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CHAPTER XXXIX.
I was three-and-twenty years of age.
another word had I he:

Not
ard to enlighten me on
mc cub}ecr of my expectations, and my tw cntv-

third birthday was a week gone. We lmd
Barnard’s Inn more than a year, and 1 \od n
the Temple. Our chambers” were in Garden-
court, down by the river.

Mr. Pocket and T had for some time

parted
comjmm) as to our original

o we

relations, thougl

Jupo arose out of wh:? restless and incomplete
tenure on which I ]1( Id my means—I
taste for reading, and read regularl
hours a day. That er of Herbert’s was st
D;O”‘lc*blll‘”. and everything with me was as I
have brought it down to the close of t
chapter.

Lu>1ness had taken Herbert on a journey to
Marseilles. I was alone, and had a dull sensc
of nemg alone. Dispirited and anxious, g
hoping that co-morrow or next week would clear
my way, and long dis ﬂ])'lmmf‘l I sadly missed
the cheerful face and ready response of my
friend.

It was wretched weather; stormy
QTOllI‘\ and wet; and mud, mud

mat

he last

and wet

, mud

, deep in
all the streets. Day after (u}, a vast heavy
veil ]1;«‘1 been driving over London from iw

3
East, and it drove still, as if in the Hast ther
were an Efernity of cloud and wind. So I'mlvm\
had been the o \fs, that high buildines in town
had had the lead stripped oft their roofs: and in |
the count trees hac L heen torn - up, and sails of |
windmills ied away;
had come in from the coast, of shipwreck and |
death. Violent blasts of rain had accompanied
these rages of \va, and the day just closed
I sat down to read had been the worst of all,
Alterations have been made in that part of

the Temple since that tin ne, and it has not now |
so lonely a chara

ter as it had then, nor is it so

exposed to the river, [
11 e last hon&c, and the wind rushing u p the
shook the house that night, like discharg
cannon, or breakings of a sea,
came \\'th it and dashed ag

and ';mu ny accounts

as

river

When the rain
inst the windows, T
hought, raising my eyes to them as they rocked,

il
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lh circle of light was ve

We n\ul at the top of | it.
| stre ange
s of | sible air of being touched and pleased by the

1\111, that

11,

1861.

[PrIcE 24.

hlt I nlmht h'l\(, [1101 d
‘m aten lighthouse.  Oce: asionally, the smoke
came rolling down the chimney as though it
could not, bear to go outinto such a night ; and
{ when I set the doors open and 1 wk( d down the
:m& 1se, the staircase Ixnp» were bl Am n out;
d when I shaded my |u“ with my ands (m«l
{looked through the black windows (opening
t | them ever so little, was out of the question in
the teeth of such \\lml and rain) I saw that the
lamps in the court were blown mn, and that the
lamps on the bridges and the shore were shud-
dering, ¢ ml that the ('m{ fires in ba on the
| river \'ur- ied 7 before the wind
like red-hot \nl ishes in the rain.

[ read with my watch upon the table, pur-
posing to close my book (l[ eleven o’clock. = As
L <‘ml it, Saint Paul’s, and all the m: any ('llmch-
clocks in the City—some leading, some accom-
pany some following—struck that hour. The
sound was curiously flawed by the wind : and T
was listening, and thinking how the wind as-
sailed it and tore it, when I heard a footstep
on the stair.

What nervous fo

elf in a storm-

' made me start, and awfully
connect it with the IL/HI\UI) of my dead sister,
matters not. It was past in a moment, and l
listened again, and heard the footstep stumble
in coming on. Rememberine the 11 that the
stair hts were blown out, I took up my
read and went out to the stair-he
Whoever was below had stopped on seeing my
for was quiet.
1.1“\' is some one down there, is there
> I called out, looking down.
Xr\ s nd avoice 1mm111<‘ it

"(HI!

rkness beneath

\Il 11
m;, 1“'.,11‘.~l'im'v is nothing the

“ Nothing the m: itter,’
1 the man came on.
i stood with my lamp held out over the stair-
il, and he slowly came within its light. It
1s a shaded lmn]\ to shine upon a )uul\, and
i contre eted ; so that
> instant, and then ont L)t
[ had seen a face that wr
to me, 1()01\111” up with an 111(’(\111pulx('n-

returned the voice,

he was in it for a mere

in the instant,

ight of
Moving the lamp as the man moved, I made
he was  substantially u.u\ml but

me
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v: like avoyager by sea. That he had
iron grey hair. That his age was about
That he was @ muscular man, strong on
egs, and that he was browned and hardened
by 1\11( re to weather: As he ascended the
last stair or two, and the light of my lamp in-
cluded us both, I saw, with a stupid l\lml of
amazement, that he was holding out both his
11.“ ds to me.
“ Pray what is your business 2 T asked him.
“ My business 2 he repeated, pausing. Ah!
Yes. I will explain my ])ll\lllebb, by your
leave.”

« Do you wish to come n?

«Yes,” he replied; “I w 1\h to come in,
Master

T had asked him the question inhospitably
enough, for I resented the sort of f bright and
tified recognition that still shome in his face.
T resented it, because it seemed to imply that
he expected me to respond to it. But I took
him into the room I had just left, and, having
set the lamp on the table, asked him as culll\
as T could, to explain himself.

He 1001\(“1 about him with the strangest air
—an air of wondering plca\mo as if he bad
some mn in ﬂu‘ things he admired—and he
pulled off a rough outer coat, and his hat. Then
I saw that his head was furrowed and bald, and

that the long iron grey hair grew only on its
sides. But 1 saw nmlmw that_in the least ex-
plained him. On the contrary, I saw him next
moment, once more holding out both his hands
to m(’.

¢ What Jmou mean P’ said I, half suspecting
him to be mad. ]

He stopped in his looking at me, and slowly
rubbed his right hund over his head. “It’s
disapinting to a man,’ he said, in a coarse
broken voice, < arter having looked for’ard so
distant and come so fur; but you're not to
blame for that—neither on us is to blame for
that. T’ll speak in ult a minute. Give me
half a minute, please.’

He sat down in n chair that stood before the
fire, and covered his forehead \\1111 his large
brown veinous hands. I looked at him atten-
tively then, and recoiled a little I'mm him ; but
I did not know him.

J 'l'&‘m'("s no one nigh,”
h,\ s m der; “is there ?”

¢Why do you, a stranger coming into my
rooms at this time of the 1110111, ask that ques-
tion ? said I.

“Youw're a game one,” he returned, shaking
his head at me with a deliberate affection, at once
most uni intelligible and most exasperating ; “I'm

w’ve grow’d up, a game one ! But don’t
You’d be sorry arterwards

sixty.
Il\ 1€

said he, looking over

h hold of me.
lu. we done it.”
I relinquishe d the intention he had detected,
knew him! Eyen yet, I cnuhl not recal a
feature, but I knew him! If the wind
e rain had driven away the intervening
had scattered all the intervening objects,
swept us to the churchyard w hu(: we first

ALL THE YEAR ROUND.

tood face to face on such dillerent levels, I could
I

{Conducted by

not have known my conviet more distinctly than T
knew him now, as he sat in the chair before the
fire. No need toitake a file from his poeket and

show it to me; no need to take the handker-
chief from his neck and twist it round his head;

no need to hug himself with both his arms, and |

take a shivering turn across the room, 100\1110
back at me for recognition. I knew him before
he cave me one of fl\ose aids, 1110\1"11, a moment
hotm(\ T had not been conscious of remotely
susy yeet 11\‘ l\lQ Mk‘l“ltv

He came back to where I stood, and again
held out both his hands. Not Lno\\ln” Wh'\t to
do—for, in my astonishment T had lost my self-
]mx\esmm——l reluctantly gave him my hands,
He grasped them hc‘utll\' raised them to his
lips, kissed them, and still llmd them.

«You acted noble, my boy,” said he. “Noble,
Pip! And I have never mwm 12
Ata change in his manner as if he were even
ooing to embrace me, I laid a hand upon kis
breast and put him away.

Stay I’ said I «Keep off ! If you are grate-
1111 to me for what I did when I wasa little ¢ hild,

[ hope you have shown your gr atitude by mend:
ing your way of life. 1f you Tave (’omo “here to
thank me, it was not necessary. Still, however
you have found me out, there must h(\ <0methma
wood in the feeling that has brought you llere
and I will not 1epui<c you; buf surely you
must understand that—I—2"

My attention was so attracted by the singu-
larity of his fixed look at me, that the words
died away on my tongue.

«You was a saying,” he observed, when we
had confronted one another in silence, that
surely I must understand. What, smelvmustl
understand

“That I cannot wish 10 renew that chance
intercourse with you of long ago, under these
different circumstances. I am "1nd to believe
you have repented and recovered yourself. I
am glad to tell you so. Tam "1ad that, thinking
I deserve to be th anked, you have come to th tnnl\
me. But our ways are different ways, none the
less. You are wet, and you look weary. wil
you drink something t efore you go?

He had replaced his neckerchief loosely,
and had stood, ]\0911 y observant of me, biting a
long end of it. 1 think,” he ‘ms“clcd stil
with 1110 end at his momh and still observant
of me, “that T @i/l drink (I thank you) af afore 1

2

gl

’_lholo was a tray ready on a side-table. 1
brought it to the table near the fire, and asked
him what he would have ? He touched one of
the bottles without looking at it or speaking
and I made him some hot rum-and-water.

I

tried to keep my hand steady while I did so, buf
his 1()() ab me as he leaned back in his chalt
with the -long draggled end of his neckerchief
between his teet h—evidently forgotten—mac®
my hand very difficult to master. "When at last
I put thc al.lcs to him, I saw \\th new amaze
ment that ‘his eyes were full of tears.

[ Up to this time I had remained standing, n0b
to disguise that T wished him gone. But | s
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softened by the softened aspect of the man, and
| felt a touch of reproach.” “I hope,” said I,
| hwrriedly pufting something into a glass for
myself, and drawing a chair to the table, « that
you will not think I spoke harshly to you just
now. I had no intention of doing it, and I am
sorry for it if I did. I wish you well, and
happy ! , ;

As I put my glass tomy lips, he glanced with
surprise at the end of his neckerchief, dropping
from his mouth when he opened it, and stretched
|l out his hand. I gave him mine, and then he
| drank, and drew his sleeve across his eyes and
forehead.

“ How are you living ?” I asked him.

“Tve been a sheep-farmer, stock-breeder,
other trades besides, away in the new world,”
id he; “many a thousand miles of stormy
water off from this.”

I hope you have done well ? ’

“I’'ve done wonderful well. There’s others
went out alonger me as has done well too, but
no man has done nigh as wellasme. I’'m famous
for it.”
| “1 am glad to hear it.”

Il T hope to hear you say so, my dear boy.”

Il ‘Without stopping to try to understand those
words or the tone in which they were spoken, I
turned off to a point that had just come into my
mind.

“ Have you ever seen a messenger you once
sent to me,” I inquired, “since he undertook

I warn’t likely

‘ “He came faithfully, and he brought me the
two one-pound notes. I was a poor boy then, as
| you know, and to a poor boy they were a little
fortune. But, like you, I have done well since,
and you must let me pay them back. You can

put them to some other poor boy’s use.” I

ook out my purse.

He watched me as I laid my purse upon the
table and opened it, and he watched me as I
|| separated two one-pound notes from its contents.
|| They were clean and new, and I spread them
| out and handed them over to him. Still watch-

ing me, e laid them one upon the other, folded
(| them long-wise, gave them a twist, set fire to
[| them at the lamp, and dropped the ashes into
|| the tray.

I make so bold,” he said then, with a
{| smile that was like a frown, and with a frown
that was like a smile, “as ask you %o you have
done well, since you and me was out ‘on them
lone shivering marshes ?”
“How ?”
¢ A 1P
He emptied his glass, eot up, and stood at
he side of the five, with his heavy brown hand
the mantelshelf. e put a foot up to the
, to dry and warm if, and the wet boot
gan to steam s but he neither looked at it,
at the fire, but steadily looked at me, It
was only now that I began to tremble.
When my lips had parted and had shaped some
words that were without sound, I forced myself

to tell him (though I could not do it distinetly),
that T had been chosen to succeed to some pro-
perty.

“ Might a mere warmint ask what property #
said he.

I faltered, “I don’t know.”

¢ Might amere warmint ask whose property ?””
said he.

I faltered again, “I don’t know.”

“Could I make a guess, I wonder,” said the
Convyict, “at your income since you come of
age! As to the first figure now. Five?”

“With my heart beating like a heavy hammer
of disordered action, I rose out of my chair, and
stood with my hand upon the back of it, looking
wildly at him.

¢ Concerning a guardian,” he went on.
“There ought to have been some guardian, or
such-like, while you was a minor. Some lawyer,
maybe. As to the first letter of that lawyer’s
name now. Would it be J ?”

All the truth of my position came flashing on
me; and its disappointments, dangers, disgraces,
consequences of all kinds, rushed in in such a
multitude that I was borne down by them and
had to struggle for every breath I drew.

“Put it,” he resumed, “as the employer of
that lawyer whose name begun with a J, and
might be Jaggers—put it as he had come over
sea to Portsmouth, and had landed there, and
had wanted to come onto you. < However, you
have,found me out,” you says just now. Well!
However did I find you out? Why, I wrote
from Portsmouth to a person in London, for
particulars of your address. That person’s
name ? Why, Wemmick.”

I could not have spoken one word, though it
had heen to save my life. I stood, with a hand
on the chair-back and a hand on my breast,
where I seemed to be suffocating—I stood so,
looking wildly at him, until I grasped at the
chair, when the room began to surge and turn.
He caught me, drew me to the sofa, put me up
against the cushions, and bent on one knee
before me : bringing the face that I now well
remembered, and that I shuddered at, very near
to mine.

“Yes, Pip, dear boy, I’'ve made a gentleman
on you! It’s me wot has done it! I swore
that time, sure as ever I earned a guinea, that
guinea should go to you. I swore arterwards,
sure as ever L spec’lated and got rich, you should
get rich. T lived rough, that you should live
smooth; T worked hard, that you should be
above work. What odds, dear boy ? Do I tell
it, fur you to feel a obligation ® Not a bit. I
tell it, fur you to know as that there hunted
dunghill dog wot you kep life in, got his head so
igh that he could make a gentleman—and, Pip,
you’re him !”

The abhorrence in which I held the man, the
ad I had of hLim, the repugnance with which
I shrank from him, could not have been exceeded
if he had been some terrible beast.

¢ Look’ee here, Pip. I’m your second father.
‘re my son—more to me nor any son. I've
put away money, only for you to spend. When

K.
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I was a hired-out shepherd in a solitary hut, not
seeing no i.u'(s but faces ot sheep till I half
h,\'»nr wot men’s and women’s faces wos like, T
see yourn. I drops my knife many a time in
that Tt \»]\0'1 T was a eating my dinner or my
supper, and I says, “Here’s the boy again, a
luol\mrr at me whiles T eats and drinks I’ I see
you there, a many times, as plain as ever I see
you on them mm‘v marshes. ¢ Lord strike me
dead I’ T says each time— and T goes out in the
air to say it under the open 11(::1\ ens—* but wot,
if T gets liberty and money, T’1l make that b()v
a o(‘mlonnn' And I done it. Why, look AL
vou, dear hoy! Took at these here lodfrmfrs o’
yourn, fit foralord! Alord? Ah! You shall
show money with lords for wagers, and beat
’em !”

Tn his heat and triumph, and in his know-
ledge t J.ll I had been nearly fainting, he did
not remark on my rece phr)n of all this. It was
the one grain of relief I had.

« Took’ee here !”” he went on, taking my watch
out of my pocket, and turning towar ds him a ring
on my finger, while T 1(‘0()110(1110111 his touch as 1f
lie had been a sns \.‘.\c “a oold *un and a beauty ;
that’s a gentle nnm I hope! A diamond, all set
round with rul yies ; that's a gentleman’s, I hope
Look at your hmn fine and beautiful ! Loml\ at
your (Intlnx better ain’t to be got! And your
1)00]\3 too,’ > furni ng his eyes 1ou11d the room,

mmumm up, on “their dwl\e~ by hundreds !
And you Tead em ; don’t you? I see you °d
been a reading of *em when I come in. Ha, ha,
ha! You shall read ’em to me, dear boy! And
i 111@\ re in foreign languages wot I don’t under-
stand, I shall be just as proud as if I did.”

Again he took both my hands and put them
to his lips, while my blood ran Cnhl within me.

 Don’t you mir nd talking, Pip,” said he, after
again drawing his sleeve over his C) es and fore-
hmd as the click came in his throat which I well
remembered—and he was all the more 110111 le
to me that he was so much in earnest; “you
can’t do better nor keep quiet, dear boy. You
ain’t looked slowly forward to this as T have;
you wosn’t prej mud for this, as I WOs. But

didn’t you never ﬂmu it mlﬂht be me ¥

“0no, no, no,” Ireturned. « Never, never !

W (11 you see it zos me, and \m”lc handed.
Never a soul in it but my own sell and Mr.

“VWas there no one else #” T asked.

““No,” said he, with a glance of surprise;
“who else should there be? And, dear boy,
how good-looking you have grow edl There’s
'“ht eyes somewheres—eh ® Isn’t there bright
somewheres, wot you love the thoughts

Ustella, Estella!
=

““The .‘\ll be yourn, dear boy, if money
can buy ’em. Not that a gentle man like you,

so well set up as you, can’t win ’em off of lm

ALL THE YEAR POU\D
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liberty and went for myself. TIn every single
1hm(r I went for, I went for you. ¢ Lord
strike a bli ght upon it,” I says, wotever it was
T went for, “if 1t ain’t for him ! It all pro-
spered w onderful. As T giv’ you to uudmshnd
just now, I’m famous for it. It was the money
left me, and the gains of the first few year wot
T sent home to \h Jaggers—all for von—whev
he first come arter you, arrle("lhle to my letter.”
0, that he had never come! That he had
left me at the forge—far from contented, yet,
by comparison, happy!

« And then, dear boy, it was a recompense to
me, look’ee hcu', to know in secret that I was
making a gentleman. The blood horses of them
colonists might ﬂin;r up the dust over me as I
was walking; what do I say? I says to myself,
‘I’m making a better ge :ntleman nor ever j you' N
be!” When one of ’em says to another, ‘He
was a convict, a few year .1"(\, and is a ignorant
common fellow now, for all he’s lucky,” what do
I say? I says to m\\«h ‘If T ain’t a gentle-
nor yet m‘ll wot no learning, I'm the

man,
owner of such. All on you owns stock and
land ; \\ln(-h on you owns a brought-up Loudoq

centleman ® This way I l\r,w myself a going.
And this way I held steady afore my mind that
I would for certain mmo “one day and see my
hoy, and make myself known to him, on his own
rrmund

He laid his hand on my shoulder. I shuddered
at the thought that for .mvrl\m" I knew, his hand
might be stained with blood.

“It warn’t easy 111 for me to leave them
p*lf\ nor yet it w arn’t safe.  But I held toit,
and the harder it the stronger I held, forl
was determined, and mv nnnd firm 1mdc up. A
last I done it. Dear boy, I done it!

I tried to collect my thoughts, but I was
stunmned. Throughout, I had <eommlto myself
to attend more to the wind and rain than to him;
even now, I could not separate his voice from
those voices, though those were loud and his was
silent.

“Where will you put me?” he asked, pre-
sently. I must be put somewheres, dear bm’ %

«fo sleep P’ said I.

“Yes. And to sleeplong and sound,” he an-
swered; “for I've been %"H(l::(d and sea-
washed, months and months.

8 \I\ friend and mvn]v.\nmn, said T, rising
from 111(‘ sofa, ““is absent ; you must h'we his
room.’

£ lIc won ’t come back to-morrow ; will he?’

“No,” said I, answering almost mcclnnm'\ﬂh
n <1nu* of my utmost e Iolt:, “not to-morrow.”

« Because look’ee here, dear boy,” he said,
dropping his voice, and laying a long finger on
my bxeast Inan impressive manner, «¢ caution is
11(,(’1'\\11\

was, U

is

own game; but money shall back you! Let
me finish wot I was a telling you, dear boy.
From that there hut and that there hiring-out,
I got money left me by my master (which died,
and had been the same as me), and got my

“ How do you mean ? Caution P

By (r—— it’s Death !”

“ What’ dmth.”

T owas sent f for life. It’s death to comc
back. There’s been overmuch coming back of

late years, and I should of a certainty be hange
if took.”

d |
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was needed but this; the wretched | T would not have gone back to Joe now, I
man, at er loading wretched me with his gold | would not have gone back to Biddy now, for any
and silver chains for years, had risked his life to | consideration : <1mp1v I suppose, because my

| come to me, and I held it there in my keeping ! | sense of my own worthless conduct to them was L
1f T had loved him instead of abhorring him ; if | greater than every consideration. No wisdom
I had been attracted to him by the strongest [on earth could have given me the comfort that
admiration and affection, instead of shrinking | I should have derived from their simplicity and
from him with the strongest repugnance; it | fidelity; but I could never, never, never, undo
could have been no worse. On the contrary, it | what T had done. ‘
would have been better, for his preservation | In every rage of wind and rush of rain, I |
would then have natural 1\ and tenderly addressed | heard pursuers. Twice, I could have sworn
my heart. there was a knocking :md whispering at the

| \I\ first care was to close the shutters, so that | outer dooz With thca” fears upon me, I began 3

[ no light might be seen from without, and then | either to imagine or recal Lhat I had had mys- |

i m close and make fast the doors. While T did | terious warnings of this man’s approach. That |

s0, he stood at the table drinking rum and eating | for weeks gone by, I had passed faces in the

siseuit; and when I saw him thus engaged, jstucts which I had thought like his. That
saw my convict on the marshes at his meal | these likenesses bad grown more numerous, as
again. It almost seemed to me as if he must | he, coming over the sea, had drawn nearer.
mmp down presently, to file at his leg. That his wicked s spirit had somehow sent these
When I had gone into Herbert’s 1 room, and | messengers to mm(‘, and that now on this

| Dad shut off any “other communication between ’ stormy ‘night he was as good as his word, and

{| 16 and the staircase than through the room in | with me.

| which our conversation had been held, I asked| Crow ding up with these reflections came the |

{ him if he would go to bed? He s said yes, but | reflection that I had seen him with my childish |

|| asked me for some of my ©gentleman’s linen” | eyes to be a desperately violent man; that Thad |

| to put on in the morning. I brought it out, | heard that other couviet reiterate that he had

{| and laid it ready for lum, and my blood again | tried to murder him; that I had seen him |
ran cold when lie again took me by both hands | down in the ditch 1caunw and fighting like a |
to give me good night. |wild beast. Out of such remembrances I

I got away from lnm without knowing how I | hl\mﬂm into the light of the fire, a half-formed

did it, and mended the fire in the room where | terror that it might not be safe to be shut up

| we had been together, and sat down by it, afraid ‘ thmc with him in the dead of the wild solitary

| togoto bed. For an hour or more, L remained night. This dilated until it filled the room, and

too stunned to think, and it was not until I|im pelled me to take a candle and go in and
|| began to think, that I began fully to know how lool\ at my dreadful burden.

wrecked I w as, and how the ship in which I| He had rolled a handkerchief round bis head,

had sailed was gone to pieces. |and his face was set and lowering in his ~lup
Miss Havisham’s intentions towards me, all | But he v sleep, and quietly too, though he had

a mere dream ; Estella not designed for me; 1 |a pistol lying on 1‘10 pillow. " Assured of this, I
only suffered i in Satis House as a convenie ncc a | softly removed the key to the outside of his door,
sting for the greedy relations, a model withl a ‘ |and turned it on him ‘before I again sat down bv
|| mechanical heart to practise on when no other | the fire. Gradually I slipy ed from the chair and
practice was at hand ; those were the first|lay on the floor. When I awok e, without having
smarts I had. But, hdl}t‘\t and deepest pain | parted in my sleep with the perception of my
of all—it was for the convict , guilty of I knew | wretchedness, the eclocks of the Rastward
not what crimes and liable to be taken out of | churches were striking five, the candles were
those rooms where I “n, thinking, and hanged | wasted out, the fire was dead, and the wind
at the Old Bailey door, that I had deserted Joe. | and rain intensified the thick black darkness

|

HIS IS THE END OF THE SECOND STAGE OF PIP’S EXPECTATIONS.
MUSIC AMONG THE JAPANESE. | pathy, of the sufferings of such incautious
e doluwu» as_have occasionally ventured within
Lrr us render partial justice to our often |sound of a Yeddo serens wde, or a Yokuhama
nisappreciated Oriental friends, in respect of a | chorus ? Bverybody remembers how Mr. Oli- ||
4m|\ which has uniformly, and rather wn- phant fell a victim' to a thin partition and a
been denied then “They bave no|morning music lesson next door, or something |
al perceptions,” is the general verdict, equally (hcmhul in the same way. And from |
of those who lave gone beyond mere | first to last, we have h ardly dl((‘DldOlJ“I hanese
>11‘1nm ial observations. Their simple lutes and | vicissitudes, in which the infliction of the na-
g | rude guitars have been mmm'uul as Instru- | tional music does not play its melancholy part.
ments of torture, rather than of tune, at least to | It is possible that the tourists from whom we
Lmnl»a..u ears; and as to their vocal flights— | have 1<c01\m1 these unfavourable reports, have
hat synonym of cacophony has not been in.|been obliged to deal a little carelessly in this |
i‘ \w\ul to stigmatise their horrors? Have we | delicate question of Japanese art. ~Perlaps |
‘ not all read, until our ears tingled with sym-|they have judged the Japanese music, as every-
[
|
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