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CHAPTER XXIII.

MR. PockEer said he was glad to see me, and
he hoped I was not sorry to see him. For I
really am not,” he added, with his son’s smile,
“an alarming personage.” He was a young-look-
ing man, in spite of his perplexities and his very
grey hair, and his manner seemed quite natural.
I use the word natural, in the sense of its being
unaffected; there was something comic in his
distraught way, as though it would have been
downright ludicrous but for his own perception
that it was very near being so. When he had
talked with me a little, he said to Mrs. Pocket,
with a rather anxious contraction of his eyebrows,
which were black and handsome, ¢ Belinda, 1
hope you have welcomed Mr. Pip #”  And she
looked up from her book, and sai(L “Yes.” She
then smiled upon me in an absent state of mind,
and asked me if I liked the taste of orange-
flower water ? As the question had no bearing,
near or remote, on any foregone or subsequent
transaction, I consider it to have been thrown
out, like her previous approaches, in general
conversational condescension.

I found out within a few hours, and may
mention at once, that Mrs. Pocket was the
only daughter of a certain quite accidental de-
ceased Knight, who had invented for
conviction that his deceased father would have
been made a Baronet but for somebody’s deter-
mined opposition arising out of entirely personal
motives—I forget whose, if I ever knew—the
Sovereign’s, the Prime Minister’s, the Lovd
Chancellor’s, the Archbishop of Canterbury’s,
anybody’s—and had tacked himself on to the
nobles of the earth in right of this quite sup-
vosititious fact. I believe he had been knighted

imself for storming the English grammar at
the point of the pen in a desperate address en-
grossed on vellum, on the occasion of the laying of
the first stone of some building or other, and for
handing some Royal Personage either the trowel
or the mortar. Be that as it may, he had di-
rected Mrs. Pocket to be brought up from her
cradle as one who in the nature of things must
marry a title, and who was to be guarded from
the acquisition of plebeian domestic knowledge.

So successful a watch and ward had been esta- |

himself a |

blished over the young lady by this judicious
parent, that she had grown up highly orna-
mental, but perfectly helpless and useless. With
her character thus happily formed, in the first
bloom of her youth she had encountered Mr.
Pocket: who was also in the first bloom of
youth, and not quite decided whether to mount
to the Woolsack, or to roof himself in with a
Mitre. As his doing the one or the other
was a mere question of time, he and Mrs.
Pocket had taken Time by the forelock (when,
to judge from its length, it would seem to have
wanted cutting), and had married without the
knowledge of the judicious parent. The judi-
cious parent, having nothing to bestow or with-
hold but his blessing, had handsomely settled
that dower upon them after a short struggle,
and had informed Mr. Pocket that his wife was
‘“a treasure for a Prince.” Mr. Pocket had in-
vested the Prinee’s treasure in the ways of the
world ever since, and it was supposed to have
brought in but indifferent mterest. Still Mrs.
Pocket was in general the object of a queer sort
of respectful pity, because she had not married
a title; while Mr. Pocket was the object of a
queer sort of forgiving reproach because he had
never got one.

Mr. Pocket took me into the house and
showed me my room: which was a pleasant
one, and so furnished as that I could use it
| with comfort for my own private sitting-room.

He ‘

then knocked at the doors of two other
similar rooms, and introduced me to their oceu-
| pants, by name Drammle and Startop. Drux 3
} an old-looking young man of a heavy order of
| architecture, was whistling. Startop, younger
[ in years and appearance, was reading and hold-
| ing his head, as if he thought himself in danger
| of exploding it with too strong a charge
| knowledg:
Both Mr. and Mrs. Pocket had such a notice
able air of being in somebody else’s hands, tl
I wondered who really was in possession of
house and let them live there, until I found tl
unknown power to be the servants. If
a smooth way of going on, per
spect of saving trouble ; but it hac
ance of bei
a duty tk
their ea
of comy
liberal 1
| always appeared to me

1

2

|



[March9, 1861.]

[Conducted by

part of the house to have boarded in, would
have been the kitchen—always supposing the
boarder capable of self-defence, for, before I
had been there a week, a neighbouring lady
with whom the family were personally unae-
quainted, wrote in to say that she had seen
Millers slapping the baby. This greatly dis-
tressed Mrs. Pocket, who burst into tears on re-
- the note, and said it was an extraordi-
nary thing that the neighbours couldn’t. mind
their own business.

By degrees I learnt, and chiefly from Herbert,
that Mr. Pocket had been educated at Harrow
and at Cambridge, where he had distinguished
himself ; but that when he had had the happiness
of marrying Mrs. Pocket very early in life, he had
impaired his prospects and taken up the calling
of a Grinder. After grinding a number of dull
blades—of whom it was remarkable that their
fathers, when influential, were always going
to help him to preferment, but always forgot
to do it when the blades had left the Grind-
stone—he had wearied of that poor work and
had come to London. Here, after gradually
failing in loftier hopes, he had “read” with
divers who had lacked opportunities or neglected
them, and had refurbished divers others for
special occasions, and had turned his acquire-
ments to the account of literary compilation
and correction, and on such means, added to
some very moderate private resources, still main-
tained the house I saw.

Mr. and Mrs. Pocket had a toady neighbour ;
a widow lady of that highly sympathetic nature
that she agreed with everybody, blessed every-
body, and shed smiles and “tears on eve
body according to circumstances. This lady’s
name was Mrs. Coiler, and I had the honour
of taking her down to dinner on the day of my
installation. She gave me to understand on the
stairs, that it was a blow to dear Mrs. Pocket
that dear Mr. Pocket should be under the
necessity of receiving gentlemen to read with
him, That did not extend to Me, she told me,
in a gush of love and confidence (at that time,
I had known her something less than five
minutes) ; if they were all like Me, it would be
quite another thing.

“But dear Mrs. Pocket,” said Mrs. Coiler,
“after her early disappointment (not that dear
M. Pocket was to blame in that), requires so
much luxury and eleganee 2

“ Yes, ma’am,” said I, to stop her, for I was
afraid she was going to cry.

“And she is of so aristocratic a disposi-
tion

“Yes, ma’am,” I said again, with the same
object as before.

“—that it s hard,” said Murs. Coiler, “to
have dear Mr. Pocket’s time and attention di-
verted from dear Mrs. Pocket.”

I could not help thinking that it might be
havder if the butcher’s time and attention were
diverted from dear Mrs. Pocket; but I said
nothing, and indeed had enough to do in keep-
ing a bashful wateh upon my company-manners.

1t came to my knowledge through what

passed between Mrs. Pocket and Drummle while
[ was attentive to my knife and fork, spoon,
glasses, and other instruments of self-destrue-
tion, that Drummle, whose christian name was
Bentley, was actually the next heir but one to a
baronefey. It further appeared that the hook T
had seen Mrs. Pocket reading in the garden was
all about titles, and that she knew the exact date
at which her grandpapa would have come into
the book, if he ever had come at all. Drummle
didn’t say much, but in his limited way (he
struck me as a sulky kind of fellow) he spoke as
one of the elect, and recognised Mrs. Pocket as
a woman and a sister. No one but themselves
and Mrs. Coiler the toady neighbour showed
any interest in this part of the conversation,
and it appeared to me that it was painful to
Herbert; but it promised to last a long time,
when the page came in with the announcement
of a domestic affliction. It was, in effect,
that the cook had mislaid the beef. To my
unutterable amazement, I now, for the first
time, saw Mr. Pocket relieve his mind by going
through a performance that struck me as very
extraordinary, but which made no impression on
anybody else, and with which T soon became as
familiar as the rest. He laid down the carving-
knife and fork—being engaged in carving at the
moment—put his two hands into his disturbed
hair, and appeared to make an extraordinary
effort to lift himself up by it. When he had
done this, and had not lifted himself up at all,
he quietly went on with what he was about.

Mus. Coiler then changed the subject, and
began to flatter me. Iliked it for a few mo-
ments, but she flattered me so very grossly that
the pleasure was soon over. She had a serpen-
tine way of coming close at me when she pre-
tended to be vitally interested in the friends
and localities 1 had left, which was altogether
snakey and fork-tongued; and when she made
an occasional bounce upon Startop (who said
very little to her), or upon Drummle (who said
less), I rather envied them for being on the op-
posite side of the table.

After dinner the children were introduced,
and Mus. Coiler made admiring comments on
their eyes, noses, and legs—a sagacious way
of improving their minds. There were four
little girls, and two little boys, besides the
baby who might have been either, and the
baby’s next successor who was as yet neither.
They were brought in by Flopson and Millers,
much as though those two non-commissioned
officers had been recruiting somewhere for-chil-
dren and had enlisted these: while Mrs. Pocket
looked at the young Nobles that ought to have
been, as if she rather thought she had had the
pleasure of inspecting them hefore, but didn’t
quite know what to make of them.

“Here! Give me your fork, mum, and take
the baby,” said Flopson. “Don’t take it that
way, or you'll get its head under the table.”

Thus advised, Mrs. Pocket took it the other
way, and got its head upon the table; which
was announced to all present by a prodigious
concussion.,
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¢ Dear, ‘(‘k‘ar. Gm' it me lmcl\, mum,” s; wl nuterackere rl dead, people’s poor
Flopson; “and Miss Jane, come and dance to | papa’s positions !” Then he let himself
baby, do !”’ | again, and hecame mz nt.

One of the little girls: a mere mite who| We all looked aw
seemed to have prematurely taken upon herself | while this was goi succeeded
some charge of the others: stepped out of her | during which the lm\p e lllll‘l(\\:i)k )\\:1
place by me, and danced to and from the baby [ made a series of le eaps and crows at little Jane
until it left off crying, nnd laughed. Then all | who appeared to me to be the ')l; y memb ; of
the children hughcd, and Mr. Pocket (who in |the fami ly (irrespective of servants l) with whe ,
the mean time had twice endeavoured to lift|it had any decided acqui intance. o
himself up’ by the hair) laughed, and we all “Mr. Drummle,” said Mrs. Pocket
laughed and were glad. you ring for Flopson? Jane,

Flopson, by dint of doubling the baby at the | little thing, go z\ml liv down. Now, baby dar-

like a Dutch doll, then got it safely into | ling, come with ma !’ R ¥
s. Pocket’s lap, and gave it the nutcraekers lhv baby was ILG soul of honour, and pro-
to play with : at the same time recommending |tested with all its micht. It doubled itself up
| \hc Pocket to take notice that the handles of | the wrong way over Mrs. Pocket’s arm, exhi
| that instrument were not likely to agree with |a pair of knitted shoes and di impled a1
its eyes, and sharply c‘mnmrr Miss Jane to |the company in lieu of its soft
look after the same. ~Then, the two nurses leff | carried out in the hi
the room, and had a lively scuffle on the stair- |if gained its point aft

>

ill

youw undutiful

<les to

ce, and was

| est; state of mul' 1
ll, for I sav

‘ case with a dissipated page who had waited at | the window within a few minutes, lv(”n > nursed

i dinner, and who had clearly lost half his buttons | by little Jane.

|

\

\

at the gaming-table. I't happened that the other five children were
I was made very uneasy in my mind by |left behind at the dinner-table, through Flop-
Mrs. Pocket’s falling into a discussion with | son’s havix 1
Drummle respecting two baronetcies while she | not bein dH\l)V)Ll\ else’s busmess. I thus
| ate a sliced orange steeped in sugar and wine, | came aware of the mutual relations hetween them
and forgetting all about the baby on her lap : |and Mr. Pocket, which were exemplified in the
who did most a >pallinf»‘ things with the nut- | following manner. Mr. Pocket, with the nor-
crackers. At lm' 1, little Jane perceiving its | mal lnlpm\m of his face heightened his
young brains to be ]lhﬂ\.ihd, softly left her | hair rumpled, looked at them for some minutes
place, and with many small artifices coaxed the | as if he cmslxlnt make out how they came to be
| dangerous weapon away. Mrs. Pocket finishing | boarding and lodging in that establishment, and
\ her orange at about the same time and not ap- | why they hld vt been billeted by Nature on
proviug of this, said to Jane: someb ml\ else. Then, in a distant Missionary way
| “You naughty child, how dareyou? Go and | he asked them certain questions—as why little
| sit down this instant ! Jnc had that hole in his frill: who said, Pa,
¢ Mamma dear,” 1 ']wd the little girl, “baby | Flopson was going to mend it when she
| ood have put hith eyeth out.” «—auJ how little Fanny came by that w hit-
“How dare you loH me so!” retorted M d, Pa, Millers was going to poultic
Pocket. *Go and sit down in your chair this | it when she didn’t forget. Then, he melted into
moment; !’ rental tenderness, and gave mun 1
| Mus. Pocket’s dignity was so crushing, that I |apiece and told them to go and play;
felt quite abashed : as if T myself had done some- | as they went out, with one very strc
thing to rouse it. lift himself up h\ the hair he d
«Belinda,” remonstrated Mr. Pocket, from hopeless subj ject.

some 1)11\ ate engagement \LH({

)e-

‘;{3
.«

>
>

the other end of the table, “ how can you be so ['1 the evening there was wm'm on the river >
unreasonable ? J'mu only interfered for the Drummle and Startop had each a boat, L re- >
| & lved to set up mine, and to cub the )
i motactmn of baby.’ Srieds solved to set up mine, ] o cub thie 3
i T will not “110\\ anyl to 1111(:1 5 out. I was pretty good at most exer
Mrs. Pocket. , Matthew, that | wh country- -boys ‘are adepts, but as

mt of inter- | conscious of wanting elegance of style

Thames—not to say for other wat
d to place myself un
Inner of a prize-wherry
stairs, and to whom I was intr
{ new s, This practical um‘l\
me very much, b\ sayl )
ksmith If 1

you should expose m
ference.” )
“Good God!’ cried

once en

of the v

to s save them ® 1
“T will not be inte
‘ said Mrs. Pocket, with

: / by

| that innocent little
know my poor grandpa
deed !

I\I\
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M.

.Polck(‘

\
Il out of his c‘.uu
Il exclaimed to the
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«If you please, sir, I should wish to speak to
you.” J

“ Speak to your master P said Mrs. Pocket,
whose dignity was roused again. “How can
you think of ‘such a thing? Go and speak to
Flopson. Or speak to me—at some other time.”

¢ Begging your pardon, ma’am P’ returned
the housemaid, “I should wish to speak at
once, and to speak to master.”

Hereupon, Mr. Pocket went out of the room,
and we made the best of ourselves until he
came back.

“This is a pretty thing, Belinda!” said Mr.
Pocket, returning with a countenance expressive
of grief and despair. “Here’s the cook lying in-
sensibly drunk on the kitchen floor, with a large
bundle of fresh butter made up in the cupboard
ready to sell for grease!”

Mrs. Pocket instantly showed much amiable
emotion, and said, “This is that odious Sophia’s
doing !

“ What do you mean, Belinda?” demanded
Mr. Pocket.

‘““Sophia has told you,” said Mrs. Pocket.

- “Did 1 not see her with my own eyes and hear
her with my own ears, come into the room just
now and ask to speak to you ¥’

‘ But has she not taken me down stairs, Be-
linda,” returned Mr. Pocket, “and shown me
the woman, and the bundle too

“And do you defend her, Matthew ?’ said
Mus. Pocket, for making mischief.”

Mr. Pocket uttered a dismal groan.

“Am I, grandpapa’s granddaughter, to be
nothing in the house *” said Mrs. Pocket. ¢ Be-
sides, the cook has always been a very nice
respectful woman, and said in the most natural
manner when she came to look after the situa-
tion, that she felt I was born to be a Duchess.”

There was a sofa where Mr. Pocket stood,
and he dropped upon it in the attitude of the
Dying Gladiator. Still in that attitude he said,
with a hollow voice, *“Good night, Mr. Pip,”
when I deemed it advisable to go to bed and
leave him.

CHAPTER XXIV.

ArTER two or three days, when I had esta-
blished myself in my room and had gone back-
wards and forwards to London several times,
and had ordered all I wanted of my tradesmen,
Mr. Pocket and I had a long talk together. He
knew more of my intended career than [ knew
myself, for he referred to his having been told
by Mr. Jaggers that I was not designed for any
profession, and that I should be well enough
educated for my destiny if I could “hold my
own” with the average of young men in pro-
sperous circumstances. I acquiesced, of course,
knowing nothing to the contrary.

He advised my attending certain places in
London, for the acquisition of such mere rudi-
ments as I wanted, and my investing him with
the functions of explainer and director of all my
studies. He hoped that with intelligent assist-
ance I should meet with little to discourage me,
and should soon be able to dispense with any

aid but his. Through his way of saying this,
and much more to similar purpose, he placed
himself on confidential terms with me in an ad-
mirable manner; and I may state at once that
he was always so zealous and honourable in
fulfilling his compact with me, that he made me
zealous and honourable in fulfilling mine with
him. If he had shown indifference as a master,
I have no doubt T should have returned the
compliment as a pupil; he gave me no such
excuse, and each of us did the other justice.
Nor did I ever regard him as having anything
ludicrous about him—or anything but what was
serious, honest, and good—in his tutor com-
munication with me.

When these points were settled, and so far
carried out as that I had begun to work in
earnest, it occurred to me that if I could retain
my bedroom in Barnard’s Inn, my life would be
agreeably varied, while mymannerswould be none
the worse for Herbert’s society. Mr. Pocket
did not object to this arrangement, but urged
that before any step could possibly be taken in it,
it must be submitted to my guardian. I felt that
his delicacy arose out of the consideration that
the plan would save Herbert some expense, so
I went off to Little Britain and imparted my
wish to Mr. Jaggers.

“If I could buy the furniture now hired ‘for
me,” said I, “and one or two other little things,
I should be quite at home there.”

“Go it !” said Mr. Jaggers, with a short
laugh. “T told you you’d get on. Well! How
much do you want

I said 1 didn’t know how much.

“Come !”” retorted Mr. Jaggers. “Howmuch?
Fifty pounds

“Oh, not nearly so much.”

“Five pounds ? said Mr. Jaggers.

This was such a great fall that I said in dis-
comfiture, “ Oh! more than that.”

““More than that, eh ?”” retorted Mr. Jaggers,
lying in wait for me, with his hands m his
pockets, his head on one side, and his eyes on
the wall behind me; “how much more ?”

“TIt is so difficult to fix a sum,” said I, hesi-
tating.

“Come!” said Mr. Jaggers. “ Let’s get at
it. Twice five; will that do? Three times
five; will that do? Four times five; will that
do ?”

I said T thought that would do handsomely.

“ Four times five will do handsomely, will
it? said Mr. Jaggers, knitting his brows.
“Now, what do you make of four times five ?”’

““ What do I make of it #”’

“Ah!” said Mr. Jaggers; *how much ?”

“1 suppose you make it twenty pounds,”
said T, smiling.

“Never mind what 7 make it, my friend,”
observed Mr. Jaggers, with a knowing and con-
tradictory toss of his head. ‘I want to know
what yox make it.”

“Twenty pounds, of course.” 2 ]

“ Wemmick !’ said Mr. Jaggers, opening his
office door. “Take Mr. Pip’s written order, and
pay him twenty pounds.”

J
L T . L

//



s —

—_—

(March9,1861] 509

Charles Dickens.) ALL THE YEAR ROUND.
This strongly marked way of doing business

made a strong ly marked illl[ ression on me, and ( 3 ything - 3\
g g S and | would melt me any ]lll)_\“ | please 1—: who
; X 3 8 asSe

that not of an ¢ greea le kind., Mr. . aggers ¢ 5

was in an excessive
never laughed 5! but .hc wore great bright creak- | had htl‘v::] 1(1:\\'(;:!‘l;ltis“n}ll'[tt(01?733:1:;1'10“'11‘1‘51 ll'k) h]c'
ing bogm and in poising himself on these boots, | room,a lli:hishSuldcru[ man \\'itl; & fwco-‘wiw 1‘1'01
with his large head bent down and his eyebrows | up in dirty flannel, who was drm:ml‘ in «‘)ld I)Iigi
Jomud together, awaiting an answer, he some- | clothes that bore the :l}\l}('ill‘:lll(‘(“k(;l. having l)f‘u;
times caused the boots to creak, as if #iey | waxed, was stooping over his work Lof ])T:'ll'kiﬂ”‘
laughed in a dry and suspicious way. As he | fair copies of the notes of the other two ":‘1;11«;
h:l]‘}?rmni to go out now, an 1 as Wemmick was [ men, for Mr. Jageers’s own use 2 t
brisk and talkative, I said to Wemmick that I This was all the vst:xhliﬂinfent When we
bardly knew what to make of Mr. Jaggers’s | went down stairs again, \\'vmmirk. led me inte
“:“.:“‘,‘5‘1;', : i e _ |my guardian’s room, and said, “This you’ve
Tell him that, and he’ll take it as a compli- | seen already.” %

answered Wemmick; “he don’t mean “Pray,”"

you sk

smelter who kept his pot always boiling, and who

. said T, as the two odious casts with

ow what to make of it. the twitchy leer upon them caught my sight

| surprised, t personal; | again, “whose likenesses are those > =~

; “These *” said Wemmick, getting upon a
lunching—and | chair, and blowing the dust off the horrible

N pieces of | heads before bringing them down. ¢ These are

| two celebrated ones. Famous clients of ours
| that got us a world of credit. This chap (why
youmust have come down in the night and been
into the inkstand, to get this blot upon
eyebrow, you old rascal!) murdered his
| master, and, considering that he wasn’t brought
| up to evidence, didw’t plan it badly.”
‘ “Is it like him #” I asked, recoiling from the
| as Wemmick spat upon his eyebrow and
| t a rub with his sleeve.
’s himself, you know. The cast
ate, directly after he was taken
u had a particular fancy for me,
Old Artful ?” said Wemmick. He
ined this affectionate apostrophe, by
s brooch representing the lady and
willow at the tomb with the urn
\ upon it, and saying, ““ Had it made for me, ex-
R eoliod press !

» into his slit

il |

I

‘We d uch ) (€ “Js the lady anybody #”* said I.
one J nd pe “ No,” returned Wemmick. ¢ Only his game.
I re are | (You liked your bit of game, didn’t you ?)
ild you like to se AR [ deuce a bit of a lady in the case, Mr. Pip,
I may e except one—and she wasn’t of this slender lady-
I ted the offer. When Mr. Wemmi ck | like sort, and you wouldn’t have caught Zer
{ put all | post, and had | looking after t urn—unless there was some-
i ] ) in a safe, | thing to drink Wemmick’s attention
mewhere down | beine thus directed to his brooch, he put down
hi 1 prod coat-collar like | the cast, and polished the brooch with his

The house | pocket-handkerchic i
shoulders «Did that other creature come to the same

hat had 'v't i coers’s room, | end P’ T aske « He has the same look.”

o have be p and down the « Youwre right,” said \\j«:mmick, “it’s the
roye it first floor, a | genuine look. Much as if one nostril was
ked veen a publican | caught up with a lm:‘arh:\m‘ and a little fish-
tcher—a 1 ¢ puffed swollen | hook. Yes, he came to the same cml;.qmlc
attentively ¢ red with three or|the natural end here, I assure you. He forged

e of shabby appearance, whom he wills, this blade did, if he didn’t also p\%l“t‘h‘c
unceremoniously as everybody seemed supposed testators to >[L‘;;p too. 'luu ‘\\x’ln“‘?
to be treated who contributed to Mr. Jaggers’s gentlemanly Cove, though (Mr. Wemmick was
again apostrophising), “and you said you (rm!ld
Wemmick, as we came out, ““for the Bailey.” In |write Greek.  Yah, Bounceable ! 1',\\. l‘]ll..( a 11;11’
the room over that, a little flabby terrier of a|you were. I never nu-.li such :tl .1;111.13[‘.\”\1'.
clerk with daneling hair (his cropping seemed | Before putting his late 111(:‘ud‘uur111>l‘51\ { }111(:
to have been forgotter when he was a puppy) W emmick luu_(‘hvt% the largest ob nblcmfu‘nul]?
was similarly engaged with a man with weak | rings, and n:ml,' ?:.'ut out to buy it for me,
only the day before.

eyes, whom ‘Mr. Wemmick yl'c:t:nhcnl to me as a

coffers. * Gettine evidence together, > said Mr.
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While he was putting up the other cast
and coming down from the chair, the thot
crossed my mind that all his personal jewe
was derived from like sources.
no diffidence on the subject,
liberty of asking him the question,
stood hefore me, dusting his hands.
«Oh yes,” he returned, “these are
of that l\md One brings another, you see;
that’s the way of it. T always take ’em. They’re
curiosities. And they’re property. They may

[ ventured on th
when he

all gifts

not be worth mueh, but, after all, they’re pro-

perty and portable. It don’t signify to you with
your brilliant look- out , but as myself,
guiding-star always “Get hold of portable
property.”

When I had rendered homage to this light
went on to say, in a friendly manner :

“If at any odd time when you imw nothing
better to do, you wouldn’t mind coming over to
see me at Walworth, I could offer you a bed,
and I should consider it an hono I have

fo

.

hank’ee,” said he, “then we’ll consider

<

r
As he had shown |
1e | Which side he was on,

gistrates shivered under a single bite of his
finger. Thieves and thief-takers hung in dread
rapture on his words, and shrank when a hair
of his eyebrows turned in their direction.
I couldn’t make out, for
| he seemed to me to be grinding the whole place
in a mill ; T only know that when'T stole out on
tiptoe lx(, was not on the of the bench, for
he was making the legs of the (ﬂ.nl gentleman
who presided, quite convulsive under the table,
by his denunciations of his conduct as the re-
presentive of British law and justice in that
chair that day.

> side

THE FRENCH IN LEBANON.

[ spENT the greater part of last summer and
autumn in Mount Li 'I\\’IHJI and the adjacent dis-
| tricts, during the time when the French expe-
ditionary force in Sy l'i/L\ as moving about in large
and small bodies over the whole and
although ne twenty 1 service

country ;
rs” Inc

Ily

comparatively weaker men were able to march

not much to show you; but such two or three | had given me considerable expe rience as to what

curiosities as I have got, you might like to look |a soldier can and cammot do in the w ay of

over; and I am fond of a bit of garden and a |marching in a hot climate, I saw feats of en-

summe llHli\' 4 y: | durance performed under a Syrian sun by the

said I should be delighted to accept his | French infantry, which astonished me. Thus I

hospi lﬂ\ } was led to make minute inquiries as to how these
P ‘

that it’s to come off, when convenient
Have you mm d with Mr. Jaggers yet 2’
”\u[ yet.’

< Well,”

said Wemmick, “he’ll give you
wine, and good wine. T’ll give you punch, and

not bad punch. And now I’ll tell you
thing. "When you go to dine with 2 ¢
look at his housekeeper.”

Shall I see something very uncommon #”

“Well,” said Wemmick, “yowll see a wild
beast tamed. Not so very uncommon, you’ll
tell me. 1 reply, that depends on the or

W ﬂxh.ws of lllC beast, and the amount of taming
It won’t lower your opinion of Mr. Jagger
powers. Keep your eye on it.”

[ told lllm I would do so with all 1
and curiosi
- ‘

I was tal

the interest
that his preparation awakened. As
my departure, he asked me if I

would like to devote five minutes to seeing Mr.
Jaggers “at it ¥

or several reasons, and not least because I
didn’t clearl I\un\\' \\h‘u Mzr. Jageers would be
found to be > 1 replied in the affirmative.

at,”

1U you. |

some- |

SO mue h better, although ¢
s, than our own troops in IJ

reater

[he corps with which I was most thrown
during the expedition in Lebanon, and of which
[ saw most when they returned to Beyrout,

the Zouaves, and
Ihe first of these, as most people
nch ; country troops raised exclu-
ice in Algiers, and although they
called upon to serve elsewhere—as
Crimea, in Italy, and latterly in Syria
are never stationed or garrisoned in
any other part of the world. The Zouaves are
also all French; raised for the same purpose,
and with the same exceptions as the Chasseu
rique, but they are infantry. The Spahis
gular cavalry troops, natives of Algiers,
\\illl a mixture of Frenchmen among the non-
commissioned office All these three arms
[ bear more or less affinity to one or other of
| our Indian troops, and it has often struck me
| that each of llum has more or less peculiarities,
[ which we might do well to copy in many in-

seurs d’Afrique,

for s

sively
may
the

1
be

We dm.l mlu the City, and came up in a|stances in our Indian service. I can hardly
crowded police-court, where a blood-relation | conceive in many instances, an organisation
\m the murderous sense) of the deceased with ‘ better adapted for our A\nv‘lu Indian cavalry—
the fanciful taste in brooches, was standing at | I mean regiments of English dragoons raised for
the bar, uncomfortably chewing something; |service in ‘the Bast—than that of the Chasseurs
while my guardian had a woman under (-\-‘uﬂ\t'riquv, a corps certainly on the whole the
amination or cross-examination—I dow’t know | very best light cavalry on service I ever saw.
which—and was striking her, and the bench, } One anecdote alone will show the quickness and
and everybody present, with awe. If any-|readiness of these dragoons. One forenoon last
body, of ‘whatsoever degree, said a word that | October, I was lounging about their camp at

he diduw’t approve of, ln‘ instantly 1L1um‘d L<\
have it “taken down.” If any bod\ wouldn’t
make an admission, he said, “T’ll have it out
of you!” and if ‘\ll\]JOd‘y made an admission,
he said, “Now I have got you!” The ma-

l\(nh I lms, in the pl‘\m of Calo-Syria; some of
the men were cooking, many of them catering,
[and others were occupied in various ways.
| Many were hardly dressed at all; for the

| morning was very hot. Nothing was further
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