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He was taken to the Police Court next day,
and would have been immediately committed for
trial, but that it was necessary to send down for
| an old officer of the prison-ship from which he
| had once escaped, to speak to his identity. No-

body doubted it ; but, Compeyson, who had meant

to depose to it, was tumbling on the tides, de:
and it happened that there was not at that time
any prison officer in London who could give the
required evidence.

Jaggers at his private house, on my arrival over-

night, to retain his assistance, and Mr. Jag

on the prisoner’s behalf would admit nothing.

It was the sole resource, for he told me that the

case must be over in five minutes when the

witness was there, and that no power on earth
could prevent its going against us.

I imparted to Mr. Jaggers my desion of keep-
ing him in ignorance of the fate of his wealth. Mr.
Jaggers was querulous and ang y with me for
having “let it slip through my fingers,” and said
we must memorialise by-and-by, and try at all
eventsfor some of it. But, he did not conceal from
me that although there might be many eases in
which the forfeiture would not be exas
were no circumstances in this case {
one of them. I understood that, very well. 1
was 1ot related to the outlaw, or connected with
him by any recognisable tie; he had put his
hand to no writing or settlement in my favour
!mi'gr(} his apprehension, and to do so now would
be idle. T
solved, and ever afterwards abided by the re-
solution, that my heart should never he sickened
with the hopeless task of attempting to es-
tablish one, :

There appeared to be reason for supposing
that the drowned informer had hoped for a
reward out of this forfeiture, and had obtained
some aceurate knowledge of Magwitch’s affairs,
When 11{> ]{w‘l,\' was found, many miles from the
scene of his death, and so horribly disfigured
that he was only recognisable by the
tenfs of his pockets, notes were still

{| folded in a case he carried,
{| were the name of g3
{| South Wales where g
|
\
|

ted, there
0 make it

con-
legible,
Among these,
banking-house in Neyw
sum of money was, and

I had gone direct to Mr. |

Yers |

had no claim, and I finally re- |
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! the designation of certain lands of considerable

{value. Both these heads of information were in
|a list that Magwitch, while in prison, gave to

[ Mr. Js , of the possessions he supposed I

should 1nherif. His ignorance, poor fellow, at
1"1151 served him ; he never mi~trua_1vd but that
| my inheritance was quite safe, with Mr. Jag-
ers’s aid.

After three days’ delay, during which the
crown prosecution stood over for the production
of the witness from the prison-ship, the witness
came, and completed the easy case. He was
committed to take his trial at the next Sessions,
which would come on in a month.

It was at this dark time of my
Herbert returned home one evening, a g«
cast down, and said :

“My dear Handel, I fear T shall soon have to
leave you

His partner havi
was less surprised t

|

life that
]

1 1
od aeal

prepared me for that, I
1an he thought.

“We shall lose a fine opportunity if T put off
| going to Cairo, and T am very much afraid I
‘ must go, Handel, when you most need me.”

“ Herbert, I shall always need you, because T
shall always love you; but my need is no g
now, than at another time.”

“You will he so lonely.”

“I have not leisure to think of that,” said I.
‘You know that T am always with him to the
| full extent of the time all ywed, and that T should

be with him all day long, if I could. And when
[ come away from him, you know that my
thoughts are with him.”

The dreadful condition to which he
brought, was so appalling to both of us,
we could not refer to it in plainer words.

“My dear fellow,” said Herbert, *lot the
near prospect of our separation—for, it is very
near—be my justification for troubling you
labout yourself. Have you thought of your

future
““No, for T have been afraid
future.”
“But, yours cannot be dismissed ; indeed, my
| dear dear Handel, it must not be dismissed. [
wish you would enter on it now, as far as a few
| friendly words go, with me.”
ST o s a1 T
| “1In this branch house of ours, Handel, we
| must have a——

reater

was
that

to think of any

I saw that his delicacy was avoidine the
| right word, so I said, “ A clerk.”
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«Aclerk. And] Mu] e it 1&1mt at all unlikely lnm lone, since the disastrous issue of the at-
that he may expand (as a clerk of your acquain- | te m;t ed flight ; and he had come, in his private
ance has expanded) into ajpartner. Now, Han- fand person: al mp.mnv to say a few wordsof ex-

del——in short, my Uear boy, will youcome ‘1‘ lanation in reference to that failure.
to me ?” l
There was something charmingly cordial ‘and |
engaging in the manner in which after saying |
«“Now, Handel,” as if were the grave )«—]
oinning of a U»N(nm'ls business exordium, |
he had suddenly given up that tome, stret wul\
his honest hand, and spoken like a school §
|

«“The late Compeyson,” said Wemmick, “had
by little and little got ‘LL the bottom of half of
he recular business now Hunmxrwr\_ and 1t was

{

from the talk of some of his people in trouble
(MH“,‘ of his ‘w»‘w‘ being alv u;.~~ in trouble)
th

[ heard wh

[ did. I kept my ears o pen,
seemine to have them shut, until I heard that he
was absent, ar ‘1 [ thought that would be the
va and T have talked about it again and | best time for ki

Cls

again,” Herbert pursued, “: nd the dear little | suppose now, that 1t was part ¢ f his pc
thine begeed me only this evening, with tears | very clever man, lly to deceive his own
in her eyes, to say to you that if you will live | instruments. Y lame me, 1 hope, Mr.
with us when we come together, she will do her | Pip? I am s erve you, with all
best to make you happy, a o convince her | my heart.”
hushand’s friend th » is her friend too. We| “1I: s sure of that, Wemmick, as you can
hould eet on | be, ax thank you most earnestly for all your
ked he | ship.”
1t sai PRt wk you, thank _\'u'\l very much. It’sa
im as 1dly 1 * said Wemmick, scrateching his head,
my mind was too preoccupied to b | “a sure you I haven’t been so cut up for
take in the subject clearly. Secondly— | 2 lone time. What T look at, is the sacrifice of

ndly, there was a vague somg o ling
v thoughts that will come out very neax

yrtable property. Dear me!”
T think of, Wemmick, is the poor
t narrative. wner of the pr 2

, Herl

d of this sl

the er
 But if you tho
without doing any injury te

+d «Of

1 heing

stion open for a little t -pound

i | what

. | lat son having
[. “Two or n ce of his

t eturn, and g so determil bring him
hen we shook | to book, I do not think I uld have been

rty certainly

mds on t d he could [ reas, t \
w take co believed he | ¢ 11 been 1. That’s the difference
must go away at tl veek. between the proy md the owner, don’t you

And Clara?

"'l‘n' dear littl [
“holds dutifully fresh 1
lasts : but he won’t last long. to W
confides to me that he is certain | While

‘Not to say ;‘11 unfeeling tl
cannot do better than go.” | hav

il fraid that must be admitted,” said
Herbert : “and then I shall come back 1\)1' the | a holid
dear little thing, and the dear little thing

will walk quietly into the nearest church.

of my meaning to take
.2 \'\'.‘
not done sucha

years, more ‘xl\xl\," said
: I’'m going to | take a holi-
ve than that; I'm going to take a
[ore than that; I’m going to ask you

walk with me.”

member! The blessed darling comes of sw“
family, my dear Handel, and never looked into
the rul book, and hasn’t a notion about her |
grandpapa. What a fortune for the son of my
HHH]HI 9 “
On the Saturday in that same week, I took | ut to excuse myself, as being but a
my leave of Herbert—full of bright hope, but | companion just then, when W emmick anti-
sad and sorry to leave me—as he sat on one of | cipated me. ;
the seaport mail eoaches. 1 went into a coffee- | I know your engagement a
house to write a little note to Clara, telling her | know you are out of sorts, Mz, Pip. Butityou
he had gone off sending his love to her over and | could me, I should te ke it as a b kindness.
over again, and then went to my lonely hmncﬁ—'i 11 ain’t a hmn walk, and it’s an early one. 52y
if it deserved the name, for it was now no home | i w.i 1t oceupy you.(including breakfast on the
to me, and I had no home anywhere walk) from eight to twe l\(. Couldn’t youstrete
On the stairs T encountered Wer mn'(,\, who | a pu int and manage it ?
was coming down, after an unsuccessful applica- [e had done so much for me at various times,
tion of his knuekles to my door. T had not seen | tha \L {his was very little to do for him.

he, “and I

oblige

1 said I




Cha;

Dickens.]

GREAT EXPECTATIONS.

387

[July 20, 1861.]

could manage it—would manage it—and he was
so very much pleased by my acquiescence, that I
was pleased too. At his particular request, I
appointed to call for him at the Castle at half-
past eight on Monday morning, and so ‘we

parted for the time. 4

Punctual to'my appointment, I rang at ‘the
Castle gate on ‘the Monday morning, and was
received by Wemmick himself: who struck me
as looking tighter than usual, and having a

. sleeker hat on. Within, there were two g S
of rum-and-milk prepared, and two biscuits.
Aged must have been stirring with the lar
glancing into the perspective of his bec
observed that his bed was empty.

When we had fortified ourselves with the rum-
and-milk and biscuits, and were going out for the
walk with that training preparation on us, I was
considerably surprised to see Wemmick take up |
a fishing-rod, and put it over his shoulder
“Why, we are not going fishing!” said I
“No,” returned Wemmick, * but T like to walk
with one.”

I thought this odd ; however, T said nothing,
and we set off. We went towards Camberwell
Green, and when we were thereab
mick said suddenly :

“ Halloa! Here’s a church!”

There was nothing very surprisiz
but again, T was rather surprised,
as if he were animated by a br:

““ Let’s go in!”

We went in, Wemmick leavine g
rod in the porch, and looked all round. In the
mean time, Wemmick was diving info his coat-
pockets, and getting something out of paper
there.

“Halloa!” smd he. “ Here’s a couple of |
pair of gloves! Let’s put >em on 1 }

As the gloves were white kid gloves, and as
the post-office was widened to its utmost extent, |

gan to have my strong suspicions. They

were strengthened into certainty when T heheld
the Aged enter at a side door, escortin

“ Halloa!” said Wemmick. < He
Skiffins!  Let’s have a weddine.”
That discreet damsel was attired as usual,
cept that she was now engaged in substitutin
for her green kid gloves, a pair of white.

kewise occupied in preparing a simi-

sacrifice for the altar of Hymen. The old
gentleman, however, experienced so much diffi-
culty in getting his gloves on, that Wemmick
found it nee y to put him with his back
against a pillar, and then to get behind the
pillar himself and pull away at them, while T
for my part held the old gentleman round the
waist, that he miglit present an equal and safo
resistance. By dint of this ingenious scheme,
gloves were got on to perfection.

The clerk and clergyman then appearing, we
were ranged in order at those fatal rails. True
to his notion of seeming to do it all without
preparation, I heard Wemmick sz y to himself as
he took something out of his waisteoat-pocket

before the service began, “Halloa! Here’s a

o

uts, Wem-

in that; |
when he said,
b idea :

ng his fishi

al

10

I acted in the capacity of backer, or hest-
man, to the bridegroom ; while a little limp pew
opener in a soft bonnet like a baby’s, made a
feint of being the bosom friend of Miss Skiffins.
The responsibility of giving the lady away, de-
volved upon the Aged, which led to the clergy-
man’s being unintentionally scandalised, and it
happened thus. When he said, “Who giveth
this woman to be married to this man ?* the
old gentleman, not in the least knowing what
point of the ceremony we had arrived at, stood
most amiably beaming at the ten commandments.
Upon which, the clergyman said again, ¢ Weo
giveth this woman to be married to this man 2’
The old gentleman being still in a state of most
estimable unconsciousness, the brideeroom cried
out in his accustomed voice, “Now, Aged P.,
you know ; who giveth ?> To which the Aged
replied with great briskness, before saying that
he gave, < All right, John, all right, my hoy !
And the clergyman came to so gloomy “a pause
upon it, that 1 had doubts for the moment whe-
ther we should get completely married that
day.

t was completely done, however, and when

we were going out of church, Wemmick took
the cover off the font, and put his white
gloves in it, and put the cover on again. Mrs.

Wemmick, more heedful of the
her white gloves in her p
her green. * Now, Mr.
triumphantly shouldering the fisl
we came out, “let me ask you whether any-
body would suppose this to be a wedding
party e

Breakfast had been ordered at a pleasant
little tavern, a mile or so away upon the rising
ground beyond the Green; and there was a
agatelle board in the room, in case we should
desire to unbend our minds after the solemnity.

future, put
cket and assumed
Pip,” sai emmick,

mg-rod as

7
bag

[t was pleasant to observe that Mrs. Wemmick
no longer unwound

ada

aaj

Wemmick’s arm when it
ted itself to her figure, but sat in a high-
ked chair against the wall, like a violon-
cello in its case, and submitted fo be em-
braced as that melodious instrument might have
done.

We had an excellent breakfast, and when any
one declined anything on table, Wemmick said,
“Provided by contract, you know; don’t bhe

I drank to the new couple,

afraid of it!”
drank to the Aged, drank to the Castle, saluted
the bride at parting, and made myself as agree-
able as T could.

Wemmick came down to the door with me,
and T again shook hands with him, and wished
1im joy.

“ Thank

>

ec!” said Wemmick, rubbing his

hands. She’s such a manager of fow you
have no idea. You shall have some eges, and

judge for yourself. T say, Mr. Pip!” calling
me back, and speaking low. “This is altogether
a Walworth sentiment, please.”

“I understand. Not to be mentioned in
Little Britain,” said 1.

Wemmick nodded. — After what you let out

the other duy, Mr. Jaggers' may as well not
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He might think my brain was

know of it. n my
softening, or something of the kind.’

CHAPTER LVI.

e lay in prison very ill, during the whole
interval between his committal for trial, and the
coming round of the Sessions. He had broken
two ribs, they had wounded one of his lungs,
and he breathed with great pain and difficulty,
which increased daily. It was a consequence
of his hurt, that he spoke so low as to be scarcely
audible ; therefore, he spoke very little. But, he
was ever ready to listen to me, and it became
the first duty of my life to say to him, and read
to him, what I knew he ought to hear.

Being far too ill to remain in the common
orison, he was removed, after the first day or so,
Into the Infirmary. This gave me opportunities
of being with him that I could not otherwise
have had. And but for his illness he would
have been put in irons, for he was regarded as a
determined prison-breaker, and 1 know not what
else.

Although T saw him every day, it was for only
a short time; hence, the regularly recurring
spaces of our separation were long enough to
record on his face anyslight changes that occurred
in his physical state. I donot recollect that T once
saw any change in it for the better; he wasted,
and became slowly weaker and worse, day by
day, from the day when the prison door closed
upon him.

The kind of submission or resignation that he
showed, was that of a man who was tired out.
I sometimes derived an impression, from his
manner or from a whispered word or two which
escaped him, that he pondered over the question

whether he might have been a better man under |

better circumstances. But he never justified
himself by a hint tending that way, or tried to
bend the past out of its eternal shape.

It happened on two or three occasions in my
presence, that his desperate reputation was
alluded to by one or other of the people in at-
tendance on him. A smile crossed his face then,

was impossible to try him for that, and do other-
wise than find him Guilty.

At that time, it was the custom (as T learnt
from my terrible experience of that Sessions) to
devote a concluding day to the passing of Sen-
tences, and to make a finishing effect with the
Sentence of Death. But for the indelible picture
that my remembrance now holds before me, I
could scarcely believe, even as I write these
words, that I saw two-and-thirty men and wo-
men put before the Judge to receive that sen-
tence together. Foremost among the two-and-
thirty, was he ; seated, that he might get breath
enough to keep life in him.

The whole scene starts out again in the vivid
colours of the moment, down to the drops of
April rain on the windows of the court, glitter-
ing in the rays of April sun. Penned in the
dock, as I again stood outside it at the corner
with his hand in mine, were the two-and-thirty
men and women; some defiant, some stricken
with terror, some sobbing and weeping, some
covering their faces, staring  gloomily
about. There had been shrieks from among the
women convicts, but they had been stilled, and a
hush had succeeded. The sheriffs with their
areat chains and nosegays, other civic gewgaws
and monsters, criers, ushers, a great gallery full
of people—a large theatrical audience—looked
on, as the two-and-thirty and the Judge were
solemnly confronted. Then, the Judge addressed
them. Among the wretched creatures before
him whom he must single out for special ad-
dress, was one who almost from his infancy
had been an offender against the laws; who,
after repeated imprisonmen and punishments,
had been at length sentenced to exile for a
term of years; and who, under circumstances

some

of great violence and da had made his
escape and been re-sentenced to exile for
life. That miserable man would seem for a

time to have become convineced of his errors,
when far removed from the scenes of his old
offences, and to have lived a peaceable and honest
life. But, in a fatal moment, yielding to those pro-

and he turned his eyes on me with a trustful
look, as if he were confident that T had seen
some small redeeming touch in him, even so
long ago as when I was a little child. As to
all the rest, he was humble and contrite, and I
never knew him complain.

When the Sessions came round, Mr. Jag
caused an application to be made for the post-

ponement of his trial until the following Ses- |

sions. 1t was obviously made with the assurance
that he could not live so long, and was refused.
The trial came on at once, and, when he was put
to the bar, he was seated in a chair. No ob-
jection was made to my geiting close to the
dock, on the outside of i, and holding the hand
that he stretched forth to me.

The trial was very short and very clear. Such
things as could he said for him, were said—how
he _lmd taken to industrious habits, and had
thriven lawfully and reputably. But, nothing
could unsay the fact that he had returned, and
was there in presence of the Judge and Jury. It

pensities and passions, the indulgence of which
had so long rendered him a scourge to society,
he had quitted his haven of rest and repentance,
and had come back to the country where he was
proscribed. Being here presently denounced,
he had for a time succeeded in evading the
officers of Justice, but being at length seized
while in the act of ht, he had resisted them,
andhad—he best knewwhether by express design,
or in the blindness of his hardihood—caused the
death of his denouncer, to whom his whole career
was known. The appointed punishment for his
return to the land that had cast him out, being
Death, and his case being this acoravated case
he must prepare himself to Die.

The sun was striking in at the great windows
of the court, through the glittering drops of rain
)Iupun the glass, and it made a broad shaft of
| light between the two-and-thirty and the Judge,
banding both together, and perhaps reminding
some among the audience, how both were passig
on, with absolute equality, tothegreater Judgment
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|| Temple to pray, and I knew there were no |midnight, or were caught wandering about the
i better words that I could say beside his bed, | streets after nine p.ar.
|

than “ O Lord, be merciful to him, a sinner !” This men however, is not entirely confined
| g : ¢ | to people w nu are totally ignorant of the existing

UNDERGROUND LONDON. out-door world. Hundreds of traditions are che-

| | rished abouf secret passages said to have ex- ||
| } CHAPTER I. tended from St. Saviour’s, Southwark, under the
| THERE are more ways than one of looking af | river Thames, or from Old ( Janonbury House

sewers, especially af old London sewers. There the Priory at Smithfield. The people who
‘\ . p !

| | is a J y romantic point of view from which | cheri ",.1 5¢ lml]limn are not easily deceived
e || they are regarded as accessible, pleasant, and | by any fancy stories about life in London as
| convivial hiding-places for criminals flying n it is mow; they are too kn for that;
f 4 | justice, but black and dangerous labyrinths for | but they like to have their little dream of wonder
ditt i ’ the innocent stranger. Even now, in these days |about life in the middle ages. In vai n does
I | of new police and information for the pec ple, it [ Mr. Roach Smith write, or do ,\'4 heeological
o | || would not be diffi 1ousands | Societies le ese frag wH\ of
R who look upon full of | old masor o the building of
J“‘."“‘ w‘(llum’.v n banditti,. When the shades of | I'¢ 1 sebtle The
il ‘ J all ( hoor old’ x 1 o : ¥
i it per Open s es” ar 10 \ ries regarding their
1‘ fi ¥ trap-door side | pre ied h the vestiges of ancient
it | London Hass or / | con heads, « '€ ys to protect water-
! | and vels 1 JKets, s PIy are ys thought t ) be the remains of
I || pavement into the a nurder-caverns, or cells for t 1 vieti
i rades. Romances, : | of religious hatred. A piece ¢ y
ML | as an egg fi of moist 1 1 s the trace
i i upon this under f 1d those who do not take this san-
Ay | belonging to t guinary view of these unearthed sub-ways, are
H H “ sensation” j | always ready to regard them as rs full of
| stage to feed t uried gold.
Jit 1 on v i to the way of reg
(T i or
it 1| [ which is not always v
1 !1 ( ent. I 1ber at 0 €
1 = ! o] €
l{ i | ( sted \ (
;‘ i | i f 1e Improvement London .~\1h-\x:x~,>,

character of

gns were submitted to the
for the t ml sub-

ferred to a « of eminent

W L0 give away cer-

sed to have
r from the houses
5, S1VII ¢ .\‘wi:d‘[_\ 10
12 10 a great extent
f houses and ware-
ot a p:ize of
eas, had no centr under the
but wu\”.ul for the same purposes
watchword, they form a passage | two side tunnels running parallel to each other,
some riotous hidden haunt of vice. | and connected with the houses on either side.
1 | prevails very largely amongst very | The difference in the estimate of cost of the
| quiet, respectable people; the class who live in ot
I ' the subur erious” literature,
|

| | penny steam-hoats—are still looked uy
avourite haunts of the wild tribes of Lor

Ci y Arabs, whatever these may he. the ce
A

A popular notion exis

E I.. U those tew -iw‘lu;
| j tunnels are a vast free lodging-house for hun-
4l dreds of night

vanderers ; ¢ that to those | road

I'he water-pipes used in old times were x)ot
Sk A S i : x always umpulfh-[ in lhu_un‘ill as x§{. ¥ are now, but
1L : len the metropolis; the modern | enclosed within a capacious arch of brickwork, into
i I\ ,111"\f"’ S \mm oned in convers .mnn and | which workmen could descend to repair any decay

who, Ly no ('lulu. ever heard the chimes at ]m- accident,—Ellis’s History of Shoreditch.

and feed upon
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