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CHAPTER IL

My sister, Mus. Joe Gargery, was more than
twenty years older than I, and had established a
great reputation with herself and the neighbours
because she had brought' me up “by hand.”
Having at that time to find out for myself what
the expression meant, and knowing her to have
a hard and heavy hand, and to be much in the
habit of laying 1t upon her husband as well as
upon me, I annoscd that Joe Gargery and I
were hoth bxou«»ht up by hand.

She was not a good -looking woman, my sister ;
and I had a general impression that she must
have made Joe Gargery marry her by hand. Joe
was a fair man, with curls of flaxen hair on each
side of his smooth face, and with eyes of such a
very undecided blue that they seemed to have
somehow got mixed with their own w . He
was a mild, good-natured, sweet-tempered, easy-
going, foolish, dear fellow—a sort of Hercules
in strength, and also in weakness.

My sister, Mrs. Joe, with black hair and eyes,
had ‘such a prevailing redness of skin that I
sometimes used to wonder whether it was pos-
sible she washed herself with a nmmcm rater
instead of soap. She was tall and bony, and
almost always wore a coarse apron, fastened over
her figure behind with two loops, and having a
square impregnable bib in front that was stuck
full of pins and needles. She made it a powerful
merit in herself, and a mong reproach against
Joe, 11mt she wore this apron so much. Though
l really see mo reason \why she should have
worn it ab all : 01 why, if she did wear it at all,
1 » should not have taken it off, every day of her

lif

Joe’s forge adjoined our house, which was a
wooden house, as many of the dwellings in our
country were—most of them, at that time.
When T ran home from the chmcll\ ard, the forg
was shut up, and Joe was ~1IIm” lonc in the
kitchen. Joeand I being 11’110\\‘->umu s, and
having confidences as such, Joe imparted a con-
fidence to me, the moment I raised the latch of
the door and peeped in at him opposite to it,
aitlin:‘ in the chimney corner.

Mrs. Joe has been (m‘ a dozen times, looking
for you, Pip. \ud she’s out now, making it a
baker’s dozen.’

Is she?
L “and what’s worse,

she’s got Tiekler with he
\t this nii\n\ lnudh ence, 1 1\‘1\“\1 xI e onl

Wax- L,mh d plu'c of cane, worn smouth by | i
ion with my tickled frame.
She sot down,” said Joe, "’lud
grab at Tickler, and
paged out. what she th\l,
slowly clearing the fire between the |
with thepoker, and looking atit:
paged out, Pip.”
Tas she been gone' long, Joe?” I alw:
treated him a wger species of child, and as
no more than my equal.
“W said Joe, glancing up at the Dutch

she gob All

nd she made &

clock, “she’s been on the Ram-page, this last
spell, about five minutes, Pip. She’s a coming !
Get behind the door, old chap, and have the jack-
towel betwixt you.”

T took the advice. My sister, Mrs. Joe, throw-
ing the door wide open, and finding an o‘);lvucA
tion behind it, immediately divined the cause,
and applied Tickler to its further investigation.
She concluded by throwing'me—I often served
her as a connubial missile—-at Joe, who, glad to
gethold of me on any terms, passed me on into the
chimney and quietly fenced me up there with his
"IClt lm

“Where have you been, you young mm‘
said Mrs. Joe, :hmpmﬁ her Toot. < H me
directly what you've been doing to wear r
away with fret and fright and worrit, or I’d
have you out nf that corner if you
Pips and he was five hundred Gargery

“T have only been to the churchyard,” said
I, from my stool, crying and rubbing myself.

¢ Churchyard ! repeated my sister. “If if
warn’t for me yow’d have been to the church-
yard long ago, and stayed there. Who brought
you up by hand #?

“You did,” said 1.

“And why did T do'it, T
know!”” exclaimed my sister.

I whimpered, “ I don’t know.”

¢ I don’t 1”* said my sister. I’d never do it
again! Tknow that. I may truly say I’ve never
had this apron of mine off, since horn you were.
It’s bad (n(mnll to be a blacksmith’s wife (and
him a Gargery), without being your mother.”

My Lnourrhtz strayed from That question as T
looked dlsconsohtely at the fire. For, the fug
tive out on the marshes with the ironed leg, the
mysterious young man, the file, the ml,
and the dreadful plu ge T was wu{m to commit
a larceny on those sheltering premises, rose
fore me In the avenging coals.

“Hah ! said Mus. Joe, restoring Tickler to
his station. *Churchyard, indeed! You may
well say churchyard, you two.” One of us, by-
the-by, had not said it at all. ¢ You’ll drive z¢ to
the churchyard betwixt you, one of these days
and oh, a prr-recious pair you’d be withou
me. K

vy 97

should like to

£
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My sister had a trenchant way of cutting
our hread-and-butter for us varied.
First, with her left hand s loaf hard

and fast against her bi]r > it sometimes
got a pin into it, and sometimes a needle, which
we afterwards got into our 1 Then, she
took some butter (not too much) on a knife and
spread n un th, lt) ! in an JI/Jlll“C‘lH Llnd of
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and trimming and moulding the butter off round
the crust. Then, she gave the knife a final smart
wipe on the edge of the plaister, zxn«‘l then
sawed a very thick round off the loaf : which she

11 > separating from the loaf, hewed
halves : of which Joe got one, and I

to

i
the other.
On the present occasion, though I was hun-
gry, I dared not eat my slice. I felt that I
must have something in reserve for my dread-
ful acquaintance, and his ally the still more
dreadful young man. I knew Muys. Joe’s house-
keeping to be of the strictest kind, and that my
larcenous researches might find nothing available
in the safe. Therefore I resolved to put my
hunk of bread-and-butter down the leg of my
trousers.
The effort of resolution necessary to the
‘hievement of this purpose, I found to be quite

awful. It was as if I had to make up my mind
to leap from the top of a high house, or plunge
into a great depth of water. And it was made
the more difficult by the unconscious Joe. In
our already-mentioned freemasonry as fellow-
sufferers, and in his good-natured companion-

s

1ip with mie, it was our evening habit to com-
pare the way we bit through our slices, by silently
holding themup to each other’s admiration now
and then—which stimulated us to new exer-
tions. To-night, Joe several times invited me,
by the display of his fast-diminishing slice, to
enter upon our usual friendly competfition; but
he found me, each time, with my yellow mug of
tea on one knee, and my untouched bread-and-
butter on the other. At last, T desperately con-
sidered that the thing I contemplated must be
done, and that it had best be done in the least
improbable manner consistent with the ecircum-
stances. I took advantage of a moment when
Joe had just looked at me, and got my bread-
and-butter down my leg.

Joe was evidently made uncomfortable by

he supposed to be my loss of appetite,

and took a thoughtful bite out of his slice
which he didn’t seem to enjoy. He turned

t about in his mouth much longer than usual,
pondering over it a good deal, and after all
gulped it [

down like a pill. He was about to
* bite, and had just got his head on

ide for a good purchase on it, when his eye
fell on me, and he saw that my bread-and-butter
was gone.

The wond

take

one

nd consternation with which Joe
1 threshold of his bite and stared
too evident to escape my sister’s ob-

ervarion.

“ What’s the matter now ?” said she, smartly,

aghast. “ Manners is manners, but still your
elth’s your elth.” 8

By this time, my sister was quite desperate,
so she pounccd on Joe, and, taking him by the
two whiskers, knocked his head for a little while
against the wall behind him: while I sat in the
corner, looking guiltily on.

“Now, perhaps youwll mention what’s the
matter,” said my sister, out of breath, *you
staring great stuck pig.” &

Joe looked at her in a helpless way; then
took a helpless bite, and looked at me again.

“You know, Pip,” said Joe, solemnly, with
Lis last bite in his cheek, and speaking in a con-
fidential voice, as if we two were quite alone,
“you and me is always friends, and I’d be the
to tell upon you, any time. But such a”—he
moved his chair and looked about the floor be-
tween us, and then again at me— such a most
oncommon Bolt as that I

¢ Been bolting his food, has he?” eried my
sister.

“You know, old chap,” said Joe, looking at
me, and not at Mrs. Joe, with his bite still in his
cheek. I Bolted, myself, when I was your age
—frequent—and as a boy I've been among a
many Bolters ; but I never see your Bolting equal
yet, Pip, and it’s a mercy you ain’t Bolted dead.”

My sister made a dive at me, and fished me
up by the hair: saying nothing more than the
awful words, “You come along and be dosed.”

Some medical beast had revived Tar-water in
those days as a fine medicine, and Mrs. Joe
always kept a supply of it in the cuphoard;
having a belief in 1ts virfues correspondent to its
nastiness. At the best of times, so much of
this elixir was administered to me as a choice
restorative, that I was conscious of going about,
smelling like a new fence. On this particular
evening the urgency of my case demanded a
pint of this mixtare, which was poured down my
throat, for my greater comfort, while Mrs. Joe
held my head under her arm, as a boot would be
held in a boot-jack. Joe got off with half a
pint ; but was made to swallow that (much to his
disturbance, as he sat slowly munching and medi-
tating before the fire), ““because he had had a
turn.” Judging from myself, I should say he
certainly had a turn afterwards, if he had had
none before.

Conscience is a dreadful thing when it accuses
man or boy; but when, in the case of a boy,
that secret burden co-operates with another se-
cret burden down the leg of his trousers, it is
(as I can ftestify) a great punishment. The
cuilty knowledge that I was going to rob Mus.
Joe—I never thought I was going to rob Joe,

as she put down her ¢

say, you know!” muttered Joe, shaking |

me in very serious remonstrance. |
1 Youlld rself ischief. |

Wil do yoursell a mischief.
where.  You can’t have chawed |

CE S b e
matie now :

repeated my

on it up, Pip,

said Joe, a

for I never thought of any of the housekeeping
property as his—united to the necessity of always
keeping one hand on my bread and butter as I
sat, or when I was ordered about the luic]u:n on
any small errand, almost drove me out of my
mind. Then, as the marsh winds made the fi

glow and flare, I thought I heard the voice

|outside, of the man with the iron on his

o who had sworn me tosecrecy, declaring that
ie couldn’t and wouldn’t starve until to-morrow,
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but must be fed now. At other times, I thought,
What if the young man who was with so much
difficulty restrained from imbruing his hands in
me, should yield to a constitutional impa-
tience, or should mistake the time, and should
think himself accredited to my heart and liver
to-night, instead of to-morrow! If ever any-
hody’s hair stood on end with terror, mine must
have done so then. But, perhaps, nuhml\ s ever
did ?

It was Christmas Eve, and I had to stir the
pudding for next day, with L]u, copper-stick,
from seven to eight by the Duteh clock. T tried
it with the load 1 upon my leg (and that made me
think afresh of rhc man with the load on /Zis
leg), and found the tendency of exercise to
bring the bread-and-butter out at my ankle,
quite unmanageable. Happily, I slipped away,
and deposited that part of my conscience in my
garret bedroom.

 Hark !” said I, when I had done my stirring,
and was taking a final warm in the chimney
corner before being sent up to bed; ““was that
great guns, Joe ?
Ah ™ said Joe.

“ There’s another conwict

¢ What dova that mean Joe ?”’ said 1.

Mus. Joe, who always mu explanations upon
herself, said, snappis \\\' Escaped. Iiscaped.
Administering the definition like Tar-water.

While Mrs. Joe sat with her head bending
over her needlework, I put my mouth into the
forms of saying to Joe, “ What’s a convict
Joe put Zis mouth into the forms of returning
such a highly elaborate answer, that I could

make out 1101111110 of it but the single word
E(l)ll 2

“There was a conwict off last night,” said
Joe, aloud, “after sunset-gun. And they fired |

warning of him. And now, it appears they’re
firing warning of another.”

“ Who's firing ¥ said L.

“Drat that boy,” interposed my sister,
frowning at me over her work, “what a ques-
tioner he is. Ask no questions, and youw’ll be
told no lies.”

It was not very polite to herself, I thought,
to imply that I should be told lies by her, even
if T did ask questions. But she never was
polite, unless there was company.

At this point, Joe greatly augmented my
curiosity by taking the utmost pains to open
his mouth very w ldc, and to put it into the form
of a word that looked to me like ¢ sulks.
Therefore, I naturally pointed to Mrs. Tw, dml
put my mouth into the form of s ying, “her?*
But Joe wouldn’t hear of 1lm1, at all, and again
opened his mouth very wide, and shook the form
of a most emphatic word out of it. But I could
make nothing of the word.

« Mrs. Joe,” said I, as a last resource, I
should like to know—if you wouldn’t much
mind—where the firing comes from

“TLord bless the hoy!” exclaimed my sister,
as if she didn’t quite mean that, but rather the
contrary, ¢ From the Hulks.”

“Oh-h I said I, looking at Joe. IHulks!”

Joe gave a reproachful cough, as much as to
say, “ Well, I told you so.”

“And please what’s Hulks ?”’ said I.

“That’s the way with this boy!” exclaimed
my sister, poiminn me out with her needle and
Iln(‘.\d, and shaking her head at me. * Answer
him one (1\1(\{1()1\, and he’ll ask you a dozen
directly. Hulks ave prison-ships, right ’cross
th’ meshes.” We always used that name for
marshes, in our country.

“I wonder who’s put into prison-

ips, and

why they’re put there?” said I, in a general
way, and with quiet desperation.
It was too much for Mrs. Joe, who imme-

diately rose. T tell you what, young fellow,”
said she, “I didn’ ]nmrv you up h\ hand to
badger people’s lives out. "It would be blame
to me, and not praise, if I had. People are put
in the Hulks because they murder, and because
they rob, (md forge, and do all sorts of bad; and
they alway b(‘“m by asking questions. Now,

you get (\lul o t0 bed!

I was never allowed a candle to light me to
bed, and, as I went up-stairs in the dark, with m
head tingling—from Mrs. Joe’s thimble, having
played the tambourine upon it, to mcom; any
her last words—I felt fearfully sensible of the
great convenience that the Hulks were handy for
me. I was clearly on my way there. I had
begun by asking questions, and I was going to
rob Mrs. Joe.

Since that time, which is far enough away
now, I have often thought that few people know
what secrecy there is in the \omlu. under terror.
No matter how unreasonable the terror, so that
it be terror. I was in mortal terror of the
young man who wanted my heart and liver; I
was in mortal terror of my interlocutor with the
ironed leg; I was in mortal terror of myself,
from whom an awful promise had been extracted ;
[ had no hope of deliverance through my all-
powerful sister, who repulsed me at every turn;
[ am afraid to think of what I might have duno
upon requirement, in the secrecy of my terror.

If T slept at all that night, it was only to
imagine myself drifting down the river on a
strong spring tide, to the Hulks ; a ghostly pirate
calling out to me through a speaking-trumpet,
as I passed the gibbet-station, that I had better
come ashore and be hanged there at once, and
not put it off. I was afraid to sleep, even if I
had been inclined, for I knew that at the first
faint dawn of morning I must rob the pantr,
There was no doi 1t in the night, for there
was no getting a light by easy friction then; to
have got one, I must have struck it out of flint
and steel, and have made a noise like the very
pirate himself rattling his chains.

As soon as the gres at black velvet pall outside
my little window was shot with grey, I got up
and went down stairs; every lJmml 11.)011 the
way, and every crack in every board, calling
after me, “Stop thief!” and “Get 111», Mis,
Joe!” In the pantry, which was far more
abundantly supplied than usual, owing to the
season, 1 was very much alarmed, by a hare
hanging up by the heels, whom I rather thought
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“in this Eternal City, and yet are, so to speak,
fasting. You have:sat down every day to the
ternal dinners, and been filled with the J.M‘x'm‘

f turned, winl
f n, no time for se-
) time for anything, for I had no time

P I bread, some ‘1,1‘u. of |m and ml‘gl prepardtions, and have not yet

: mincemeat (which I |once dined. You shall dine to- day for the first

) kerchief with my LN time. Have faith : put your trust in me” he
nig & 1*wm a sti one bottle

adds, ingeniously adapting the well-known mot

ly | d’ordre to the situation, *and keep your palate
o 12

dry

a glass bottleI had secre

| The kl“uh s of night were falling fast, asin the
case of the ill-fated young Alpine climber who
arrie dn banner with'a strz mge device, when we
went forth to dine. A strong party—half a
| dozen in number. The night was dark, and lamp
accommodation scanty. Me rrynote, high priest
s put away so carefully in a covered | of Apicius, strides on in front.” Invisible ancel

1ful rouna compact
A] gomg away withou

ted fo mount upon a

earthe a and I found it was | yyer, Caréme, Franecatelli, and (iu:m'—\\‘ulk
ie, and T took it, in the hope that it was | u‘\ulu us and “nmh* us tenderly. We are about
ot intended for early use, and would not be | ascending a gz rastronomic monarel of munmam\

issed for some time. | with his Tobe of snow, &ec., and our Balmat and

cating | our Tairraz went on in front, cheering us.

nerewas a aoor lll'hi K1 l(‘u\A] commeu

W forge; I unlocked and unbolted that| He sings for us the whole way—he keeps up
d and got a Iim from among Joe’s ‘tools. | the hearts of the lagging—he takes us over dan-
Tl t as I had found them, | gerous crevasses, where a single slip at either
I had entered when I |side would have precipitated us into yawning
an shut it, and ran for the | pools of mud. The useful precaution of tying
i!]w travellers ‘together ‘,\11] ropes was utterly
3 ¥ — | neglected ; mo one had thought of bringing
)K’S ORACLE. laxes; but there were instead, plenty of um-
—_ ihn'ii;\\. He takes us round by strange unfre-
TrEe popular belic ¢ > are indebted to | quented by-ways, bids us look up at a caked
Heaven for ts, e that eat Nameless | and erusted mass of 1\.“\1)'111\;** buildings, and old
kindly supplies

persons to cook those meats, is grey rockeries, where it is hard to discern nicely
: it The direct con- | which is rock and which building, and tells us
Nameless taking on him the ZEI:L‘ this is the famous old Tarpeian cliff. Then

t’s office ; eooks betraying their diviner | we eross the poor sort of Hungerford suspen-
origin. Friend Mc rrynote, who 1s a settler and | sion bridee, which has proved sadly unremunera-
socla ckwoodsi n tl ¢ 1

ty, and has | tive to the spirited proprietor, returning to him
» ‘\,1; 1§

a very light bag of halfpennies in the year.

bux ¢ rning, and sings tumultu- | Time is #0# money with Roman «wmwvlv"‘!\" S0
ously us H 1s the m jocund of | why not ju 1l go round by the old | bridee,
A S ( heerful as a school- | half a mile or so below, and thus save their half-
b 1 the bes in the world (I would | penny ?  Time "31 us 7s money, dinner, every-
v th him to lls fell down | thing ; and our guide breaks it to us gently that
b | ( it d heavy) ; | our host of the Little Bottles is a man of ec-
oh his proposition had not an air of start- manners, who would not sc 1‘1111“' to set
[ feel there is more beneath it than | the ordered banquet before guests ready to hand
( [ see that a rock on | and of more punetual habits.
\ I 1 perfect se nd simply What ! this striking into a net of entang
( When? Where? low P anes and alleys, h:ul[u\ foul narrow streets,
! At the sign of the L Bottles ! | twisting and doubling back, and shooting wildly,
1 he ans \ t a syllal now to the right, now to the left, without a
ne s luous w o oht—this plunging, in fact, into the
I 1e sign of the Owl, | noisome atmosphere of the Ghetto, or Old
W a ; at 1 sign of the | Jewry of Rome—is this a necessary pr i01
H e dax clus noisily ; ore Vy‘.h'l\ll("u banquet ? “Cour
o) wi i H( ;('SI‘“?* 0 l’nu‘ul: o9
X é t; orat The Brit le is \\;\\'ing im, ban strange de-
t d; b ce, though the invisible.
Bottles! It soun . round this ¢ Ju wn this one more
( S (with handkerchief pressed 11|‘nl, to the
f as a cheerful horn. , and the sign of the Little Bottles is
md snaps out i 1 ereaking noisily over our heads.
tively inspires. | Now it breaks upon me. ‘Asin the City pr
yet 1 mys t Great City, are certain dens, dark, di
\ enthusiasm, Y grant, but where you may see your

. {1
alar oll
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