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CHAPTER IX.

Wuex T reached home, my sister was very
curious to know all about Miss Havisham’s,
and asked a number of questions. And I
soon found myself getting heavily bumped
from behind in the nape of the neck and lhc
small of the back, and having my face igno-
miniously shoved against the Kitchen wall,  be-
cause T did not answer those questions at suffi-
cient length.

If a dread of not being understood be hidden
in the breasts of other young people to anything
like the extent to which it used to be hidden in
mine—which I consider probable, as I have no
particular reason to suspect myself of having
een a monstrosity—it is the key to many
reservations. I felt convinced that if I de-
scribed Miss Havisham’s as my eyes had seen
it, I should not be understood.~ Not only that,
but T fel convinced that Miss Havisham too
would not he understood ; and although she was
perfectly incomprehensible to me, I entertained
an impression that there would be something
coarse and treacherous in my drageing her as
she really was (to say nothing of Miss Estella)
before the contunphmon of Mrs. Joe. Conse-
quently, T said as little as I could, and had my
face shoved against the kitchen wall.

The worst of it was that that bullying old
Pumblechook, preyed upon by a devouring
curiosity to be informed of all T had scen and
heard, came gaping over in his chaise-cart at tea
time, to have the details div ulged to him. And
the mere sight of the torment, with his fishy eyes
and mouth open, his sandy hair inquisitively on
end and his waistcoat hm\mrr with windy arith-
metic, made me vicious in my reticence.

“Well, boy,” Uncle Pumblechook & began, as
soon as he was seated in the chair of honour by
the fire. ““How did you get on up town ?”

I answered “Pretty well, sir,”” and my sister
shook her fist at me.

“Pretty well > Mr. Pumblechook repeated.
“Pretty well is no answer, Tell us what you
mean 1. pretty well, boy

‘Whitewash on the i'othc.\Ll hardens the brain
into a state of ob~t1n‘10\ pthdl): Xu\hu\\

some time, and then au\\\uu{ as if I had dis-
covered a new idea, “ I mean pretty well.”
My sister with an exclamation of impatience

de tcnco for Joe' was busy in the forge—when
Mr. Pumblecl 100k inferposed with < No! Don’t
lose your temper. IA(‘([\C this lad to me, ma’am ;
leave this lad to me.” Mr. l’u'n)hdmol\ bhen
turned me towards him, as if he were going to
cut my hair, and said :

“ First (10 get our thoughts in order) : Forty-
three pence ?’ o

I calculated the consequences of replying
“Four Hundred Pound,” and, finding them
against me, went as near "the answer as 1 could
—which was somewhere about eightpence off.
Mr. Pumblechook then put me % hrough my
pence-table from ““ twelve pence make one shil-
ling,” 11]; to “forty pence make three and four
pence,” and then tuumplmnlls demanded, as if
he had done for me, “Now! How much is
forty-three pence P’ To w hldl I replied, after
a long interval of reflection, “I don’t know.”
And T was so aggravated that I almost doubt if
I did know.

Mr. Pumblechook worked his head like a
screw to serew if; out of me, and said, ““Is forty-
three pence seven and sixpence three fardens,
for instance P

“Yes!” said I. And although my sister
instantly boxed my ears, it was hwltlv gratify-
ing to me to see that the answer zpolh lua_]ul\c
and brought him to a dead stop.

“Boy! What like is Miss Havisham ?’ Mr,
Pumblechook began n when he had re-
covered ; folding “his arms tight on his chest
and applying the screw.

 Very tall Aud d ,” I told him.

“Ts she, uncle ?” asked my sister.

Mr. Pumblechook winked assent ; from which
I at once inferred that he had never seen Miss
Havisham, for she was nothing of the kind.

 Good ! said Mr. Pumblechook, conceitedly.
(““ This is the way to have him! We are begin-
ning to hold our own, I think, Mum ?”’)

“I am sure, uncle,” returned Mrs. Joe, “I
wish you had him always: you know so well
hm\' to deal with him.”

“Now, boy! What was she a doing of, when
you went in to-day > asked Mr. Pumblechook.
“She was ammu,’ I answered, “in a black

with whitewash from the wall on my fuuhuul |
my obstinacy was adamantine. I reflected for

velvet coach. &

M. Pumblechook and Mrs. Joe stared at one

was going to fly at me—I had no shadow of
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7l me any more questions I
‘ should undon have betrs ayed myself, for I
5 ‘“n\ even then on th e point of ment oning that
|

’ k—hand \ul !.r: cake and wine | there was a balloon in the yard, and should have
at the coach-window, on a gold pl And we | hazarded the statement but 101' my invention
P cake and wine on eold plates. And I |beine di v ided between that phenomenon and a
got up xv] ind the coach to eat mine, because | bear in the brewe They \»mcwmunhmcl pied,
g d me to.” | however, in Lhwu\\ ng the marvels T had alnwl\;

Vas anybody else there 2 asked Mr. Pum- | present (u for their consideration, 1 1t I escay ed.

: The subject still held them w 11(‘h Joe "'\mv in
from his work to have acup of tea. Towhom my
sister, more for the re 11«[ of hc' own mind than
for the « cation of his, related my pretended
xperiences.

|

|

i

3 | T

e stared at one |  Now, when I saw Joe open his blue eyes and
in, in utter All:l‘/,wlllhf, I was per- ‘ roll them all
[
[
|
|
|

«Four dogs,’
“ Large or small ?
¢ Immense,” said I. \1 d 11‘,[’\' fought for
veal cutlets out of a \1\\ rl

.In-hw]ml and M .l

4 round the kitchen in helpless
f ntic—a reckless witness under the | amazement, I was overtaken by penitence; but
would have told them anythi only as regarded him—not in" the least as re-

“Where was this coach, in the nam garded the other two. Towards Joe, and Joe
gracious asked my sister. only, I considered myself a young monster, while
“eTn ) iss Havisham’s room.” They stared they sat debating what results would come to

gain.  “But there weren’t y M ses to it.” | me from Miss Havisham’s acquaintance and
I added this saving clause, in the moment of re- | favour

( They had no doubt that \llm Havisham
four richly ¢

arisoned cours

rs which | would “do something” for me;

i their doubts

I ul wi An] thoughts of harne [ re lated to the form that something would take.

be possible, uncl asked Mus. | My sister stood out for "plonm!\. Mr. Pum-

Joe. it can the lm} mean £ 1 blechook was in favour of a handsome premium
3 | 1'

you ‘Iw m,” said Mr. Pumblechook.

lon Is, it’s a sedan-chair. She’s flighty,
Au,—\(‘\ flighty—q I*ll\ enough

pass her days In a sedan-

fe.

ng me appre n'i( e to some genteel trade
the corn and seed trade for instance.
Il into the deepest disgrace with both, for
| 1g the bright suggestion that I might only
“Did you ever see her in it, uncle asked | be presented with one of the dogs who had
‘ fought for the veal-cutlets. “If a fool's head

reed to the | can’t express better opinions than that,” said
when I never see her in my life ?

How could I?” he returned,

| my si ster, ““and you have got any work to do,
1 ped eyes upon her ! }_\uu 1 ad 1\‘ tter go and do it.” So he went.
! And jyet you h:m*‘ After Mr. Pumblechook had driven off, and

when my sister was washing up, I stole into the
forge to Joe, and remained by him until he had
| done for the night. Then I said, “ Before the
| fire goes q “L\ out, Joe, I should like to tell you
s spoke | something.”

know | ¢ Sh

) you know.” said Mr. Pumble-
, testily, “that when I have been there, I
been took up to the outside of

d ajar, and she he
: Don’t say you
m. Howsever, the boy 1

r door,

ould you, Pip?” said Joe, drawing his

there tc >?‘mr11‘ .w.ml

g 1 the forge. “Then tell us.

Y. What did you play at, boy * | What i if, Pip ¥
" We played with flags,” T said. (T beg to| “Joe,” said 1. taking hold of his rolled-up
ve that T think of m \\«1! with amazement, | shirt slee ve, and twisting it between my finger
L recal thatics 1 b, “ you r - all that about Miss
ien L recal the lies I told on this occasion.) 1b, “ you remember all that about Miss

- Ve tlin ,
s stellawaved a blue flag, | “Remember?” said Joe. “I believe you!
:

[ waved a rec one, and Miss 11.4\ \Jhill"\\UU\\&\JH‘!”

terrible thing, Joe ; it ain’t true.”

ut at ‘ 1 then we are you telling of, Pip?” cried Joe,
AYEa our sword ick in the greatest amazement. “You
“Swords !

ean to say it’s 2

a you get swords f{

“Yes I doj; it’s lies, h)v’

“Or nd T saw| “But not all of it? Why sure you don’t
i ll there mean to say, Pi m.n there was no black
1 was all lwet co——eh r, I stood shaking my
! |1 “But at ‘M\t there was dogs, Pip.
] true, Mum,” said Mr. Pumblechook, | ip,” said Joe, persuasively, “if there
grave nod. “That’s the state of the t no wes ». cutlets, ‘at least there was dogs ¥’
t much I’ve seen myself.” And | No, Joe.” N
y both stared at me, and I with an ob-| “_1dog?” said Joe. A puppy ? C”“.i(‘j“ ;
t ny countenance, | “No, Joe, there was nothing at all of the

€ nd j right leg of my : kind.” 4
t | As I fixed my eyes hopelessly on Joe, Joe
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contemplated me in dismay. “Pip, old chap!

this won’t do, old fellow! 1 say ! Where do you
expect o go to?”
“Tg's femhm, Joe; an’t it'?”

“Terrible
sessed you

«T don’t know what possessed me, Joe,” T
replied, letting his shirt sleeve go, and sitting
do‘\ n in the ashes at his feet, hanging my head;
“but Twi ou hadn’t taught me to call Knaves
at cards, s; and I wish my boots weren’t
so thick nor m; hands so coarse.”

And then T told Joe that I felt very miserable,
and that T hadn’t been able to explam myself to
Mxys. Joe and Pumblechook, who were so rude
to me, and that there had been a beautiful young
lady at Miss Havisham’s who was dreadfully
pwmd and that she had said I was common, and
that T knew I was common, and that I wished I
was not common, and that rlu lies had come of
it somehow, I didn’t know how.

> cried Joe. ““Awful! What pos-

though I
This was a case of metaphysics, at least as
difficult for Joe to deal with, as for me. But
Joe took the case All(m‘klh(‘l out of the tcn'ml
of metaphysics, and by that means vanquisl e xl it
“There’s one 11['11(; you may be sure of, Pip,
said Joe, after some rumination, namely, that
lies is lies. Howsever they come, ‘JH‘\ didn’t
ought to come, and they come from the father
of lies, and work round to the same. Don’tyou
tellno more of ’em, Pip. Z%at ain’t the way to
get out of being common, old chap. And as to
1g common, I don’t make it out at
You are oncommon in some thing
common small. Likewise you
sehe y K

It
)

a oncommon

No, I am ignorant and bhackward, Joe.
“Why, what a letter you wrote last
Wrote in print even! I’ve seen letters
and from gentlefolks !—that I’ll swear
en’t wrote in print,” said Joe.
‘I have learnt next to nothing,
k much of me. It’s only l}m'.”

see

Joe. You

Well, Pip,” said Joe, “be it so or be it
son’t, you must be a common scholar afore
you can he a oncommon one, I should hope !

T pon his throne, with his crown upon
his ed, can’t sit and write his acts of Parliament
in print, without having begun, when he were
unpromoted Prince, with the alphabet—Ah !
a 1 Joe, with ake of the he that
full of meaning, “and begun at too, and
worked his way to Z. And / know what that
is to do, though I can’t say I’ve exactly done

was |

‘l‘il(r(‘ was some hope in this piece of wisdom,
;‘17 it rather encouraged me.

ay Iulhu common ones as to calli
pmguui Joe, lLAlt ctive l\ 5

common UML\, ins 1L(ul U] L*\Jlllj* ouv to ]ild)

with oncommon ones—which reminds me to
ho ]w that there were a flag perhaps ?

¢ No, Joe.”

“(Pm sorry there weren’t a flag Pip.) Whe-

her that might be or mightn’t be, is a thing as

\H clear. |
You’re on- |

|

caw’t be looked into now, without putting your | every mark of derision, the pupils formed in

“ was

| the following \\]l()}\\N

sister on the Rampage ; and that’s a thing not
to be thought of as bei ing done intentional.
Lookee lmx- Pip, at what 1s said to you by a
true friend. Which this to you the true friend
say. If you can’t get to be oncommon (lummh
going Slldl"‘]lf yow'll never do it “11011"11 numn'
tmol\ul So dml t tell no more on ’em, Pip,
and live well and die happy.”

“You are not angry with me, Joe ?”

“No, old chap. But bearing in mind that
them were \\hlr’ll I meantersay of a stunning
and_outdacious sort—alluding to them which
bordered on weal-cutlets and dog-fighting—a
sincere well-wisher would .xdmw Pip, their
being dropped into your m(‘ulhlhmlx when you
2o up-stairs to bed. That’s all, old ¢ chap, and
don’t never do it no more.”

When I got up to my 1i:11‘, room and said
my prayers, I did not forget Joe’s recommen-
dation, and yet my young mind was in that dis-
turbed and unthankful state, that I thought
long after I ]di(l me down, how common Estella
would consider Joe, a mere blacksmith : how
thick his boots, and how coarse his hands. T
thought how Joe and my sister were then sit-
ting m the kitchen, and how I had come up to
bed f from the kitche 1, and how Miss Havisham
and Estella never sat in a kitchen, but were far
ahove Hw level of such common doin I fell
asleep recalling what T “used to do” when I
was at Miss Havisham’s ; as though I had been
there weeks or months, instead of hours, and
as though it were quite an old subject of re-
membrance, instead of one that had arisen only
that day.

That was a memorable day to me, for it
made great changes in me. 1)111 it is the same
with any life. Imagine one se lected day struck
out of it, and think how different its course
would have been. Pause you who read this,
and think for a moment of the long chain of iron

ld, of thorns or flowers, that would never

or cold,
have bound you, but for the formation of the

first link on one memorable day.

CHAPTER X.
Tre felicitous idea occurred to me a morning

| or two later'when I woke, that the best step
| :
a|

I could take towards making myself uncommon
t out of Biddy everyt thing
In pursuance of this lummmhumu'nﬂun I men-
tioned to Biddy when I went to Mr Wopsle’s
great-aunt’s at night, that I had a particular
reason for wishing to get on in life, and that I
should feel very much obliged to her if she would
impart all her learning to me. Biddy, who was
the most obliging of girls, immediately said she
would, and indeed began to carry out her promise
within five minutes.

The Educational scheme or Course established
by Mr. Wopsle’s great-aunt may be resolved into
The pupils ate apples and
put straws up one .nm.hu s backs, until Mr.
Wopsle’s great-aunt collected her energies, and
made an indiscriminate totter at them with a
irch-rod.  After receiving the charge with

(&

she knew"
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1111(‘ and buzzingly passed a ragged book from [ to be never paid off. They had been there ever
hand to hand. The book llul an alphabet in if, | since I could remember, and had grown more
some figures and tables, and a little \|l(“lll"”* than I had. But there was a quantity of chalk
that is to say, it had had once. As soon as this | about our country, and perhaps the people
volume began to circulate, Mr. \\np\]v s great- [ neglected no opportunity of turning it to ac-
¢ el into a state of coma; arising either Jmnm_ A
1'1112;‘1‘}\ 1‘\1\}«11[ or a rheumatic paroxysm. '['Hv; [t being NHI.UL_\\ night, I found the landlord
pupils then entered among themselves upon : [ looking rather grimly at these records, b\_n as
competitive examination on the subject ul Boots, | my business was with Joe and not with him, I
with the view of ascertaining who could tre ul | merely wi I him good evening, and passed into
the hardest upon whose toes. This nunh‘(\—‘ the common ro m at the end of the passage
ercise lasted until Biddy made a rush at _them | where there was : right large

and distributed three defaced Bibles

chen fire, and

1| where Joe was smoking his pipe In company
as if they had been unskilfully Wopsle and a stranger. Joe ¢ |
chump-¢ nd of something), more ill v I A ual with Ilﬂlm, Pip, old chap ! ar
at the best than any curlosities of literature I|the moment he sald that, the stranger turned
bave since met with, speckled all over with |} id and looked at me.

ironmould, and having various specii

I | wa ecret-looking man whom T had
the insect world smashed between the | nev en before. H s head was all on one \(qv
This part of the Course was usually nd one of his eyes we i f shut up, as if he
by several single combats between Biddy and | were ta | at something with an i .Nme
refractc students. When the fichts v | eun. He had a ] in ]m moutl d he took
over, Biddy gave out the number of a page, | it out, a fter \]‘ wly blowin his smoke
and then we all read aloud what we could | away { ing hard at me _the time,
or what i | nodded. So, I nodded, and then he nodded azain,
Biddy d le 1 on the settle beside him that I
\U.(‘(‘-, and 1 1 | might sit there :

of, or 1c g But, a 1sed to sit beside Joe whenever
about. When I ent t pl resort, I said * No,
a certain time, i thank y¢ ,” and fell into the space Joe made
Wopsle’s great-aunt, who stageered at a b y | for m settle. strange
fortuitously and pulled his ears. Th | ma ( Joe, and seeir
understood to terminate the Course for the 1 X oed, nodd

ing, and we emer i 1 s had t my seaf, and

of intellectual v to 1 | g—in i odd way, as i

that there was ne i
umn uning himself with a

he ink (when there was any)
nol easy to pursue that branch
winter season, on account of th nera l 3
shop in which the classes were holden— ion youtr

said the strar
rning to Joe, at you was a blac
yin the| “Yes, 1 1 it, you know,”

l “What , Mr.

You didn’t

holden—and | m ) ume, by-the-by.”
which was also Mr. Wopsle’s great-aunt Joe ment 1it now, and the strance man
ting-room and bed-chamber—be ing but y by it. *“What’ll you drink, Mr.

illuminated through theageney of one |

OW-S] 1 ? At my expense? top up with
dip-candle and no snuffers. 1 *said Joe, “to tell you the truth, I
It appeared to me that it would take time, | ai t 1abit of drinking at anybody’s

to become uncommon under these
stances : neverthel

that very evening

circum- | exper but n OWwIL.
ss, I resolved to try it, and| “ Habit? No,” returned the st ranger, “but
Biddy entered on our \i“" 1 away, and on a Saturday hI too.
dfflu'.luml»\ impartin 1| Come! Put a name to it, Mr. (1.11‘\

2 some mtun.u ion fro
her little L.m\lwm of Prices, under the head of
moist sugar, and lending me, l«) copy at home,

alarge old English D whieh she had imitz ited

from the heading of some ne wspaper, and which
L supposed, until she told me what it was, 1
be a design for a buckle.

't wish to bg stiff Lmu‘wll\ ? said

repeated the stranger. "‘\.mi‘\\ill
centleman originate a sentiment £
ud Mr. W w)slg.
tums !” wlul the stranger, calling
lord. “ Glasses mund
“This other gentleman,” observed Joe, by
way of ml;uim ng Mr. W opsle, “is a gentle-
man that you \\Ull“ like to hear give 1t out.
Our clerk at church
“ Ala !” said the stranger, quickly, and cock
ing his eye at me. The lond\ cumh 11~]
out on the m¢ n\lu\ with the graves round 161
“ That’s it,” said Joe.
ly long chalk scores mn it on the| The st wger, with a comfortable kind of
e of the door, which seemed to me grunt over his pipe, put his legs up on the

Of course there was a public-house in the
village, and of course Joe liked sometimes to
smoke his pipe there.

I had received strict
orders from my sister to call for him at the
Three Jolly lmmnun that evenmng, on my
way from school, and bring him home at my

peril.  To the lhm Jolly bmwumn therefore,
I directed my steps.

There was a bar at the Jolly Bargemen, with
some alarming

wall at the sid;
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seftle that he had to himself. He wore

at o put igh
flapping broad-brimmed traveller’s hat, 1|the ss 1
under 1t a handkerchief tied over his head in | cireu ca X
the manner of a cap: so that he showed no hair. | T was ever in mv ¢ 3 you su
As he looked at the fire, T thought I saw a|remark in ou il family ¢ )
cunning expression, followed by a half lau large-handed person took s h
come into his face. steps to patronise m
“I am not acquainted with this country, gen- ALl this while the strange man 1 1 at not
tlemen, but it seems a solitary country towards | b dy but me, and looked at 1 s i
the river.” determined to have a sho ! st. and
“ Most marshes is solitary,” said Joe. bring me down. But he said i ng er
“No doubt, no doubt. ~ Do vou find any |offerit g his Blue Blazes observat \ )
gipsies, now, or tramps, or vagrants of any sort classes of 1 wer br rht l
out there | then he made his shot, and a most extran: ary
“ No,” said Joe ; “none but a runaway con- | one it was. g

viet now and then. And we don’t find Zhem. It was not a verbal remark, but :

easy. Eh, Mr. Wopsle ? in dumb-show, and was pointedly addressed to
Mr. Wopsle, with a majesticremembrance of | me. He stirred his ru ind-wat edly a

old discomfiture, assented ; but not warml me, and he tasted his rum-and-water pointedly
“Seems you have been out after such ?” asked |at me. And he stirred it and he tastc

the stranger. with a spoon that was brought to him

“Once,” returned Joe. Not that we wanted | « f/e.

to take them, you understand ; we went out as| He did this so that nob dy but I sav

lookers-on; me, and Mr. Wopsle, and Pip. |file; and when he had done it he wipe

Didn’t us, Pip 7 | and put it in a breast-pocket. I knew
“Yes, Joe.” Joe’s file, and I knew that he knew my
The stranger looked at me again—still cock- " the moment I saw the instrument. I saf

ing his eye, as if he were expressly taking aim | at him, spell-bound.

at me with his invisible gun—and’ said,  He’s | his settl

a likely

But he now reclined on
>, taking very little notice of me, and
oung parcel of bones that. What is it | talking principally about turnips.

you call him ? r There was a delicious sense of cleani: P
“ Pip,” said Joe. ‘um{ makine a quiet pause before goi n
“Christened Pip ?” life afresh, in our villace on Saturd y nights
“No, not christened Pip.” [ which stimulated Joe to dare to stay ou [f an
“ Surname Pip ?” [ hour longer on Saturdays than at other times.
“No,” said Joe, “it’s a kind of a family name | The half-hour and the rum-and-water runni g

what he gave himself when a infant, and is | out together, Joe got up to go, and took me by

called by.” the hand.

““Son of yours ?” “ Stop half a moment, Mr. Gar: ” said the
“Well,”" said Joe, meditatively—not, of | strange man. “I think I’ve g right 1
course, that it could be in any wise necessary | shilling somewhere in my pocket, and if 1 hay

to consider about it, but because it was the way | the boy shall have it.”

at the Jolly Bargemen to seem to consider | He looked it out from a handful of sm

deeply about everything that was discussed |change, folded it in some crumpled paper, and

over pipes; “well—no. No, he ain’t.” | gave 1t to me.  Yours!” said he. *“Mind!

“ Nevvy ?” said the strange man. Your own.”

“Well,” said Joe, with the sar appearance [ thanked him, st 1 )
of profound cogitation, “ he is not—no, not to | bounds of good ht to
deceive you he is zof—my nevvy.” Joe. He gave g gave

“ What the Blue Blazes is he ?”’ asked the | Mr. Wopsle good-night (who went out ) b
stranger. Which appeared to me to be an and he gave me only a look with his ai >
quiry of unnecessary strengtl —no, not a I¢ he shu u 1t wonders

Mr. Wopsle struck in upon th

1y be done

knew all about relationships, h On the waj 1 r
sional occasion to bear in mind what b v
lations a man might not marry 5 ana expounded 1 US a 1oOY

the ties between me and Joe.” Havi
in, Mr. Wopsle finished off with

rifically snarling passage from Richard the Third,
and seemed to think he had done quite enough

s hand

10st ter-

to account for it when he added “—as the wce, and could
poet >.A_\>,”

And here I may rema hat when M. d r when
Wopsle referred to me, he considered it a ne. wrselves In kit

(‘('5\\1'_\' !HH[ ol such l'\‘I.L’l\‘Alk'\' to lu.uiv.\'
hair and poke it into my eyes. I cannot c
ceive why everybody of his standing

.’”J u‘ t

said Mrs

% poms
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:t) corals can {requently be seen at the bottom
i and the form of objects of

various l\ has been recognised at more than
1 G | double «.ull in the West Indian seas.
o Hirowme ¢ Sul landscapes are thus not unknown,

u e n and have been described with glowing enthu-
N o less than two fat swelt one- | siasm by various travellers.
pound notes 4 me I to I we “ 1 or When the great ocean is disturbed it forms

acy wit
Joe caug

surfac

es, wl nd are sometimes of great mag

v gale, such waves have been more
| than once measured, and it is found that their
{ extreme height from the top to the deepest de-
pression i‘ large storm waves, has been nearly
fifty feet; their length being from four to six

| hundred yards, and their rate of m nmn m.wwh
the water about half a mile a minute. Such

waves, .uuwn{“ over an obstacle of any Lmnl
trangely with the clouded atmo-
g above, are the wildest, grandest,

errvible phsnmnmm of nature. When
.n:wh land, they break up into much
bodies of water, but these are often
y shoals and obstructed by rocks till they
wn up in masses of many ions to a
1t of more than a hundred feet. The tidal
aim | wave is another phenomenon of water motion of
tily | a somewhat different kind, producing an alter-
cret | nate rise and fall of the water over all parts of
> In | the ocean every twelve hours.

re, they |

I many &

L sadly ep when I got to bed,

an taking

L of

ootten. In addition to the true waves there are also
ad pos- | many de m te streams or currents of water con-
s 1 file arge portions of the sea from one latitude
I leep by ther, mc difying the temperature of the
Ik Miss Havisham’s, next Wednesd: y; | adj land, and producing a mixture of the
and in sleep T saw the file coming at me outf | waters at the surface or at some depth which
( ( without who held if, and I |cannot but be extremely conducive to 111:- gene-
reamed myself awake | ral benefit of all living beings. Storm ti ides, or
Sia — | those waves which occasionally rush without

WONDER : y pause along narrow and confined seas or up
funnel-shaped inlets, have occasio ally proved

; disastrous to a fearful extent. Thus if is re-

€ cordec upwards of one hundred thousand

persons perished in the year 1232, and again in

= s 10 the deep.” TR 1242, in this way, numerous Cmumw‘ villages

! covered de and towns being washed away by a wave ad-

var 2 from a few fa- | vancing from the North Sea over the low land

" eV e. Ac-|of Holland. Between Nova Scotia and New

G X Ce tions le by ob- | Brunswick the ordinary spring tide often rises

L 1 ve(win to a hetght of a hundred feet, sweeping away

I eaverage 1s about lifteen : cattle feeding on the shore. )

AN thousand Fearful storms and hurricanes, recently \xx“u‘.i

; 1 v ! ol water 1s | eyel torment the waters of the ocean, lash-

, ; Fiantt nces into foam, and tearing over the sur-

i ¢ It pos- e in wild spiral curves which nothing can

2 > t 'l: n‘w,‘\tflnvh\ eighteen months

* ave, unfortunately, rende red these storms but

; . 5 ) familiar on all our shores; but they have

- ) induced observations and mves 1008 as

s : l ir proximate causes and prognostications,

caves ch bid fair to enable us some day to evade

; A g : consequences.

S \ ks of ice, u\w ply buried in the water,

o thousands ¢ ‘ miles H;m:l_h Lhe ocean,

g s o 1ed, loaded with mud aud

A s , from and Antarctic land. Rocks

- Greenla to the middle

thus brougz

tic, and these bec
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