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CHAPTER XXXII.

Oxe day when I was busy with my books
and Mr. Pocket, I received a note by the post,
the mere outside 01 which threw me into a great
flutter ; for, though I had never seen the hand-
writing in which it was addressed, I divined
whose hand it was. It had no set beginning, as
Dear Mr. Pip, or Dear Pip, or Dear Sir, or |
Dear All\llllll“ but 1.111111115 :

“Tam to come to London the day after to-morrow
by the mid-day coach. I believe it was settled you
should meet me? at all events Miss Havisham has
that impression, and I write in obedience to it. She
sends you her regard. Yours, EsTeELLA.”

If there had been time, I should pmlm ly
have ordered several suits of clothes for
occasion; buf as there was not,
be content with those I had.
vanished instantly, and I knew no peace or rest
until the day arrived. Not that its arrival
brought me exther; for, then I was worse than
ever, and began haunting the (‘(m(‘[;—«rlll(‘c in |
Wood-street, Cheapside, before the coach had |
left the Blue Boar in our town. Tor all that
I knew this perfectly well, I still felt as if if
were not safe to let the C(wh office be out of
my sight longer than five minutes at a time ;
and in this condition of unreason T had ])4-1-
formed the first half-hour of a wateh of four
or five hours, when Mr. Wemmick ran against
me. }

““Halloa, Mr. Pip,” said he; “how do you
do? I xuuld hardly have 111011“]1 this was
your beat.”

15 c\]) ained that I was waiting to meet some-
body who was coming up by coach, and I in-
quired after the Castle and the “wul

“Both flourishing, thankye,” said Wemmick,

““and particul: rly 1]1(‘ Aged. HL s in \\undu‘ul
feather. He’ll be eighty-two next birthday.
I have a notion of hllll” eighty-two times, if
the neighbourhood s mnldu t (nlnplam, and Lh at
cannon of mine should prove equal to the
pressure. H(m(‘vm this 1s not London talk,
Where do you think T am going to P

“To the office ?” said 1, for he was fending
in that direction. %

|
this |

I was fain to
My appetite
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| posal came as a relief, notwithstanding its i

[l’nmc 2d.
“Next thing to it,” returne d \\nnmmk
“I am going to Newgate. We are in a bankers-
parcel case just at present, and I have been
down the road taking a squint at the scene of
action, and there cupon must have a word or two
with our client.”

“Did your client commit the
asked.

“Bless your soul body, no,” :mx'\\'\-n_‘d
Wemmick, very dryly.  “But he is accused of
if. So might you or I be. Either of us might
be aceused of it, you know.”

“Only neither of us is,” I remarked.

“Yah!” said Wemmick, tnm] ing me on the
breast with his forefinge ‘you’re a deep one,
Mr. Pip! Would you like to llx\c a look at
Newgate ? Have you time to spare

I had so much time lhx{ the pro

1861.

el

robbery

and

to spare,

concilability with my latent desire to keep my
eye on the (‘muhmlhu‘ Muttering that I
would make the lll\lull\ whether I had time to
walk with him, I went into the office, and ascer-
tained from the cl rk \'{Ih the nicest precisi
and much to the trying of his t temper, the e
moment at which the coach could be
pected—which I knew beforehand, quite as
well as he. I then rejoined Mr. Wemmick, and
affecting to consult my watch and fo be sur-
prised by the information I had received, ac-

| cepted his offer.

We were at \« wgate m a few minutes, and
we passed through the lodge where st fetters
were hanging up on dm bare walls among the
prison rules, into the interior of the jail.  Af
that time, jails were much neglected, and the
period of ex llul reaction consequent on
all ]»ull)(‘ wrong-doing—and which is always
1I~ heaviest and longest lmmsll_m nt—was still
far off. So, felons were not lodeed and fed
better than xnl<1m~ (to say nothing of paupers),
and seldom set fire to their prisons with the
excusable object of improving the flavour of
their soup. It was visiting time when Wem-
mick took me in; and a potman was going his
rounds with beer ; and the prisoners behind bars
in yards, were buying beer, and talking to
friends ; and a frouzy, ugly, disorder] ly, depress-
ing scene it was.

It struck me that Wemmick walked among
the prisoners, much as a gardener might \\.1U\
among his plants. This was first put into my
head by lm seeing a shoot that had come up in

me
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the night, and s '\\m «What, Captain Tom ? l ; !‘
Are u'wthmv > Ab, mdo“d‘ and le ¢Ts that | no knowing. \
Black Bill b hmd he cistern ? Why, I didn t,l “¢1 am ‘hu to hawe the (’hanc«‘ of bidding ||

S how do you find | you good-b \h. Wemmick,” said the lmn [

look for you these twomenths;
yourself ¥’ Equally in his stopping at
and attending to anxious whisperers—always
singly—Wemmick with his post-office in an
immovable state, looked at t them while in eon-
ference, as if he were taking pmilculux notice
of ‘110 alumt they had made, since last ob-|
towards coming out in full blow at their

¥ (‘u,
trial.
He was

hly popular, and T found that he
3 mp wtment of Mr. Jaggers’s
something of the state of Mr.

him too, forbidding approach
limits. ]h\ m\mmlncwmrmn
ach suceessive client was comprised in a nod,
in his settling llvnml a little casier on his head
h both mN:, and then tightening the post-
ce, and putting his hmJ‘ in his pockets. In
one or two instanc es, there was a difficultyrespect-
ing the raising of fees, and then Mr. Wemmick,

backing as far as “O\»ulc from the insufficie nt \
money plm.wm\ said, “I’s no use, my boy.
T’m only ¢ dinate. I can’ttakeit. Don't

go on in th ¢ with a subordinate. Tf you
are unable to make up your quantum, my boy,
vou had better addr m*u\\lt to a principal ;
there are plenty of pr mlml\ in the profession,
you know, anc | what is not worth the while \,'
one, may be worth the while of anot her ; that’s
1v recommendation to you, speaking as a sub-

ea

1ate. T)mn try on useless measures. Why

uld you! Now, who’s next #”
Thus, we walked through Wemmick’s green-
3 ‘\'“_

until hv turned to me and said,
e ms shall shake hands
should have done so, without the preparation,
as he had shaken h Amu\ with no one yef.
\llnh\ as soon as he had s Nmux, a ]\ulﬂ
upright man \‘l om T can see now, as I Wit e)
in a well-w live-coloured frock-coat, with a
pect iliar pallor U»U\l!l&l('l”“ the red in his com-
plexion, and eyes that went wandering about
when he tried to fix them, came up to a corner
of the bars, and put his hand to his hat—which
had a greasy fatty surface lllm cold broth—
with a half-serious and halfjocose military
salute.
“Colonel, to you!”
e you, (uhml.
All right, Mr. Wemmick.”
By (1\lhmrv was donc that could be done,
bu n the evidence was t00 strong for us, Colonel.”

I

said 'Wemmick; how

“Yes, it was too strong, Ssir—but 7 dow’t
care.”

“No, no,” said Wemmick, coolly, *yox don’t
care” i turning t) me, “Served His
\mw sty tl 1. Wa a soldier in the line

arge.’

and the mar’s eyes 1001;0&

1 over my head, and then
| then he drew his hand

ke
Ke

>, an(

P }u mlul [u
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the bars | stretching um
with him.

I

Wemmick.
pigeon-fancie 143
«] am told you had a

| yours to blm'r me a pair, if you’ve no further use

yeen real,
willing t
the favour
acknowle dﬂm“m of your attentions.”

for

taken care of. Good afternoon, Colonel. Good-
by  They shook hands again, and as we
walked away Wemmick sa \1 to me, “A Coiner,

a very 200d workman.
is made to-day,
Monday.
of pigeons
With that, he looked back, and nodded at this
dead plant,
in walking
sidering what
place.

loc
guardian was ap pu(lmd by the turnkeys, no
less than by those whom they held in charge.
“Well,
kept us between the two studded and
lodge gates, and cs m‘ful y kcl\cd ()nv bef
unlool\tu the other, ¢
to do with that w dlLl\idL murder ?
to make it nmummwh er, or what
m al\e of it ¥

mick.

| yow'll never catch ’em

“"l NICK.

ROUND.
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3

« Perhaps,’ returned my friend, “but there’s

his hand between two bars.
said Wemmick, shaking hands
Same to you, Colonl‘l

I had upon me W hen taken, had
Mr. W mmmcl\, said the man, un-
o let his hand go, © I should have 'lbl\cd
of your we nmnr anul‘h(‘r ring—in

¢«Thank ye, a
“Tf what

3

“T’ll accept the will for the deed,” said
L\ -the-by; you were qu'te a

The nnml()()lu d up at the sky.
emarkab lv breed of
Could you ('mnm\\lful any friend of

tumblers.

’em ¥’
«Tt shall be done, sir.”” !
« All right,” said Wemmick, « they shall be

> Recorder’s report
to be executed on
oes, a pm'
same.”

nd he i\ sure
Still you see, as far as i
are pmmw‘ pmvmr\ all the

and then east
out of the yard, asif he
other pot would go

his eyes about him
were con-
best in its

As we came out of the prison through the

lge, I found that the great nnponmcc of my

Mr. Wemmick,” said the turnkey, who
ked
KCU

1€

what’s Mr. J
J\

’s he mnw to

? returned Wem-

“Why don’t you ask him ?

“QOh yes, I dare sa

“ Now, that’s the r with them here, Mr.
Pip,” um‘nl\od Wemmick, turning to me with
the post-office elongated. “They don’t mind
what they ask of me, the subordinate ; but
asking any qucstions of

said the turnkey.

my ]mnc ipal.”

“Is this young gentleman one of the *pren-
tices or articl led ones of your office P asked
the turnkey, with a grin at Mr, Wemmick’s
l«ulumu ; |

“There he goes again, you see !” cried Wem-
mick, “T told you so! As another qucmoll
of the subordinate hefore his first is th Well,
supposing Mr. l’xp is one of them ¥’

“yy hy tlun said the turnkey, grinning

0, ““he knows what Mr. JJUML: is.? il
1':\’1"’ cried W emmick, ~u‘hlcnly lnttm"
out at the turnkey in a facetious way, ©yowre
as nhm ) as one of your own keys when you have
to do with my principal, you know ‘you are.

|
il
|

o -
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Let us out, you old fox, or I’ll get him to|lected T remembered—I aving forgotten every-

b*mrr an action of false imprisonment against

)OH.

The turnkey laughed, and gave us good day, |

thing but herself in the mean while—that T knew
nothing of her destination.
“I am going to Richmond,” she told me.

and stood huOhmf: at us over the mxl\eb of the foff Our lesson i is, that there are two Richmonds,

wicket when we descended the mpb into the |
streef.

¢ Mind you, Mr. Pip,”
in my ear, as he took my ar
fidential ; T don’t know that Mr. Jaggers does
a better thing than the way in which he keeps
himself so high. He’s always so high. His
constant height is of a piece with his immcnsc
abilities. That Colonel durst no more take leave
of him,
intentions respecting a case. Then, between his
height and them, he slips
don’t you see?—and so he has ’em,
body.”

I was very much impressed, and not for the
first time, by my guardian’s subtlety. To confess
the truth, I\mv heartily wished, and not for the
first tlm(‘, that T had had some other guardian
of minor abilities.

Myr. Wemmick and I pntm t the offic «‘ in
Little Britain, where ~uw1»mn(> for Mr. Jag-
gers’s notice were lingering about as usual,
I returned to my watch m the street
coach-office, with some three
eonsumed the whole mncunhmlunwlm\v
i s that I should be encompassed b;
taint of prison and crime; that in my childhood
out on our lonely marshes on a winter evening
I should have first encountered it; that it
should have reappeared on two occasions, star
ing out like a stain that was faded but not gone ;
that it should in this newway pervade my fort une
and advancement. While my mind was
engaged, I thought of the beautiful young
numl and whm d
Wt with absolute
A)Lt.\‘C& n the jail and I* er. I wished that We
mick had not met 1 ne, or that I had not yiel xml
to him and gone \\1 h hm so that, of all « in |
the year on this d ay, L might not have had New- |

gate in my breath and on my clothes. T beat
the prison dust off my feet as I sauntered to and
fro, and I shook it out of my dress, and I exhaled |
its air from my lungs,
feel, re nwlnbemw who was coming, that the
coach came qmcle after all, and I was not yet
free from the ‘011111”‘COllSClOLl\‘lCab of Mr. Wem-
mick’s consery: ﬂtow, when T saw her face at the
coach window and her hand way ing to me.

What was the 11"vnoless shadow which again
in that one instant had passed ?

said Wemmick, gravely

soul and

of the

CHAPTER XXXIII,

Ix her furred travelling- dress, Estella seemed
more delicately beautiful than_she had ever
seemed yet, even in my eyes. Her manner was
more winning than she had cared to let it be
to me before, and T thought I saw Miss Ha-
visham’s mﬂucncc in the clumw

We stood in the Tnn Yard while she pointed
out her luggage to me, and when it was all col-

So contaminated did I |

than that tuwrnkey durst :1~I him his | hoped there was an inn
| She said them
in his subordinate— |

“ul [

mmm" towards me,and l I's
abhorrence of m»‘cvm st | room 1

|
|
|
rm to be more con-

| to Ox)()
| follow our own device

13

| be ()11(‘

| grate a scorched leaf of

one in Surrey and one in Yorkshire, and that
mine is the Surrey Richmond, The distance is
ten miles. I am to have a carriage, and you
e to take me. This is my purse, and you are

m pay my charges out of it. Oh, you nm\r take
the purs se!  We have no chmm, you and I, but
our instructions. We are not free to
you and L1.”

at me in giving me the purse, T
er meaning in her words
slightingly, not with dis-

As she looked

pleasure.

“ A carriage will
Will you rest here a little ?

“Yes, I am to rest here a litt
drink s \m‘ tea, and you are
the while.”

\ho drew her arm througl
and I requested a
staring at the (‘n.wn lik
seen such a thing in his ]

have to be sent for, Bstella.
E]
3]

, and T am to
of me

to take care

hours on hand. T |coul

an an

O1
I

g I
ing the hole’s portions),
sauce-cruet, and somebody’s pa
jecting to this retreat, he took
room with a dinner-table for thirty,
a l"(!&)l»'»]’ﬂ’

ttens.

us into ¢

and in

{ bushel of coal-dust. Having looked this
extinet conflagration and \hunvl his head, he
‘\u\ my order: which, j be merely

for the lad sent him out of tl
state of mind.

am, sensible II"
its strong

up-stock, mig

tion o

ed one to infer

that the coaching department 10t doing
well, and that the enterprising proprietor was
boiling down the horses for il reshm de-
|\111n.\111 Yet the room wa in all to me,

that with her I
Mix, (I was
and

Estella being in it. I thought
could have been happy there for
not at all happy there at the time, observe,
L kmw it well.)

“ Where are you going to, at Richmond #” I
asked Lstella.
“T am going to live,” said she, great

1

who has the power

, with a lady Llul'(‘,
me about and in-

rs she has—of taking
troducing me, and showing
showing me to people.”
suppose you wi ill
admiration ¥
“Yes, I suppose so.”
She ‘llS\\'(lui\V) care
speak of yourself a
“ Where did \uuluuu how I speak of ut'm:g

people to me and

e glad of variety and |

ssly, that I s

« Y,
e €Y 0N

s if you wi mw some one else.” |}
|

D |

Come, come,” said Estella, smiling de h“l fully, |I
£ you must not expect me to goto schoo U/o*/ ‘
Il

= ——— - —— Tyt e el l
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T must talk in my own way. How do you thrive
with Mr. Pocket e
« T live quite pleasantly there; at Jeast——

It appeared to me that I was losing a chance.

« At Jeast P repeated Estella.

“As lesauﬂy as I could anywhere, away
from you.” g

«You silly boy,” said Estella, quite com-
posedly, “how can you talk such nonsense ?
Your friend Mr. Matthew, I believe, is superior

to the rest of his family

“Very superior indeed.
enemy: 2 a

«Ton’t add but his own,” interposed Tstella,
«for T hate that class of man. But he really is
disinterested, and above small jealousy and spite,
I have heard ¥’

«T am sure I have every reason to say s0.”

«You have not every reason to say so of the
rest of his people,” sald Estella, nodding at me
with an expression of face that was at once
orave and rallying, “for they beset Miss
Tlavisham with reports and insinuations to your
disadvantage. They watch you, misrepresent
you, write letters about you (anonymous some-
times), and you are the torment and the oceu-
pation of their lives. You can scarcely realise to
vourself the hatred those people feel for you.”

° «They do me no harm, I hope ?2 said I.

Tnstead of answering, Estella burst out
laughing. This was very singular to me, and I
looked at her in considerable perplexity. When
she left off—and she had not laughed languidly
but with real enjoyment—1I said, in my diffident
way with her, “I hope I may suppose that you
would not be amused if they did me any harm.”

“No, no, you may be sure of that,” said
Bstella. “You may be certain that I laugh
because they fail. Oh, those people with Miss
Havisham, and the tortures they undergo !”

She laughed again, and even now when she had
told me why, her laughter wasvery singular to me,
for T could not doubt its being genuine, and yet
it seemed too much for the occasion. I thought
there must really be something more here than T
knew; she saw the thought n my mind, and
answered it.

“It is not easy for even you,” said Estella,
“to know what satisfaction it gives me to see
those people thwarted, or what an enjoyable
sense of the ridiculous I have when they are
made ridiculous. For you were not brought up
in that strange house from amere baby.—I was.
You had not your little wits sharpened by their
intriguing against you, suppressed and defence-
less, under the mask of sympathy and pity and
what not that is soft and soothing.—I had. You
dx_d not gradually open your round childish eyes
wider and wider to the discovery of that im-
postor of a woman who calculates her stores of
peace of mind for when she wakes up in the
night.—1I did.”

[t was no laughing matter with Estella now,
nor was she summoning these remembrances
from any shallow place. T would not have been
1110_ cause (;t‘ that look of hers, for all my expec-
tatlons 1n a heap.,

He is nobody’s
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«Two things T can tell you,” said Xstella,
« Pirst, notwithstanding the proverb that con-
stant dropping will wear away a stone, you may
set vour mind at rest that these people never
will—never would, in a hundred years—impair
vour ground with Miss Havisham, in any par-
ticular, great or small. Second, I am beholden
to vou as the cause of their being so busy
and so mean in vain, and there is my hand upon
it.” 1}
As she gave it me playfully—for her darker
mood had been but momentary—I held it and
put it to my lips. “ You ridiculous boy,” said
Estella, «will you never take warning?  Or do
you kiss my hand in_the spirit in which T once
let you kiss my cheek

«'What was it ”” said L.

«T must think a moment. A spirif of con-
tempt for the fawners and plotters.
«If I say yes, may L kiss the cheek again?”
«You should have asked before you touched
the hand. But, yes, if you like.”

T leaned down, and her calm face was like a
statue’s. “Now,” said Estella, gliding away
the instant I touched her cheek, *you are to
take care that I have some tea, and you ave to
take me to Richmond.”

Her reverting to this tone as if our associa-
tion were forced upon us and we were mere
puppets, gave me pain; but everything in our in-
tercourse did give me pain. Whatever her tone
with me happened to be, I could put no trust in
it, and build no hope on it; and yet I went
on against trust and against hope. Why re-
peat it a thousand times ?  So it always was.

I rang for the tea, and the waiter, reappear-
ing with his magic clue, brought in by deg
some fifty adjuncts to that refreshment, but of
tea not a glimpse. A teaboard, cups and saucers,
plates, knives and forks (including carvers),
spoons (various), salt-cellars, a meek little muffin
confined with the utmost precaution under a
strong iron cover, Moses in the bullrushes
typified by a soft bit of butter in a quantity of
parsley, a pale loaf with a powdered head, two
proof impressions of the bars of the kitchen
fireplace on triangular bits of bread, and ulti-
mately a fat family wrn : which the waiter stag-
gered in with, expressing in his countenance
burden and suffering. After a prolonged absence
at this stage of the entertainment, he at length
came back with a casket of precious appearance
containing twigs. These I steeped in hot water,
and so from the whole of these appliances ex-
tracted one cup of I don’t know what, for Es-
tella.

The bill paid, and the waiter remembered, and
the ostler not forgotten, and the chambermaid
taken into consideration—in a word, the whole
house bribed into a state of contempt and ani-
mosity, and Estella’s purse much lightened—we
got into our post-coach and drove away. Turn-
Ing into Cheapside and rattling up Newgate-
street, we were soon under the walls of which I
was so ashamed.

“ What place is that  Tstella asked me.
I made a foolish pretence of not at first reco3-

€s




{| turning. T asked her if my guardian had any
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nising it, and then told her. As she looked at
it, and drew in her head again, murmuring
«“VWretches I I would not have confessed to
my visit for any consideration. Bpin]
"« Mr. Jaggers,” said I, by way of putting it
neatly on somebody else, “has the reputation
of heing more in the secrets of that dismal place
than any man in London.”

« He is more in the secrets of every place, L
think,” said Hstella, in a low voice.

¢ You have been accustomed to see him often,
I suppose

“[ have been accustomed to see him ab
uncertain intervals, ever since I can remember.
But I know him no better now, than I did
before I could speak plainly. What is your
own experience of him # Do you advance with
him ?”

¢ Once habituated to his distrustful manner,”
said I, ““I have done very well.”

¢ Are you intimate ?”’

“T have dined with him at his private
house.”

“T fancy,” said Xstella, shrinking, *that
must be a curious place.”

It is a curious place.”

I should have been chary of discussing my
guardian too freely even with her ; but I should
have gone on with the subject so far as to de-
seribe the dinner in Gerard-street, if we had not
then come into a sudden glare of gas. It
seemed, while it lasted, to be all alicht and alive
with that inexplicable feeling I had had before ;
and when we were out of i, I was as much
dazed for a few moments as if I had been in
Lightning.

So, we fell into other talk, and it was princi-
pally about the way by which we were travelling,
and about what parts of London lay on this side
of if, and what on that. The great city was
almost new to her, she told me, for she had
never left Miss Havisham’s neighbourhood until
she had gone to France, and she had merely
passed through London then in going and re-

charge of her while she remained here? To

|| that she emphatically said God forbid !’ and

no more.

i It was impossible for me to avoid seeing that
she cared to attract me; that she made herself
winning ; and would have won me even if the
task had needed pains. Yet this made me none
the happier, for, even if she had not taken that
tone of our being disposed of by others, I should
have felt that she held my heart in her hand be-
cause she wilfully chose to do it, and not be-
cause it would have wrung any tenderness in
her, to crush it and throw it away.

When we passed through Hammersmith, I
showed her where Mr. Matthew Pocket lived
and said it was no great way from Rich-
mond, and that I hoped I should see her some-
times.

“ Oh yes, you are to see me ; you are to come
when you think proper ; you are to be mentioned
to the family; indeed you are already men-
tioned.”

I inquired was it a large household she was
going to be a member of ?

“No; there are only two; mother and
daughter. The mother is a lady of some sta-
tion, I believe, though not averse to increasing
her income.”

T wonder Mis
you again so soon.

“Ttis a part of Miss Havisham’s plans for
me, Pip,” said Estella, with a sigh, as if she were
tived; “I am to write to her constantly and see
her regularly, and report how I go on—I and
the jewels—for they are nearly all mine now.”

It was the first time she had ever called me
by my name. Of course she did so, purposely,
and knew that I should treasure it up.

We came to Richmond all too soon, and our
destination there, was a house by the Green;
a staid old house, where hoops and powder and
patches, embroidered coats rolled stocki
ruffles and swords, had had their court days
many a time. Some ancient trees before the
house were still cut into fashions as formal
and unnatural as the hoops and wigs and
stiff skirts ; but their own allotted places in the
rreat procession of the dead were not far off,
and they would soon drop into them and ge the
silent way of the rest.

A Dbell with an old voice—which I dare say in
its time had often said to the house, Here is
the green farthingale, Here is the diamond-hilted
sword, Here are the shoes with red heels and
the blue solitaire,—sounded gravely in the moon-
light, and two cherry-coloured maids came flut-
tering out ‘to receive Lstella. The doorway
soon absorbed her boxes, and she gave me her
hand and a smile, and said good night, and was
absorbed likewise. And still I stood looking at
the house, thinking how happy I should be if I
lived there with her, and knowing that I never
was happy with her, but always miserable.

I got into the carriage to be taken back to
Hammersmith, and I got in with a bad heart-
ache, and I got out with a worse heart-ache.
At our own door, I found little Jane Pocket
coming home from a little party escorted by her
little lover; and I envied her little lover, in
spite of his being subject to Flopson.

Mr. Pocket was out lecturing ; for, he was a
most delightful lecturer on domestic economy,
and his treatises on the management of children
and servants were considered the very best text-
books on those themes. But Mrs. Pocket was
at home, and was in a little difficulty, on ac-
count of the baby’s having been accommodated
with a needle-case to keep him quiet during the
unaccountable absence (with a relative in the
Foot Guards) of Millers. And more needles
were missing than it could be regarded as quite
wholesome for a patient of such tender years
either to apply externally or to take as a tonic.

Mr. Pocket being justly celebrated for giving
most excellent practical advice, and for having
a clear and sound perception of things and a
highly judicicious mind, I had some notion in
my heart-ache of begging him to accept my
confidence. But happening to look up at M

Havisham could part with
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