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CHAPTER LVIL

Now that T was left wholly to myself, I gave
notice of my intention to quit the chambers
in the Temple as soon as my tenancy could
legally determing, and in the mean while to
underlet them, Af once I put bills up in the
windows; for, I was in debt, and had scarcel
any money, and began to be seriously alarme
by the state of my affairs. T ought rather to
write that I should have been alarmed if I had
had energy and concentration enough to hel
me to the clear perception of any truth beyon
the fact that T was falling very ill.  The late
stress upon me had enabled me to pub off illness,
but not to put it away; I knew that it was
coming on me now, and I knew very little elsc,
and was even carcless as to that,

Tor o day or two, 1lay on the sofs, or on the
floor—anywhere, according as I happened to
sink down~with a heavy head and aching
limbs, and no purpose, and no power. Then
there came, one might which appeared of great
duration, and which tcemed with anxiety and
horrory and when, in the morning, I tred to
sit up in my bed and think of it, T found I
could not; do so. ‘

Whether I really had been down in Garden-
coutt in the dead of the night, groping about
for the hoat that I supposed to be there;
whether I had two or three times come to
mysell on the staircase with greaf terror, not
knowing how I had gol out of bed; whether I
had found myself lighting the lamp, possessed by
tho idea that ho was coming up the stairs, and
that the lights were blown out; whether I had
been inexpressibly harassed by the distracled
talking, laughing, and groaning, of some one,
and had halt suspeeted those sounds to be of
my own making ; whether there had heen a
closed fvon furnace in a davk corner of the roorm,
and o voice had called out over and over again
thut Miss Havisham was consuming within it ;
these were things that T tried to setile witl
mysell and get into some order, as I lay that
morning on my bed, Bus, the vapour of a lime.
kiln would come between me and them, disorder-
ing them all, and it was through ilic vapour
at last that X saw two men looking ab me,

“ What do you want ?” I asked, starting ; < I
don't know you.”

“ Well, sir,” returned one of them, bending
down and touching me on the shoulder, * this
is o matter that you'll soon arrange, I dare say,
but yow're arrested.”

“ What is the debt P

_“ Hundred and twenty-three pound, ffteen,
six. Jeweller’s account, I think.”

 What is to be done §”

“ You had better come to my house,” said
the man, I keep a very nice house.”

I made some attempt to get up and dress my-
self. When I next attended to them, they
were standing o little off from the bed, looking
ab me, Istill lay thers.

“ Youseemy state,” said I * I would come
wilh you if I could; but indeed I am quite un-
able. If you take me from hers, I think I shall
dic by the way.”

Perhaps they replied, or svgued the point,
or tricd to encourage me to believe that T was
bettor than I thought. Forasmuch as they hang
in my memory by only this one slender thread,
T dow’t know what they did, except that they
forbore to remove me. ‘ :

That I had o fever and was avoided, that T
suffered greatly, that I often lost my reason,
that the time seemed interminable, that I con.
founded impossible existences with my own
identity ; that I was a brick in the house-wall,
and yet enfreating to be released from the giddy
place where the builders had set me; that T
was a steel beam of 8 vast engine, closhing and
whitling over a gulf, and yet that I implored in
my own person to have the engine stopped,and m
part in it hammered off ;_that T passed throug
these phases of disease, I know of my own re-
membrance, and did in some sort know af the
time. That I sometimes struggled with real
people, in the belief that they were murderers,
and that T would all at once comprehend that
they meant to do me good, and would then sink
cshausted in their avms, and suffer them to lay
me down, I also knew at the time. But, above
all, T knew thub there was a constant tendency
in all these people—who, when I'was very ill,
would present all kinds of extraordinary trans-
formations of the human face, and would be
much dilated in size—above all, I say, I knew
that there was an extraordinary tendeney in all
thesa people, sooner or later to settle down inta
the likeness of Joe.

Yok V.
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After I had turned the worst point of my ill-
pess, I began to.notice that while all its other

features changed, this one-consistent feature did,

not change. Whosoever came about me, still
settled down into Joe. I opened my eyes in
the night, and I saw in the great chair: at the
bedside, Joe. I opened my eyes in the day, and,
sitting on the window-seat, smoking Lis pipe in
the shaded open window, still I saw Joe.

asked for cooling drvink, and the dear'hand that
gave it me was Joe’s. Isank back on my pillow
after drinking, and the face that looked so hope-
fully and tenderly upon me was the face of Joe.

At last, one day, I took courage, and said,
“ Is it Joe ¥

And the dear old home-voice answered,
“ Which it air, old chap.”

. “ 0O Joe, you break my heart! ook angry
st me, Joe. Strike me, Joe. Tell me of my
ingratitude. Don’t be o goed to me!”

Cji‘or, Joe had actually laid his- head down on
the pillow ab my side and put his arm round my
neck, in his joy that I knew him,

“ Whieh dear old Pip, old- chap,” said Joe,
“you and me was ever friends. And when
yowre well enough to go.out for a ride~—what
laxks 17

After which, Joe withdrew to.the window, and
stood with his back towards me, wiping his eyes.
And as my extreme weakness prevented me from
getting up and going to him, I lay there, peni-

. fently whispering, “ O God bless him! O God
bless this gentle Christian man I”

Joe’s eyes were red when I next found him.

. beside me; but, I was holding his hand, and we
both felt-happy.
* How long, dear Joe P

your illness lasted, dear old chap P
“Yes, Joe.”
. ““Tt's the end of May, Pip. To-morrow isihe
. first of June.”
7 “ pAnd have you been here all the time, dear
og P’

“Pretty nigh, old chap, Tor; as I says to
Biddy when the news of your being ill were
brought by letter, which it were brought by the
t post and being formerly single he is now mar-
ried thongh wunderpaid for a. deal of walking
and shoe-lealher, buf wealth were not a object on
his part, and marviage were the great wish of
his har—->

“ It is sor delightful to licar you, Joe! But I
interrupt you in what yowsaid to Biddy.”

“Which it. were,” said Joe, “that how: you
might be amongst sirangers, and that how you
. and me having been ever friends, a wisit at such

: & moment might not prove unaceeptabobble. And-

Biddy, her word were, ¢Go to him, without loss.
of time.” That,” said Joe, summing:up with his
judicial air, * were the wordiof Biddy, ©Go
« %o him,’ Biddy say, ‘ without loss. of time.’ In
i short, T. showldn’t greatly deceive youw’' Joe
added; after- little: grave reflection, “if Iirepre-.
: senfed to. you that the word of that young
:zyomg.?, wore, ¢without a minute’s loss. ofs
- time,

:

“ Which you meantersay, Pip, how long have:

Tlhere Joe cut himself short, and informed me
that I was to be talked to in great moderation,
and. that I was to take a little nourishment af
stated frequent times, whether I felt inclined
for it or not, and that I was to submit myself to
all his orders. So, I kissed his hand, and lay
quiet, wlile he proceeded to indite a note to
Biddy, with my love in it.

Evidently, Biddy had taught Joe to write,
As T lay in bed looking at him, it made me, in
my weak state, cry agaln with pleasure to ses
the pride with which he set about his letter,
My Eedstead, divested of its curtains, had been
removed, with me upon it, into the sitting-room,
as the airiest and largest, and the carpet had
been taken away, and the room kept always
fresh and wholesome night and day. At my
own writing-table, pushed into a corner and
cumbered with little bottles, Joe now sat down
to his great work : first choosing a pen from the
pen-tray as if it were a chest of large tools, and
tucking up his sleeves as if he were going to
wield a erowbar or sledge-hammer, "It was
necessary for Joe to hold on heavily to the
table with his left elbow, and to get his right
leg well out behind him, before he could begin,
and when he did begiu, Le made every down.
stroke so slowly that it might have been six
feet long, while at every up-stroke Lcould hear
his pen spluttering cxlensively. Ile had a
curious idea that thie inkstand was on the side
of himwhere it was-not, and constantly dipped
his: pen. into space, and seemed quite satislied
with theresult, Qceasionally, he was tripped up
by some orthographical sbumbling-block, but on
the whole he got on very well indeed, and when
he had sirrnegl lis name, and bhad removed a
finishing “lot from the paper to thecrown of his
head with his two forefingers, he got up and
hovered about the table, trying the cilcet of his
performance from various poiuts of view as. it
lay there, with unbounded satisfaction,

Nt to make Joe uneasy by talking {00 much,
even if T had been able to lalk much, I deferred
asking him about Miss Havisham until next
day. He shook his head when Ithen asked him
if she lad recovered.

“Ts she deady.Joe?”

“Why you see, old chap,” sald Joe, ina tone
of remonstrance, and by way of geiting at it by
degrees, “I wouldn’t go so far as to say that,
for that's a.deal to say; but she ain’t—-"

“Living, Joe §*

“That's nigher where it Is;” said Joc; “she
ain’t living.”

“Did she linger long, Joe f”

« Arter you was took ill, pretly much about
what' you might call (if: you was pub to it) a
week,” said Joe; still determined, on my ae-
count, to come at everything by degrees. .

“Dear Joe, have you Leard what. becomes - of
her preparty ?”

“'Well, old chap,” said Jos, ““if.do appear
that! she . had settled the most of if, which I
meantersay tied it up, on Miss Bstella. But she
had wrote oub a little coddleshell in her own |
hand a dayor:two afore the accident; léaving a
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ool four thousand to Mr. Matthew Pocket, And
why, do you suppose, above all things, Pip, she
left that cool four thousand unto him?  Be-
cause of Pip’s ascount of him the said Matthew.’
I am told by Biddy, that airthe writing,” said
Joe, repeating the legal turn as if it did lLim
infinite good, °“-account of him the said
Matthew.” And'a cool four thousand, Pip!”

I never discovered from whom Joe derived
the conventional temperature of the four thou-
sand pounds, but it appeared to make the sum
of money more to him, and he had a manifest
relish in insisting on its being cool.

This account gave me greatjoy, as it perfected
the only good thing I had done. I asked Joe
whether he had heard if any of the other rela-
tions had any legacies P

“ Miss Sarah,> said Joe, *“she have twenty-five
pound perannium fur to buy pills, on account
of being bilious. Miss Georgiana, she have
twenty pound. down.  Mrs——what's the
name of them wild beasts with humps, old
chap P

“Camels P said I, wondering ' why he counld

- possibly want to know.

Joe nodded. ““Mrs. Camels;” by which I

‘ Eresently understood lLe meant Camilla, *she

ave five pound fur to buyrushlights to put her

. inspirits when she wake up inthe might.”

The accuracy of these recitals was suffi-

* ciently obvious to me, to give me great confi-

dence in Joe’s information. *And mow,” said
Joe, “you ain't that strong yet, old chap, that
you ean take in more nor one additional shovel
full to-day, Old Orlick he’s been a bustin’ open
a dwelling-ouse.”

“ Whose ?’ said L.

“Not, I grant you, but what his mamners is
given to blusterous,” said Joe, apologetically;
“gtill, a Bngliskman’s. ouse is his Castle, and
castles must not he busted *cept” when done in

- war time:. And wotsume’ér the failings on his

part, he were a corn and seedsman in his

" hart.”?

“Ts it Pumblechook’s house that has been
broken into, then #*
« That’s it, Pip,” sald Joe; *“and they took

" his till, and they took his cash-box, and they

drinked lhis wine, and they partook of his

" witiles, and they slapped his face, and they

Eulled his nose, and they tied him up to his
edpust, and they giv’ him- a dozen, and they
stuffed his mouth full of flowering annuals to
prewent his -crying out: But he knowed Orlick,
and Otlick?s in the county jail.’

By these ‘approaches, we arrived. af unve-
stricted conversation’ I was slow to gain
strength, but It did slowly and surely become
less weak, and Joe stayed with me, and I fan

+ cied I was liftle Pip again

Tor, the tenderness of Joe: was so heauntifully
proportioned to my need, that X' was like-a-child
in his hands, He would sit and talk to me in
the old confidence, and with the old simplicity,
and in the old umassertive protecting wey, so
that I would half believe that all my life

' since the days-of the old kitchen was one of the

mental troubles of the fever that was gone. He
did everything for me exeept the household
work, for which he had engaged a very
decent woman, after paying off the laundress
on his first awival. " “Which I do assure
you, Pip,” he would often say, in explana-
tion of that liberty; “I found her a tapping
the spare bed, like a cask of beer, and drawin
off the feathers in'a bucket, for sale. Whic
she would have tapped yourn next and draw’d it
off with you a laying on it, and was then a car-
rying away the coals gradiwally in the soup-
tureen and wegetable-dishes, andy the wine and
spirits in your Wellington hoots.”

We looked forward to the day when I should
go out for a ride, as we had once looked for-
ward to the day of my apprenticeship. And
when the day came, and an open cariage was
got into the Lane, Joe wrapped me up, took me
in his arms, carried me down to if, and put me
in, as if T were still the small helpless eveature to
whom lie had so abundantly given of the wealth
of his great nature.

And Joo got in beside me, and we drove away
together into the country, where the rich sum-
mer growth was already on the trees and on the
grass, and sweet summer-seents filled all the air,
The day bLappened to be'Sunday, and, when I
looked on the loveliness around me, and thought
how it had grown and changed, and how the
little wild. flowers had been forming, and the
voices of the birds had been strengthening, by
day and by night, under the sun and under the
stars, while poor I lay burning and tossing onmy
bed, the mere remembrance of having burned and
tossed there, came like a check upon my peace.
But, when I heard the Sunday bells, and looked
around a little move upon the outspread beauty,
I felt: that I was not nearly thankful enough——
that I'was too weak yet, to be even that—and L
laid my head on Joe’s shoulder, as I'had laid it
loug ago when He had taken me to the Fair or
where not, and it was too muck for my young
senses.

More composure came to me after a while,
and ‘we talked as we used to-talk, lying on the
grass ab the old Battery: There was no change
whatever in Joe.  Exactly what he had been in
my eyes-then, he was in my eyes still; just as
six%iy faithful, and as simply right.

hen we got back again' and he liffed me
out, and carried me—so easily—across the court
and'up the stairs, I thought of that eventful
Christmas Day when he had carried me over tha
marshes. We had not yet made any- allusion
to my change of fortune, nor did I know how
much of my late history he was acquainted
with, I was so doubtfal'of myself now, and
put so much trust in him, that I could not
satisly myself ‘whether. I' ought to refer to it
when he did not. ) .

# Haye you: heard, Joe,” I'asked him that
evening, upon further' consideration, as he
smoked his pipe at thewindow, ©who my pa-
tron was 2%

«T' heerd,” returned Joe, “as it were not
Miss  Havisham, old chap.”
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“*Did you hear who it was, Joe P

“Well! 1 heerd as it were a person what
sent the person what giv’ you the bank-notes at
the Jolly Bargemen, 1§ip ¢

““So 1t was.”

¢ Astonishing ! said Joe, in the placidest
way,

“Did you hear that he was dead, Joe?” 1
presently asked, with increasing difidence.

“Which? Him as sent the bank-notes,

13 Yes.,’

#T think,” said Joe, after meditating a long
tinme, and looking rather evasively at the window-
seat, “as I Jid hear tell that how he were some-
thing or ancther in a general way in that direc-
tion.”

* Did you hear anything of his circumstances,
Joe?”

Not partickler, Pip.”

“If vou would like to hear, Joe——* I was
be}giumng, when Joe got up and came to my
sofa,

“Lookee here, old chap,” said Joe, bending
over me. “ Ever the best of friends; ain’t us,
Pip p¥

was ashamed o answer him,

“Wery good, then,’” said Joe, as if T Zad
answered ; “that’s allright ; that’s agreed upon.
Then why go into subjects, old ciap, which
as hetwixt two sech must be for ever onneces-
sm?'P There’s subjects enough as betwixt two
sech, without onmecessary ones. Liord! To
think of your poor sister and her Rampages!
And dow’t you remember Tickler P’

“T do indeed, Joe.”

“ Lookee here, old chap,” said Joe. T done
what I could tokeep you'and Tickler in sunders,
but my power were not always fully equal to
my inclinations. For when your poor sister had
a mind to drep into you, it were not so much,”
said Joe, in his favourite argumentative way,
“ that she dropped into mo too, if I put mysell

- in opposition to' her, but that she dropped into

you always heavier for it. T noticed that. It
ain’t a grab at a man’s whisker, nor yet o shake
or two of a man (to which your sister was quite
yreloome), that *ud put a man off from getting a
little child out of punishment. But when that
little child is dropped into, heavier, for that grab
of whisker or shaking, then that man naterally
up and says to himself, * Where is the good as
you are a doing P T grant you I see the *arm,’
says the man, “but I gon’t see the good. I call
upon you, sir, theerfore, to pint out the good.” ”

“ The man says £ I ohserved, as Joe waited
for me to speak.

“The man says,” Joe assented. “Is heright,
that man £

“Dear Joe, he is always right.”

“Well, old chap,” said Joe, *“then abide by
your words. If he’s always right (which in
general he’s more likely wrong), he's right when
ﬁ_e snys this :—8upposing ever you kep any
little matter to yourself when you was & little
child, you kep it mostly because you know’d
as J. Gargery’s power to part you and Tickler in

sunders, were not [ully equal to his inclinations.
Theerfore, think no more of it as betwixt two
sech, and do not let us pass remarks upon
onnecessary subjects. Biddy giv’ herself a deal
o’ trouble with me afore I left (for T am most
awful qull), as T should view it in this light,
and, viewing it in this light, as I shouldser
put it. Both of which,” saig Jos, quite charmed
with bis Jogical arrangement,  being done, now
this to you a true friend, say. Namely. You
mustn’t go a over-doing on if, but you must
have your supper and your wine-and-water, and
you must be put betwixt the sheets.”

The delicacy with which Joe dismissed this
theme, and the sweet tact and kindness with
which Biddy—who with her woman’s wit had
found me out so soon—had prepared him for it,
made a deep impression on my mind. But
whether Joe knew how poor I was, and howmy
great expectations had all dissolved, like our
own marsh mists before the sun, T could not
understand.

Another thing in Joe that I could not under-
stand when it first began to develop itself, but
which I soon arrived at a sorrowful comprehen-
sion of, was this : As I hecame stronger and
better, Joe became a little less easy with me.
In my weakness and entire dependence on him,
the dear fellow had fallen into the old tone, and
called me by the old names, the dear ““ old Pip,
old chap,” that now were music in my ears, I
too had follen iuto the old ways, only happy and
thankful that he let me. But, imperceptibly,
though I held by them fast, Joe’s hold upon
them beganto slac%cen; and whereas I wondered
at this, at first, I soon began to understand that
the cause of it was in me, and that the fault of
it was all mine,

Ah! Had I given Joe no reason to doubt
my constancy, and to think that in prosperity I
should grow cold to him and cast him off ? Had
I given Joe’s iunocent heart no cause to feel in-
stinetively that as I got stronger, his hold upon
me would be weaker, and that he had better
loosen it in time and let me go, hefore I plucked
myself away ?

It was on the third or fourth occasion of my
going out walking in the Temple Gurdens lean-
ing on Joe’s arm, that I saw this change in him
very plainly. We had been sitting in the bright
warm sunlight,looking at the river, and I chanced
to say as we got up:

“ See, Joe [ I can walk clluite strongly. Now,
you shall see me walk back by myself.”

“ Which do not over-do it, Pip,” said Joe;
“Dbut I shall be happy for to sceyou able, siv.”

The last word grated on me; yet how could
Iremonstrate! I walked no further than the
gate of the gardens, and then pretended to be
weaker than T was, and asked Joe for his arm.
Joe gave it me, but was thoughtful,

I, for my part, was thoughtful too; for, how
hest to check this growing change in Joe, was a
great perplexity to my remorseful thoughis.
That I'was ashamed to tell him exactly how I
was placed, ahd what I had come down to, I do
not seek to conceal; but, I hope my reluctunce
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was not quite an unworthy one, He would
want to help me out of his little savings, I
knew, and I knew that he ought not to help
me, and that I must not suffer him to do if.

It was a thoughtful evening with both of us,
But, before we went to bed, I hadresolved that I
would wait over to-morrow, to.morrow being
Sunday, and would begin my new course with
the new week. On Monday morning I would
speak to Joe about this change, I would la
aside this last vestige of reserve, T would tell
him what I had in my thoughts (that Secondly,
not yet arrived af), and why I had not decided
to go out to Herbert, and then the change
would be conquered for ever. As I ocleared,
Joe cleared, and it seemed as though he had
sympathetically arrived at a resolution too.

e had a quiet day on the Sunday, and we
rode out into the country, and then walked in
the ficlds.

“‘;I feel thankful that I have heen ill, Joe,” I
said.

“ Dear old Pip, old chap, you're a’most come
round, six.”

¢ Tt has been a memorable time for me, Joe.”

“ Likeways for myself, sir,” Joe returned.

% We have had a time together, Joe, that I
can never forget, There wers days once, I
know, that T did for a while forget ; but I never
shall forget these.”

“Pip,” said Joe,” appearing a little hurried
and troubled, ““there has been larks. And, dear
sir, what have been betwixt ns—have been.”

At night, when I had gonc to bed, Joe came
into my roow, as he had done all through my re-
covery. e asked me if I felt sure that I was
as well as in the movning?

“Yes, dear Joe, guite.”

, “ A??d are always a getting stronger, old
chap

“pYes, dear Joe, steadily.”

Joe paited tho coverlet on my shoulder with
his greab good hand, and said, in what I thought
a husky voiee, * Good night I

When I got up in the morning, refreshed and
stronger yet, I was full of my resolution to tell
Joe all, without delay. I-would tell him before
hrenkfast. T would dress ab once and go to his
room and surprise bim ; for, it was the first day
T had been up early. I wenb to his room, and
Tic was not there. Not ounly was he not there,
bub Lis box was gone,

I hurried then to the breakfast-lable, and on
it found a letter. These were its brief contents.

# Not wishful to intrude I have departured fur
you are well again dear Pip and will do better with-
out i Jo,
“P.S. Lver the best of friends:”

Tnclosed in the letter, was a receipt for the
debt and costs on which I had been arrested,
Down to that moment I had vainly supposed
that my creditor had withdrawn or suspended
proceedings until I sbould be quite recovered.
I had never dreamed of Joe’s having paid the
money ; but, Joe kad paid it, and the receipt was
in his name.

‘What remained for me now, but to follow

him to the dear old forge, and there to have
out my diselosure to him, and my penitent re-.
monstrance with him, and there to relieve my
mind and heart of that reserved Secondly, which
had began as a vague something lingering in my
thougphts, and had formed into a settled pur-
pose !

The purpose was, that I would go to Biddy,
that I would show her how humbled and re-
%entant I came back, that I would tell her how

had lost all I once hoped for, that I would
remind her of our old conlidences in my first un-
happy time. Then, I would say 1o Ler, « Biddy,
I think you once liked me very well, when my
errant heart, even while it strayed away from
you, was_quieter snd better with you than it
ever has beeu sinee, If you cau ltke me only
half as well once more, if you can take me with
all my fanlts and disappontments on my head,
if you can receive me like a forgiven child (and
indeed I am as sorry, Biddy, and have as much
need of a hushing voice and & soothing hand),
T hope I am a litﬁe worthier of you than I was
—not much, but a lttle. And, Biddy, it shall
rest with you to say whether I shall work at
the forge with Joe, or whether I shall fry for
any different ocoupation down in this country,
or whether we shall go away to a distant place
where an opportunity awaits me, which T set ‘aside
when it was offered, until I knew your answer.
And now, dear Biddy, if you can tell me that
you will go through the world with me, you will
surely make it a better world for me, and me a
better man for it, and I will try hard to make it
2 better world for you.”

Such was my purpose. After three days more
of recovery, T went down 1o the old place, to
put it in execution ; and how I spedin it, is all
1 have left to tell.
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CHAPTER I
Ir the ghost of Dr. Johmson had not been
so extremely hard worked of late years, it
would be a pleasure to eall it up (of course in

connexion with the ghost of Mr. Boswell), in
order to get a satisfactory definition of a main
sewer ; but inasmuch as we cannot avail ourselves
of the doctor’s defining wisdom, we must seramble
through the entrance to our subject as we best
can, and state, with no dogmatic precision, that
main sewers are only propeﬁy 50 called when the
fallow the run of water-courses. This is a defi-
nition that most sewer engineers would nat,
perhaps, hesitate to support, and it shows us the
natural, melancholy connexion between * limpid
streams” or *purling brooks™ and black slimy
muddy underground rivers, that no one ever
thought of writing a sonnet to, since poetry was
born,

A volume of antiguarian sentiment might
be written on the ol%. London water-courses,
or bournes. There is the ancient stream
called Walbrook, which runs into the City,
from what were once felds between Islington
and Hoxton. In old times it tumed 2




