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CHAPTER VI

My state of mind regarding the pilfering from
which I had been so unexpectedly exonerated,
did not impel me to frank disclosure; but L
hope it had some dregs of good at the bottom
of 1it.

I do not recal that I felt any tenderness of |
conscience in reference to Mrs. Joe, when the
fear of being found out was lifted off me. But
I loved Joe— perhaps for no better reason in |
those early days than because the dear fellow
let me love him—and, as to bim, my inner self
was not so easily composed. It was much |
upon my mind (f dlllcuhrl\ when I first saw
him looking ahoul for his file) that I oug Lt to
tell Joe the whole truth. Yet I did not, and
for the reason that I mistrusted that if I did,
he would think me worse than I was. The fear
of losing Joe’s confidence, and of thenceforth
sitting 1n the chimney corner at night staring
drearily at my for ever lost companion and
friend, tied up my tongue. I morbidly repre-
sented to m\\xlt lIlaL if Joe knew it, I 114\&1
afterwards could see him at the fireside feel ing
his fair whisker, without thinking that he was |
meditating on il. That, if Joe knew it, I never
afterwards could see him glance, however
casually, at yest vld ay’s meat or l»ud ling \\lu n |
it came on to- day’s table, without think king that |
lie was debating whether I had been in the J
pantry. That, if Joe knew it, and at any subse- |
quent period of our joint domestic life remarked |
that his beer was flat or thick, the convietion |
that he suspected Tar in it, would bring a rush
of blood to my face. In a word, I was too
cowardly to do ‘what I knew to b\’ right, as I
had been too cowardly to avoid doing what I
knew to be wrong. I had had no intercourse
with the world at that time, and I imitated none
of its many inhabitants who act in this man-
ner. Quite an untaught genius, I made the
discovery of thc line of action for myself.

As I was sleepy before we were far away from
the prison-ship, Joe took me on his ba ek again
and carried me home. He must have had a tire-
some journey of it, for Mr.Wopsle, being knocked
up, was in such a very bad temper that if the
Church had been thrown ()pvn he would pro-
bably have excommunicated the whole expedi-

| heat

tion, b('ﬂimliu"‘ with Joe and myself. In his
lay capacity, he persisted in sitting down in the
damp to such an insane extent, that when his
coat was taken off to be dried at the kitchen
fire, the circumstantial evidence on his trousers
would lave hanged him if it had been a capital
offence.

By that time, I was staggering on the kitchen
floor like a little drunkard, through having been
newly set upon my feet, and through having
been fast asleep, and through waking in the
and lights and noise of tongues. As
came to myself (with the aid of a hL.l\\ 1lmmp
between the shoulders, and the restorative ex-
clamation “ Yah! Was there ever such a boy
as this!”” from my sister) I found Joe telling
them about the conviet’s confession, and all the
visitors suggesting different ways by which he
had got into the pantry. Mr. Pumblechook

| made out, after carefully surveying the premises,

that he had first got upon the root of the forge,
and had then got upon the roof of the house,
and had then let himself down the kitchen
chimney by a rope made of his bedding cut into
strips; and as Mr. Pumblechook was very posi-
tive and drove his own chaise-cart—over every-
body—it was agreed that it must be so. Mur.
Wopsle, indeed, wildly cried out “No!” with
the feeble malice of a tired man ; but, as he had

|
| no theory, and no coat on, he was unanimously
| set at naught—not to mention his smoking hard

behind, as he stood with his back to the kitchen
fire to draw the damp out: which was not cal-
culafed to inspire confidence.

This was all I heard that night before my
sister cluldl(d me, as a slumberous offence to
the company’s eyesight, and assisted me up to bed
with such a strong hand that I seemed to have
fifty boots on, and to be dangling them all
against the clwb of the stairs. M\ state of
mind, as I have deseribed it, began before T was
up iu the morning, and lus\ul long after the
subject had died out, and had ceased to be men-
tioned saving on exceptional occasions.

CHAPTER VIL

Ar ho time when I stood in the churchyard,
reading the family tombstones, I had just enough
lmmmn fo be able to spell Ihcm out. My con-
struction even of their simple meaning was not
very correct, for I read ““wife of the Above” as
a complimentary reference fo my father’s exalta-
tion to a better world ; and if any one of my
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best of friends; an’t us, Pip? Don’t cry, old
chap !”

When this little interruption was over, Joe
resumed :

“VWell, you see, Pip, and here we are!
That’s about where it lights; here we are!
Now, when you takeme inhand in my learning,
Pip (and I tell you beforehand I am awful dull,
most awful cull), Mrs. Joe mustn’t see too
much of what we’re up to. It must be done, as
I may say, on the sly. And why on the sly ? I’ll
tell you why, Pip.”

He had taken up the poker again; without
which, T doubt if he could have proceeded in his
demonstration.

“Your sister is given to government

“ Given to government, Joe ¥’ I was startled,
for T had some shadowy idea (and I am afraid I
must add, hope) that Joe had divorced her in
favour of the Lords of the Admiralty, or Trea-
sury.

“Given to government,” said Joe. ¢ Which
I meantersay the government of you and my-
self.”

SOl

“ And she an’t over partial to having scholars
on the premises,” Joe continued, “and in par-
tikler would not be over partial to my being a
scholar, for fear as I might rise. Like a sort of
rebel, don’t you see £

I was going to retort with an inquiry, and had
got as far as “ Why ” when Joe stopped me.

“Stay a bit. Iknow what you’re a going to
say, Pip; stay a bit! T don’t deny that your
sister comes the Mo-gul over us, now and again.
I don’t deny that she do throw us back-falls, and
that she do drop down upon us heavy. At such
times as when your sister is on the Ram-page,
Pip,” Joe sank his voice to a whisper and glanced
at the door, “candour compels fur to admit that
she is a Buster.”

Joe pronounced this word, as if it began with
at least twelve capital Bs.

“Why don’t I rise? That were your obser-
vation when I broke it off, Pip #”

“Yes, Joe.

« Well,” said Joe, passing the poker into his
left hand, that he might feel his whisker; and I
had no hope of him whenever he took to that
placid occupation ; “your sister’s a master-mind.
A master-mind.”

“ What’s that ?” I asked, in some hope
of bringing him to a stand. But, Joe was
readier with his definition than I had expected,
and completely stopped me by arguing circu-
larly, and answering with a fixed look, * Her.”

“And I an’t a master-mind,” Joe resumed,
when he had unfixed his look, and got back to
]vz:.» whisker. “And last of all, Pip—and this
I

2

want to say very serous to you, old chap—I
‘¢ so much in my poor mother, of a woman
dging and slaving and breaking her honest
t and never getting no peace in her mortal
, that 'm dead afeerd of going wrong in

- way of not doing what’s right by a woman,
and I’d fur rather of the two go wrong the
Vother way, and be a little ill-conwenienced my-

self. T wish it was only me that got put out,
Pip; T wish there warn’t no Tickler for you, old
chap ; I wish T could take if all on myself; but
this is the up-and-down-and-straight on it, Pip,
and T hope you’ll overlook short-comings.”

Ypung as I was, I believe that I dated a new
admiration of Joe from that night. We were
equals afterwards, as we had been before ; but,
afterwards at quiet times when I sat looking at
Joe and thinking about him, I had a new sen-
sation of feeling conscious that I was looking
up to Joe in my heart.

“ However,” said Joe, rising to replenish the
fire; “here’s the Duteh-clock a working him-
self up to being equal to striking Eight of ’em,
and she’s not come home yet! Thope Uncle Pum-
blechook’s mare mayn’t have set a fore-foot on a
piece o’ ice, and gone down.”

Mrs. Joe made occasional trips with Uncle
Pumblechook on market days, to assist him in
buying such household stuffs and goods as re-
quired a woman’s judgment; Uncle Pumble-
chook heing a bachelor and reposing mo confi-
dences in his domestic servant. This was market-
day, and Mrs. Joe was out on one of these expe-
ditions.

Joe made the fire and swept the hearth, and
then we went to the door to listen for the chaise-
cart. It was a dry cold night, and the wind
Dblew keenly, and the frost was white and hard.
A man would die to-night of lying out on the
marshes, I thought. And then I looked at the
stars, and considered how awful it would be
for a man to turn his face up to them as he
froze to death, and see no help or pity in all
the glittering multitude.

«Here comes the mare,” said Joe, “ringing
like a peal of bells!”

The sound of her iron shoes upon the hard road
was quite musical, as she came along at a much
brisker trot than usual. We got a chair out
ready for Mrs. Joe’s alighting, and stirred up:
the fire that they might see a bright window,
and took a final survey of the kitchen that
nothing might be out of its place. When we
had completed these preparations, they drove
up, wrapped to the eyes. Mrs. Joe was soon
landed, and Uncle Pumblechook was soon down
too, covering the mare with a cloth, and we were
soon all in the kitchen, carrying so much cold
air in with us that it seemed to drive all the
heat out of the fire.

“Now,” said Mrs. Joe, unwrapping herself
with haste and excitement, and throwing her
bonnet back on her shoulders where it hung by
the strings : if this boy an’t grateful this night,
he never will be!”

I looked as grateful as any boy possibly could,
who was wholly uninformed why he ought to
assume that expression. )

“It’s only to be hoped,” said my sister,
“that he won’t be Pompeyed. But I have my
fears.”

«She an’t in that line, mum,” said Mr.
Pumblechook.  She knows better.” )

She? I looked at Joe, making !11(‘3 motion
with my lips and eyebrows, “She #  Joe
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