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CHAPTER XIV.

Iris a most miserable thing to feel ashamed of
home. There may be black ingratitude in the
thing, and the punishment may be retributive
and well deserved; but that it is a miserable
thing, T can testify.

Home had never been a very pleasant place to
me, because of my sister’s temper. Buf, Joe had |
sanctified it, and T had believed in it. I had |
believed in the best parlour as a most elegant
saloon ; I had believed in the front door, as a |
mysterious portal of the Temple of State whose
solemn opening was attended with a sacrifice |
of roast fowls; I had believed in the kitchen |
as a chaste though not magnificent apartment;
I had believed 1n the forge as the glowing
road to manhood and independence. Within a
single year, all this was changed. Now, it was |
all coarse and common, and I would not h:m:i
had Miss Havisham and Estella see it on any
account, [

How much of my ungracious condition of |
mind may have heen my own fault, how much |
Miss Havisham’s, how much my sister’s, is now
of no moment to me or to any one. The change
was made in me ; the thing was done. Well or
il done, excusably or inexcusably, it was done.

Once, it had seemed to me that when I should
at last roll up my shirt-sleeves and go into the
forge, Joe’s *prentice, I should be distinguished
and happy. Now the reality was in my hold, I
felt that I was dusty with the dust of small-
and that I had a weight upon my daily re-
membrance to which the anvil was a feather. |
There have been occasions in my later life (I
suppose as in most lives) when I have felt for a
time as if a thick curtain had fallen on all its
interest and romance, to shut me out from any- |
thing save dull endurance any more. Never has |
that curtain dropped so heavy and blank, as when |
my way in life lay stretched out straight before
me through the newly-entered road of appren-
ticeship to Joe.

I remember that at a later period of my |
“time” T used to stand about the churchyard |
on Sunday evenings when night was fallin
comparing my own perspective with the windy |
marsh view, and making out some likeness be- |
tween them by thinking how flat and low both |

|that in some unlucky hour I,
| grimiest and commonest, s

were, and how on both there came an unknown
way and a dark mist and then the sea. I was
quite as dejected on the first working-day of my
apprenticeship as in that after-time; but I am
glad to know that I never breathed a murmur to
Joe while my indentures lasted. - It is about the
only thing I'ax glad to know of myself in that
connexion.

For, though it includes what T proceed to add,
all the merit of what I proceed to add was Joe’s
It was not because I was faithful, but beca
Joe was faithful, that I never ran away and went
for a soldier or a sailor. It was not because ‘I
had a strong sense of the virtue of industry, but
because Joe had a strong sense of the virtue of

| industry, that I worked with tolerable zeal

against the grain. It is not possible to know
how far the influence of any amiable hone
hearted duty-doing man flies out into the world;
but it is very possible to know how it $
touched one’s self in going by, and I know right
well that any good that intermixed itself with
my apprenticeship came of plain contented Joe,
and not of restlessly aspiring discontented me.
What I wanted, who can say? How can 7
say, when I never knew? What I dreaded was,
being at my
would lift up my
in at one of the
[ was haunted

eyes and see Estella lookin
wooden windows of the forge

| by the fear that she would, sooner or later, find

me out, with a black face and hands, doing the
coarsest part of my work, and would exult over
me and despise me. Often after dark, when I was
pulling the bellows for Joe and we were singing
Old Clem, and when the thought how we used
to sing it at Miss Havisham’s would seem to
show me Estella’s face in the five with her pretty
hair fluttering in the wind and her eyes scorning
me,—often at such a time I wouldlook towards
those panels of black night in the wall which
the wooden windows then were, and would
fancy that I saw her just drawing her face away,
and would believe that she had come at last.
After that, when we went in to supper, the
place and the meal would have a more homely
look than ever, and I would feel more ashamed
of home than ever in my own ungracious breast.

CHAPTER XV,
As I was getting too big for Mr. Wopsle’s
o -aunt’s room, my education under that pre-
posterous female terminated. Not, however,
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endm\owin" to rouse me from a fixed delusion, ‘1) Y, and that I might consider myself fuel.
“and you may haim at what you like, but a | When I became Joe’ ’prentice, he was perhaps
gridiron it will come ont, either by your fcave or | confirmed in some .snspmion that I should dis-
again your leave, and you can’t help your-|place him; howbeit, he liked me still less Not
scll that he ever said anything, ordid anything, openly
¢ My dear Joe, ”Icued in desperation, taking nnpmtlurrhmnht\ T only noticed that 1 he alw: ays
hold of his coat, “don’t go on in that w ay. 1 | beat his sparks in my LlllLCllOll, and that when-
never tlm ught “of mnl\m" Miss Havisham any | ever I sang Old Clem, he came in out of time.
pxcwm Dolge Orlick was at work and present, next
 No, Pip,” Joe assented, as if he had heen | day, when I reminded Joe of my half-holiday.
contending for that, all almw “and what I say | He said nothing at the moment, for he and Joe
to you, is, you are right, Pip.” had just got a piece of hot iron between them and
“Yes, Joo- but w nt I wanted to say, was, I\\As at the bellows; but by-and-by he said,
that as we are rather slack just now, if you could | leaning on his hammer :
give me a half holiday to-morrow, I h'nl 1 “ Now, master! Sure you’re not 'l going to
w! ’)111(1“0111)10\\11 and make a call on Miss Hst— fn\'om‘ only one of us. If Young Pip has a
Havisham.” alf-holiday, do as much for Old Orlick.”> I
“Which her name,” said Joe, gravely, “ain’t su} pose he was about five-and-twenty, but he
tavisham, Pip, unless she have heen re- Ll\ll.lll\' polw of himself as an ancient 1\\1:()11

=

chris’ened.” . “W. hy what Il you do with a half-holiday, if
I know, Joe, T know. It was a slip of mine. | you get it ? said Joe.
What do you think of it, Joe ?” What’ll 7 do with it! What’ll Ze do with

In brief, Joe thowln that if T thought well |it? Tl do as much with it as Zn aid
of it, he thought well of it. But, he was par- Uxhc
ticular in \fI[)lllltm” that if T were not received ¢ As to Pip, he’s going up-town,” said Joe.
with cordiality, or if I were not encouraged to | \\ ell then as to ()ll O lcl , he’s going up-
repeat my visit as a visit which had no ulterior | town,” retorted that w orthy. “Two can g0
object but was simply one of gratitude for al -town: Tan’t only one w ot can 2o up-town.
favour received, then this experimental trip| *Don’t lose your temper,” said Joe.
should have no successor. By these conditions 1 .\lml if I like,” growled Orlic
I promised to abide. and their up-townin Now, master ! Come.
Now, Joe kept a journeyman at wee HV wage [‘ No favouring in this shop. Be a man!”
whose name was Orlick. ‘He pretended that hh ‘ The 1 wster refusing to entertain the subject
christian name was Dolge—a clear i nlm\nl)lhr\' | until the journeyman was in a better temper,
—-bur he was a fellow of that obstinate disposi- | Orlick plunged at the humu, drew out a red-
tion that I believe him to have been the }m‘\' of  hot bar, made at me with it as if he were going
no delusion in this particular, but wilfully to | to run it through my body, whisked it round my
have unmw >d that name upon the vill s an | head 11 d it on the anvil, hammered it out—as if
affront to its 1111(1(1\1411&;11" He was a broad- |1t were I, I thought, and the sparks were my
shouldered loose-limbed swarthy fellow of great \mmn“ blood—and final ly said, when he had
strength, never in a hurry, and always slouch- hammered himself hot and ‘the iron cold, and he
ing. He never even seemed to come to his work | again leaned on 111\ hammer :
on purpose, but would slouch in as if by mere Now, master!
\(Cu[vur ; and when he went to the Jolly Barge- re you all right now ?” demanded Joe.
men to eat his dinner, or went away at night, he AL! T am all vi ht,” said gruff Old Orlick.
W mnlmulu 2h out, like Cain or the Wande lmem\\ “Then, as in general you stick to your work
as if he had no nhd where he was going and no ! as well as most mcu," said Joe, “let it be a half-
intention of ever coming back. He lodq\ d at a i holiday for all.”
eper’s out on the ]11&1\11(\ anc. on work- I\Iy sister had been m.mnhn” silent in the
ays would come slouching from his her- yard, within hearing—she was a most unscru-
tage, with his hands in hLis po(l\cl: and his | pulous spy and listener—and  she instantly
dinner loosely tied in a bundle round Lis neck | looked in at one of the window
and dangling on his back. On Sundays he| ¢Like you, you fool!” said she to JoL,
mostly lay all day on sluice gates, or stood ; “ giving Lolidays to great idle hulkers like
against ricks and barns. He aiways slouched, | that. You are a rich man, upon my life, to
lovomomd\' with his eyes on the ground; yes in that way. I wish / was his
and, when accosted or ulhuvhc required to
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raise them, he looked upin a half resentful, half ~ “Youw'd be everybody’s master, if you durst,”
puzzled way, as mouwi the only thou >'hl he | reforted Orlick, with an ill-favoured grin.

ever had, was, that it was rather an odd and in-| (“Let her alone,” said Joe.)

Jjurious fact that he should never be thinking. “I'd be a match for all noodles and all

This morose journeyman had no Jl\l““ for | rogues,” returned my sister, beginning to work
me.  When I was very small and timid, he gave | herself into a mighty rage. And L couldn’
me tounderstand that the Devil lived in a black | be a match for the moodles without being a
corner of the forge, and that he knew the fiend | mateh for your master, w ho’s the d Lmnluqm.uled
very well : also that it was necessary to make | king of the noodles. And I coule In’t be a match
up the fire once inev ery seven years, with a h\c for the rogues, without being a mateh for you,

i
|
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| "
who are the blac I\N looking and the worst | Orlick sweeping up, \\llhrmt any mlm' traces of

rogue between this and France. Now!” fm\fwmp sure than a slit in one of Orlick’s

“You're a foul shrew, ’\lmlul Gargery,” | nostrils, which was ne e expressive nor orma.
arowled the journeyman. “If that m:'.i es a|mental. A pot of lu't r had appe Am:ll. from the
judge of nmm'\ you ought to ln' a good’un.” ‘,]“H.‘; Bargemen, and they were sharing it by
] ("1 et her alone, will you ul Joe.)

| turns in a peaceable manner. The lull had a
«What did you say ¥ c u? my sister, be- ‘ »ri;t"\ . and philosophic influence on Joe, who
ginning to scream. W hat (l]d you say ? What [ f : out info the road to say
did that fellow Orlick say to me, Pip? What fion that might do me
did he call me, with my husband standing by ? |
0!'0!0!” Each of these exclamations was a |
shriek ; and T must remark of my sister, what
is equally true of all the violent women [ 1 W
ever seen, that passion was 1no excuse for her
because it is undeniable that instead of
into passion, she consciously and deliber ssed the gate man y times be-
took extraordinary pains to force herself into i 1 up my mind to ring. ;
and became blindly furious by rvegular stages ; | how I debated whether I should go away with-
«what was the name he gave me before the |[out ringing; nor, how T should undoubtedly
base man who swore to defend me? O! Hold | have gone, if my time had been my own, to
me! O come ba
“ Ah-h-h I” growle
his teeth, “I’d hold you,
1’d hold you under the pump,
of you.”

fol

as a part-
good, “ On
e, Pip, and off the Ramy age, Pip—

absurd emotions (for we think the
are very serious in a man quite

o 1 1p s 15
, I found myself again going to

.\.‘Iu«‘.\l"‘ here. Nor how

1eyman, befween |

Pocket came to the gate. No

1y wife

re again P said Miss
) you want :

A\ > 10 See }\‘l'\\.

evidently deliberated

send me about my

o ha wi the resp

and presently brou

d it y ssage l was to “come up.’
‘hanged, and Miss H

1

“Q! To hear him!
clap of her hands “1.\1 a scream i«
e

‘To hear the names he’s | busi 5 But
giving me! That Orlick! In my ow
Me, a married woman! With my
standing by! O! O!” Here my s
a fit of clapping i

upon her 1

was her next stag

SCr¢

"uu off

W the last s i
l ing by this time a perfe u t \
success, she made a dash ¢ 1 tices
had fortunately locked. [ you.”

What could the wr do now, after e > with the old restless fing
his disregarded parenthetical interruptions, but l come on_your birthc
stand up to his j urneyn md ask him w 1 suddenly, turning
he meant by interfering betwixt hix f d «ds me, “you are lo
Mrs. Joe; and further 'r man He ;
enough to come on? th look round—in fact, for Est
situation admitted of ling that T hoped she was wel

on, and was on his defence straig

tway; s | Miss Havishan 15

1; “educating
tier than ever ;

without so much as pulling off their sing

ed far ont of reach; pret
and burnt aprons, they went at one anc dmired by all who see her. l?»\nulm'ltl 1t
like two giants. But, 1f any man in that neigh- | you have los pe3
bourhood could stand up long against Joe, I|” There was such a malienant (‘wn\mem in her
never saw the man. Orlick, as if he had been | utterance of the last words, and she broke into
of no more account than the pale your gentle- | such a di 1'u.‘\ h‘ laugh, that I was at a loss
man, was Very Soon amc “:l.l« coal-dust and in no | what to s -ed me the trouble of con-

hurry to come out of it. Then, Joe unlocked the ; sidering,

doo

ing, by dismissine me. When the gate
and picked up my sister, who had dropped | was closed upon me by Sarah of the walnut-
1”\\ nsible at the window (but \\1 o had secn the | shell countenance, I felt more than ever dis-

ight first, T think), and who was carried ito the | satisfied with my home and with my tra wde and

lwnw and laid down, and who was recommended | | W ith everything ; and that was all I took by that
to revive, and would do nothine but struggle | motion.

and clench her hands in Joe’s hair. Then, came | As T ws loitering along the High-street, look-
[
that singular calm .mtl silence which succeed all

wnw n lh(‘vh\ulkupl\' at the \hup ~windows, and

uproars; and then, with the vague sensation hinking what I should buy if 1 were a gentle-
which T lm\(»ul\\ (l\\(ulllll(‘lk d with such a lull— { man, who \huul 1 come out of the books 1101‘ but
namely, that it was Sunday, and somebo dy was | Mr. W opsle. Mr. W 0]“1‘3 had in his hand
dead—I went up-stairs to dress myself. TR ting tragedy of George Barnwell, in
When T came down again, I found Joe and | which he had that moment invested sixpence,
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with the view of heaping every word of it on
llw head of l’nml)lwgmok, with whom he was
going to drink tea. No sooner did he see me,
than he appeared to consider that a special Pro-
vidence had put a ’prentice in his way to be read
at; and he 1‘1':‘\1 hold of me, and insisted on
my accompanying him to the Pumblechookian
parlour, As T knew it would be miserable at
home, and as the nights were dark and the way
was dreary, and almost any ('4\"11V11\l‘\11\h‘[\ on
the mu{ was better than none, I made no g
resistance ; conse que ntly, we turned into Pumble-

chook’s mv as the str

t and the shops were

ghting up.

As I never assisted at any other represer

tion of George Barnwell, T don’t know how !
y usually take; but I know very we 1
1t took until half-past nine o’clock 1t night,
hat w Mr. Wopsle got into Newgate, I
t ght he never would go to the seaffold, he
1 me so much slower than at {
period of his disgraceful career. I
little too mucl WM;U he should cor
being cut short in his flower s all, as if he
] l 1 1 " ) SeC L ‘:." \»\
( ran vev

! 1igth and we
s \ vas the identif
B 11 hat I
g so taxed me with W ‘
L K to present me in worst 1o
A 1s and maud [ was
I y with no ¢ iting ¢ 1
( r; Millwood put me don
1 my master’s daugh care a
! 1 a can my g
ne conduct on the f
Even after 1 w
L W had « | the 1 3
( ¢ d sl | |
| W . t
vell v fact 1
y I contemplated mure g
( ) 1 T could only in one t
o become my benet
y dark night when 1t was all over
( 1 I set out with Mr. W
§] 1 town we found a hea |
wd thick. The turnpike lamp
i quite out of the lamp’s usual place
d rays looked solid substance |
5 b= |
( fog We were i A «\11"“,1\\;]
| i1 the st 1 th a change of wind
from a certain quarter of our mars! when we
C u ‘m louchi ng undaer the lee of the |
turnpilk !

: ~‘¢M,\Yu}>;xfnq. “Qrlicl
*Ah!”’ he a

standing by a minute,

nswered, slouching out. I was
on the chance of com- |

pany.” |
! - 5

“You are late,” I remarked. ’

Orlick not unnaturally answered, “Well ? And |

yov're late.” [
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“We have been,” said Mv. W opsle, exalted

| with his late performance, ¢ we have be wnl'nlr-]m
ing, Mr. Orlick, in an inte llectual evening
Old Orlick growled, as if he had nothing to

say about that, and we all went on together. I

[ ml\ul him presently whether he had been spend-
ing his half- holiday up «m«l down town ?

“Yes,” said he, « .\.I of it. T come in behind
‘.\u:l{\(“, [ didn’t see you, but I must have
1| been pretty close behind you: By-the-by, the
| guns is going again.”

f ¢ At the Hulks ?” said T

“Ay! There’s some of the birds flown from
[the cages. The cuns have been going since
| 3 ) Shtia
| dark, about. You’ll hear one presently.”

In effect, we had not walked many yards
[ further, when the wembered boom ‘came
towards us, de ?Hv mN, and heavil
1 low grounds by the river

as nd threatening the fug
tives.
|  “A good1 for cutting off in,” said Orlick.
[ “We'd be puzzled how to bring down a jail-bird
0I1l1 1€ Wil - 7 en

The subject was a suggestive one to me, and

out i in silence. Mr. Wopsle, as the

(uited unc f the evening’s tragedy, fell
meditating s garden at Cax \‘l rwell.
Orlic vith his nds in hi |
y at my I
very mudd nd
1 us ag 1
nd my thoughts. M
iberwell, and ex
I, and in the g
bury Orlic S 1€
on (
S —old C Sl
Jolly Barg
( m 1 wide open,
vonted lights 1 heen hastily cat

1 put tered about. Mr. Wopsle

pped sk what was the matter (surmis-
ing that a convict had been taken), but came
running out in a g w

“Thex something wrong,” said he, witl

stopping, up ¢
What is 1t 2 T asked, keepin
So did Orl Wb my side.
‘I can’t quite understand. The house seems
o have been violently entered when Joe was
ut.  Supposed by convict Somebody has
heen attacked and hurt
We were running too fast to admit of more
being said, and we made no stop until we got
info our kitchen. It was full of people; the
whole village was there, or in the yard; and
there was a surgeon, and there was Joe, and
there were a group of women, all on the floor
in the midst of the kitchen. The Hlk'.ll]»[n\u[
bystanders drew back when they saw me, and

your place, Pip. Run a
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so I became aware of my sisfer IA\zr g ',\.":mn! |
| ;i sense or movement on the bare boards \\'1'1«.“
* (| she had been knocked down by a tremendous
blow on the back of the head, dealt by some un- |

towards

unpage |

i known hand when her face was turned
b I]('lwfu\ ed never to be on the R

was wife of Joe.

acain while she
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A QUARTER of a century ago, even t 0s
clel c m ls were quite made up Lo
of human fos [t s |
I, that human ] ( |
any facts in favc f such a doctrine
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' modern origin, gre:
thinkers were quite of opinion > g1
} had been deposited ages before 1
3 Professor Qolite had laughed at the idea
: that Sir Protogin Felspar couldn’t see how
1 the author was to make his theory out. M. d¢
§ Perthes replied that he had positive proofs that
i It remains left by man had been found in the
i gravel; he figured some hundreds of

carefully, and |
volume. Ng¢

to

published the figures in an octavo
he offered to show his speeimens
geological pundits of Paris, Ie could |

|
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them very | profess to be totally ignorant ut their use.
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obtain

m,f even hearing, Scientific W orld,
t being able to confute tl ns obstinate hereti
| lmi not being in a position to burn him alive o r

to break him on the wheel, took the only cours

that remained. It refu 'u to read his book. ““(l
a translation of part it, which u“‘;km(l it
L1 stall-born “’hllll(
(eleven }r ars after the
Brisrtox, of the Geo-
log ALCONER, on carefully
0 Brixham, in Devon,
und, along with the remains of the ¢
cavern below, sculptured flints, such as are
used 1 vages fo and spear head
Some ¢ were to London b

re on them
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N | Axstep and Sir CHARLES LyELL
) assisted at the mournful ceremor j
We now told that the existence
( stone instruments, instead of beix
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g an every-day affair.
f from Cape Wrath

to Land’

rom Galway to Yarmouth; and Mr. Keating,
whose long stay in Upper Canada, in the neigh-
urhood of Lakes Superior and Huron, gave
him ample means of acquiring information, saj
hat it 1s quite a common thing to di sinter them

hat the Indians
We

found in very

art of the world, and

I presently see that they are
distant parts of A\III(‘li(‘:l‘ Professor Owen says
that the flint weapons found in the grav el s
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