jerked me into the nearest
box., He whistled a litile. So did L.

“Large tract of marshes about here, I be-
lieve ¥ said Drummle.

“Yes. What of that?” sald I.

Mr. Drummle looked at me, and then at my
boots, and then said, “Oh!” and laughed.  ~

“Are you amused, Mr. Drummle #”

“No,” said lLe, “not particularly. I am
going out for a ride in the saddle. T mean to
explore those marshes for amusement. Out.of.
the-way villages tlere, they tell me. Curious
little public-houses — and smithies—and that.
Wailer 17

“Yes, siv.”

“Is that horse of mine ready

“Brought round to the door, sir.”

“I say. Look Lere, you sir. The lady won't
ride to-day ; the weather won’t do.”

“Very good, sir”

“And T don’t dine, because I'm going to dine

[ DO

" ab fhe ludy’s.”

“Very good, sir.”
Then Drummle glanced at me, with an in-

© solent triumph on Lis great-jowled face that cut

me to the heart, dull as he was, and so exas-

b peraied me, that I felt inclined to take him in
" myarms as the robberin the story-book is said to

have taken the old lady, and seat him on the fre.
One thing was manifest to both of us, and

that was that until relief came, neither of us
could relinguish the fire. There we stood, well
squared up belore -it, shoulder to shoulder, and
foot to foot; with our hands behind us, not
budging an inch. The horse was visible outside
in the drizzle at the door, my breakfast was put
on table, Drummle’s was cleared away, the
wailer invited me to begin, I nodded, we both
stood our ground.

¢ Have you been to the Grove since P said
Drummle.

“No,” said I, “I had quite enough of the
Finches the last time I was there.”

 Was that when we had a difference of opi-
nion #

“ Yes,” Iveplied, very shortly.

“ Come, come! They let you off easilyenough,”
sneered Drummle. ““ You shouldn’t have lost
your temper.”

« Mr. Drummle,” said I, * you ave not com-
petent to give advice on that subject. When T
lose my temper (not that'T admit baving done so
on that oceasion), L don’t throw glasses.”

1 do,” said Drummle.

After glancing at him once or twice in an in-
creased state of smouldering ferocity, I said:

“ Mr. Drummle, I did not seek this conver-
sation, and I don’t think it an agreeable one,”

“Tam sure it’s not,” said he, superciliously
over his shoulder; <“T don’t think anything about
it

« And therefore,” I went on, “with your
leave, T will suggest that we hold no kind of com-
munication in fature.”

¢ Quite my opinion,” said Drummle, *and
what I should have suggested myself, or done—
more likely—without suggesting: But don’t lose
yﬁur temper. Haven't you lost enough without
that ?”

“ What do you mean, siv?*

“ Wai-ter!” said Drummle, by way of an-
swering me,

The waiter reappeared.

« Look here, you sir. You quite understand
that the young lady don’t ride to-day, and that I
dine at the young lady’s £*

* Quite so, sir.” ,

When the waiter had felt my fast-cooling tea-
pot with the palm of his hand, and had looked
imploringly at me, and had gone out, Drummle,
careful not to move the shoulder next me, took
a cigar from his pocket and bit the end off, buf
showed no sign of stirring, Choking and boiling
as I was, I felt that we could not go a word fur-
ther, without introducing Estella’s name, which
T could not endure to hear him utter ; aud there-
forve I looked stonily at the opposite wall, as if
there were no one present, and forced myself to
silence. How long we might have remained in
this ridieulous position it is impossible to say,
but for the incursion of three thriving farmers—
laid on by the waiter, I think—who came into
the coffee-room unbuitoning their great-conts and
rubbing their hands, and. before whom, as they
charged at the five, we were obliged to give way.

T saw him through the window, scizing his
horse’s mane, and mounting in his blundering
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brutal manner, and sidling and backing away.
I thought he was gone, when he came back,
calling for a light for the cigarin his mouth,
which he had forgotten. A man in a dust-
coloured dress appeared with what was wanted—
I could not have said from where: whether
from the inn yard, or the streef, or where nof—
and as Druminlo leaned down from the saddle
and lighted his cigar and laughed, with a jerk of
his head towards the coffes-room windows, the
slouching shoulders- and ragged haiv of tlis
man, whose back was towards me, reminded me
of Orlick,

Too heavily.out of sorts to care much at the
time whether it were he or no, or after all to
touch the breakfast, I washed the weather and
the journey from my face and hands, and went
out to the memorable old house that it would
have been so mueh the better for me never.to
have entered, never to have seen.

CHAPTER XLIV.

Iy the room where the dressing-table stood
and wheve the wax candles burnt on the wall, I
found Miss Havisham and Estella; Miss Havi.
sham seated on a settee near the fire, and Estella
on a cushion ot her feet. Hstella was knitting,
and Miss Havishiam was looking on,  They both
raised their eyes as I went it, and both saw an
alteration in me. I derived thaf, from the look
they interchanged.

“And what wind,” said Miss Havisham,
“Dblows you here, Pip

Though she looked steadily at me, T saw that
ghe was rathev confused. Estella, pausing for a
moment in her knitiing with her eyes upon me,
and then going on, I fancied that I read in the
action of Der lngers, as plainly as if she had told
me in the dumb alphahet,. that she pereeived 1
Lad discovered my real benefactor.

“Miss Havisham,” said I, 1 went to Rich-
moud yosterday tospeak to Iistella ;, and ﬁndin%
that some wind had blown Zer here, I followed.”

Miss Havisham motioning to me for the third
or fowrth time to sit down, L took the chair by
the dressing-tuble which I had ofton seen ber
occupy.  With allthat vuin at my feob and about
me, it scemed a natwral place for me, {hat day.

“What 1 had to say to Estella, Miss Ha-
visham, T will say belore you, presently—in a
fow moments. It will nof surprise you, it will
not displease you. I am as unhappy as you can
ever have meant mo to he.”

Miss Havisham continued to look steadily af
me. I could see in the action of Hstellws
fingers as they worked, that she nttended to what
I suld; but she did not look up.

“1 have found out who my patronis. It is not
a fortunate discovery, and is not likely ever to en-
rich e in reputation, station, fortune, anything.
Thore are reasoss why I must sayno. more of
that. It is not my secret, but another’s.”

As T was silent for o while, looking. at Estella
and considering how to go on, Miss Havisham
repented, It i nol your scovet,. bub another’s.
Well 2

“ When you frst caused me to be brought

here, Miss Havisham; when I belonged to
the village over yonder that I wish I had
never left; T suppose I did really come lere,
as any other chance boy might bave come—as
2 kind of servant, to gratify a want or a.whim,
and to be paid for it ¥

“Ay, Pip,” veplied Miss Havisham, steadily
nodding her head; “you did.”

“ And that Mr. Jaggers——>

¢ Mr. Jaggers,” said Miss Havisham, takin
me up ina frm tone, “had nothing to do wit
it, and knew nothing of it. His being my
lawyer, and his being the lawyer of your patron,
is & concidence. He holds the same relation
towards numbers of people, and it might easily
avise. Be thab as it may, it did arise, and was
not brought about by any one.”

Any one might have seen in her haggard face
that there was no suppression or evasion so far.

“ But when I fell into the mistake I have so
lon ,Iremained In, at least you led me on?”’
said I,

“Yes,” she returned, again nodding steadily,
“I let you goon”

“'Was that kind 8

“ Who am L* cried Miss Havisham, striking
her stick upon the floor and. flashing into wrath
so suddenly that Estella glanced up at her in
surprise, ‘who sm I, for God’s sake, that I
should be kind I

Tt was o weak complaint to have made, and I
had not meant to make it. I told Ler so, as she
gat brooding after this outburst.

«Well, well, well1” she said. * What else £

«T was liberally paid for my old attendance
here,” said I, to soothe her, “1n being appren-
ticed, and I have asked these guestions only for
my own information. What follows has another
(md I liope more disinterested) purpose. In
Lomouring. my mistake, Miss Havisham, you
punished — practised on —perhaps you will
supply whatever texm expresses your intention,.
without offense—your sel{-seeking relations

« T did,” sald she.  Why, Lhey would have
itso! So would you. What has been my
history, that I should be ab the pains of en-
treating either them, or you, nof to have it
so! Youmade your own snares. Inever made

them,” .

Waiting until she was quict agnin—for this,
too, flashed out of her in o wild and sudden
way—I wenf on.

1 have been thrown among one family of
your relations, Miss Havisham, and. liave been
constantly among them since T went to London.
I know them to have been 8s honestly under my
delusion as T myself. And I should be fulse and
base if I did not tell you, whether it is ac-
ceptable fo-you or no, and whether you are
inclined to give credence to it or no, that you
deeply wrong both Mr. Matthew Docket and
his son Ilewbert, if you. suppose them fo be
otherwise than generous, upright, open; aund
incapable of anything designing or mean.”

“Phey are your friends” said Miss Ha-
visham.

« Thoy made themselves my friends,” sald I,
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““when they supposed me to have superseded

them; and when Sarah Pocket, Miss Georgiana,
and Mistress Camilla, were not my friends, I
think.”

This contrasting of them with the rest seemed,
I was glad to see, to do them good with her.
She locked at me keenly {or a liftle while, and
then said quietly:

“ What do you want for them

“ QOnly,” smd I, “that you would not con-
found them with the others. They may be of
the same blood, but, believe me, they are not of
the same nature.”

Still looking at me keenly, Miss Havisham re-
peated :

“What do you waut for them .

«“T am not so cunning, you see,” I said, in
answer, conscious that I reddened a little, “ as
that I could hide from you, even if I desired,
that I do want something. Miss Havisham,
if you would spare the money to do my friend
Herbert a lasting service in life, bat which
from the nature of the case must be done with-
out his knowledge, I could show you how.”

“ Why must it be done without his know-
ledge P’ she asked, settling her hands upon her
stick, that she might regard me the more atten-
tively.

 Because,” said I, “I hegan the service my-
self more than two years ago, without his know-
ledge, and T dow’t want to be betrayed. Why I
foil in my ability to finish it, I cannot explain.
It is a part of the secret which is another person’s
and not mine.”

She gradually withdrew her eyes from me,
and turned them onthe fire. After watching it
for what appeared in the silence and by the light
of the slowly wasting candles to be a long
time, she was roused by the collapse of
some of the red coals, and looked towards me
again—at first vacantly—then with a gradu-
ally concentrating attention, All this time,
Estella knitted on. When Miss Havisham had
fixed her attention on me, she said, speaking as
if there had been no lapse in our dialogue :

“ What else P

* Estella,” said I, turning to her now, and
trying to command my frembling voice, *“you
know I love you. You know that I have loved
you long and dearly.”

She raised her eyes to my face, on being thus
addressed, and her fingers plied their work, and
she looked at me with an unmoved countenance.
I saw that Miss Havisham glanced from me to
her, and from her to me.

I should have said this sooner, but for my
long mistake. It induced me to hope that Miss
Havisham meaut us for one another.  While I
thought you could not help yourself, as it were,
Irefrained from saying it. ‘But I must say it
now.”

Preserving her unmoved countenance, and
futlé her fingers still going, Estella shook her
head.

“T know,” said T, in answer to that setion ;
“Iknow. Ihave no hope that T shall ever call
you mine, Estella, I am ignorant what may be-

come of me very soon, how poor I may be, or
where I may go. Still, T léve you. Ihave loved
you ever since L first saw you in this house,”

Looking at me perfectly wnmoved and with
her fingers busy, sle shook her head again,

It would have been eruelin Miss Havisham,
horribly oruel, to practise on the susceptibility of
a poor boy, and to torture me through all these
years with a vain hope and an idle pursuit, if she
had reflected on the gravity of what she did.
But I think she did not. I think that in the
endurance of her ownsuffering, she forgot mine,
Estella.”

I saw Miss Havisham put her hand to her
Leart and hold it there, as she sat looking by
turns at Estella and at me.

“Tt seems,’” said Estella, very calmly,  that
there are sentiments, fancies—1I don’t know how
to call them—which T am not able to compre.
hend. When you say you love me, I know what

ou mean, as & form of words; but nothing more.

ou address nothing in my breast, you touch
nothing there. I don’t care for what you sayat
all. I have tried to warn you of this ; now, have
T not ?*

I said in a miserable manner, *“Yes.”

“Yes. But you would not be warned, for
yougthought I dide’t mean it. Now, did you
not ¥

“1 thought and hoped you could not mean it.
You, so young, untried, and beautiful, Estella!
Surely it is not in Nature.”

“1t is in my nature,” she returned. And then
she added, with a stress upon the words, “It is
in the nature formed within me. I make a
great difference between youand all other people
when I say so much. I can do no more.”

“Ts it not true,” said I, “that Bentley
Drummle is in town here, and pursuing you

“It is quite true,” she replied, rcflerring
to him with the indifference of utter contempt.

¢ That you encourage him, and ride out with
him, and that Lie dines with you this very day 2"

She seemed a litile surprised that I should
know it, but again replied, * Quite true.”

“ You cannot love him, Estella !

Her fingers stopped for the first time, as she
retorted rather angrily, * Whathave I told you ?
Do you still think, in spite of if, that I do not
mean what I say P

“ You would never marry him, Estella P?

She looked towards Miss Havisham, and con-
sidered for a moment with her work in her
hands. Then she said, “Why not tell you the
truth? I am going to be married to him.”

I dropped my face into my hands, hut was
able to control myself better than I could have
expeoted, considering what a%‘c;ny it gave me to
hear her say those words. When I raised my
face again, there was such a ghastly look upon
Miss Havisham’s, that it impressed me, even in
my passionate hurry and grief.

“stella, dearest dearest Estella, do not let
Miss Havisham lead you into this fatal step.
Put me aside for ever——you have done so, I well
know—hut hestow yourself on some worthier
person than Drummle. Miss Havisham gives
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ou to him, as the greatest slight and injury
that could be done to the many far hetter men

who admire you, and to the few who truly love,

ou. Among those few, there may be one who
oves you even as dearly, though he has not
loved you as long, as I, Take him, and I can
bear it better, for your sake!”

My earnestness awoke a wonder in her that
seemed as if it would have been touched with
compassion, if she could have rendered me at all
intelligible to her own mind.

«“I am going,” she said again, in a gentler
voice, “to be married to him. ~The preparations
for my marriage are making, and I shall be mar-
ried soon. Why do you injuriously introduce
the name of my mother by adoption? It is
my own act.”

“Your own act, Estella, to fling yourself
away upon a brate ?”

“QOn whom should I fling myself away ?”
she retorted, with a smile.  “Should I fling my-
self away upon the man who would the soonest
feel (if people do feel such things) that I took
nothing to him? There! Itisdone. I shall
do well enough, and so will my hushand. As to
leading me into what you call this fatal step,
Miss Havisham would have had me wait, and
not marry yet; but I am tired of the life T
have led, which las very few charms for me,
and I am willing enough to change it. Say no
more. We shall never understand each other.”

“Such a mean brute, such a stupid brute !”
T urged in despair.

“Don’t he afrald of my being a blessing to
him,” said Estella; 1 shall not be that. Come!
Here is my hand. Do we purt on this, you
visionary boy——or man P’

QO Xstella!” T answered, as my hitter tears
fell fast on her hand, do what I would to restrain.
them; “even if I remained in England and
could hold my head up with the rest, how could
I see you Drummle’s wife!”

“ Nonseuse,”” she returned, “nonsense. This
will pass in no time.”

* Never, Estella!”

“You will get me out of your thoughts in a
week.”

“Qut of my thoughts! You are part of my
existence, IEm-t of myself. You have been in
every line T have ever read since I first came
here, the rough common boy whose poor heart
you wounded oven then. You have been in
every prospeet I have ever scen since—on the
river, on the sails of the ships, on the marshes,
in the clouds, in the light, in the darkness, in
the wind, in the woods, in the sea, in the
streets. You have been the embodiment of every
graceful fancy that my mind has ever hecome
acquainted with, The stones of which the
strongest London buildings are made, are not
more real, or more impossible to be displaced by
frour hands, than your presence and influence
have been to me, there and everywhere, and will
be. Estella, to the last hour of my lile, you
cannot choose but remain part of my character,
part of the little good in me, part of the evil.

ut, in this separalion I associate you only with

the good, and I will faithfully hold you to that
always, for you must have done me far more
good than harm, let me feel now what sharp dis-
tress I may. O God bless you, God forgive you!*

Tn what ecstasy of unhappiness I got these
broken words out of myself, 1 don’t know., The
thapsody welled up within me, like blood from
an inward wound, and gushed out. I held her
hand to my lips some lingering moments, and so
Tleft her. But ever nfterwurgs, I remembered—
and soon afterwards with stronger reason—that
while Estella looked at me merely with incre-
dulous wonder, the spectral Bgure of Miss Flavi-
sham, her hand still covering her heart, seemed all
resolved into a ghastly stare of pity and remorse.

All done, all gone! So much was done and
gone, that when I went out af the gate, the light
of the day seemed of a darker colour than
when I went in. For a while, I hid myself
among some lanes and by-paths, and then struck
off to walk all the way to London. For, 1
had by that time come to myself so far, as to
consider that I could not go back to the inn
and see Drummle there; that I could not bear
to sit upon the coach and be spoken to; that
I could do nothing half so good for myself as
tire myself out.

It was past midnight when I crossed Lon-
don Bridge. Pursuing the narrow intricacies
of the streets which at that time tended west-
ward near the Middlesex shore of the river,
my:readiest access to the Temple was close by
the river-side, through Whitefriars. T was not
expected till to-morrow, but I had my keys,
and, if Herbert were gone to bed, could get to
bed myself without disturbing him. .

As 1t seldom happened that I came in at that
Whitefriars gate after the Temple was closed,
and as I was very muddy and weary, 1 did not
take it ill that the night-porter examined me with
much attention as he held the gate a little way
open for me to pass in. To help his memory,
I mentioned my name.

“ 1 was not quite sure, sir, but I thonght so.

| Here's a note, sir. Themessenger that brought

it, said would you be so good as read it by my
lantern.”

Much surprised by the request, I took the
note. It was directed to Philip Pip, Esquive,
and on the top of the superseription were the
words, “PLeASE READ 1is, HERE.” I opened
it, the watchman Lolding up his light, and read
inside, in Wemmick’s writing :

“Don’r 6o moME,”

AFIER THE LEBANON MASSACRES.
I Toox my departure from Beyrout last
summer, for the purpose of spending a cou;l)le
of days with the hospitable owner of ihe silk-
reeling factory of Fin-Hamade, situated in one
of the most beantiful valleys of the Lebanon.
Although only two months Lad elapsed since
the fearful massacres by the Druses, which so
horrified Burope, and although no native Chujs-
tian would have dared to go alone to any district
in Lebanon where the Druses abound, a French
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