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Everyman, I will go with thee, and be thy guide,
In thy most need to go by thy side.
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.INTRODUCTION

“ GrEAT EXPECTATIONS,” which was writtan in the afternoon
of Dickens’ life and fame, has a quality of serene irony and even
sadness, which puts it quite alone among his other works. At no
time could Dickens possibly be called cynical, he had too much
vitality ; but relatively to the other books this book is cynical;
but it has the soft and gentle cynicism of old age, not the hard
cynicism of youth. To be a young cynic is to be a young brute ;
but Dickens, who had been so perfectly romantic and sentimental
in his youth, could afford to admit this touch of doubt into the
mixed experience of his middle age. At no time could any books
‘by Dickens have been called Thackerayan. Both of the two men
were too great for that. But relatively to the other Dickensian
productions this book may be called Thackerayan. "1t is a study
in human weakness and the slow human surrender. It describes
how easily a free lad of fresh and decent instincts carm be made to
care more for rank and pride and the degrees of our stratified
society than for old affection and for honour. It is an extra chapter
to “The Book of Sriobs.” ;

- The best way of stating the change which this book marks in
Dickens can be put in one phrase. In this book for the first time
the hero disappéars. The hero had descended to Dickens by a
long line which begins with the gods, nay, perhaps if one may say
so, which begins with God. First comes Deity and then the image
of Deity ; first comes the godand then the demi-god, the Hercules
who labours and conquers before he receives his heavenly crown.
That idea, with continual mystery and modification, has continued
behind all romantic tales; the demi-god became the hero of
paganism ; the hero of paganism became the knight-errant of
Christianity ; the knight-errant who wandered and was foiled before
he triumphed became the hero of the later prose romance, the
romance in which the hero had to fight a duel with the villain but
always survived, in which the hero drove desperate horses through
the night in order to rescue the heroine, but always rescued her.

This heroic modern HKero, this demi-god in a top-hat, may be
said to reach his supreme moment and typical -example about the
time when Dickens was writing that thundering and thrilling and
highly unlikely scene in “Nicholas Nickleby,” the scene where
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Nicholas hopelessly denounces the atrocious Gride in his hour of
grinning triumph, and a thud upon the floor above tells them that
‘the heroine’s tryannical father has died just in time to set her free.
That is the apotheosis of the pure heroic as Dickens found it,
and as Dickens in some sense continued it. It may be that itdoes
not appear with quite so much unmistakable youth, beauty, valour
and virtue as it does in Nicholas Nickleby. Walter Gay is a
simpler and more careless hero, but when he is doing any of the
business of the story he is purely heroic. Kit Nubbles is a
humbler hero, but he is a hero; when he is good he is very good.
Even David Copperfield, who confesses to boyish tremors and
boyish evasions in his account of his boyhood, acts the strict stiff
part of the chivalrous gentleman in all the active and determining
scenes of the tale. But “Great Expectations” may be called, like
% Vanity Fair,” a novel without a hero. Almost all Thackeray’s
. novels except “ Esmond ” are novels without a hero, but only one
of Dickens’ novels can so be described. I do not mean that it is
a novel without a jeune premier, a young man to make love; “Pick-
wick” is that and “ Oliver Twist,” and, perhaps * The Old Curiosity
Shop.” I mean that it is a novel without a hero in the same far
deeper and more deadly sense in which “Pendennis” is also a
novel without a hero. I mean that it is a novel which aims chiefly
at showing that the hero is unheroic.

All such phrases as these must appear of course to overstate the
case. Pip isa much more delightful person than Nicholas Nickleby.
Or to take a stronger case for the purpose of our argument, Pip is
a much more delightful person than Sydney Carton. Still the fact
remains. Most of Nicholas Nickleby’s personal actions are meant
to show that he is heroic. Most of Pip’s actions are meant to
show that he is not heroic.  The study of Sydney Carton is
meant to indicate that with all his vices Sydney Cartoq was a hero.
* The study of Pip is meant to indicate that with all his virtues Pip

was a snob. The motive of the literary explanation is différént,
Pip and Pendennis are meant to show how circumstances can
corrupt men. Sam Weller and Hercules are meant to show ho how
heroes can subdue circumstances.

This is the prehmmary view of the book which is necessary
if we are to regard it as a real and separate_fact in the life
of Dickens. Dickens has many moods, because he was an artist ;
but he had one great mood, because he was a great artist. Any
real difference therefore from the general drift, or rather (I
apologize to. Dickens) the general drive of his creation is very
important. This is the one place in his work in which he does,
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1 will not say feel like Thackeray, far less think like Thackeray,
less still write like Thackeray, but’ this is the one of his
works in which he understands Thackeray. He puts himself in
some sense in the same place; he considers mankind |_at_some-
what the same angle as mankind is considered in_one of the
sociable and sarcastic novels of Thackeray., When he deals with
Pip he sets out not to show his strength_like the strength of
Hercules, but to show his weakness like the weakness of Pendennis.
When he sets out to describe Pip's great expectation he does not
set out, as in a fairy tale with the idea that these great expectations
will be fulfilled ; he sets out from the first with the idea that these
great expectations will be disappointing. We might very well, as
I have remarked elsewhere, apply to all Dickens’ books the title
Great Expectations.” All his books are full of an airy and yet
ardent "expectation of everything ; of the next person who shall
happen to speak, of the next chimney that shall happen to smoke,s
of the next event, of the next ecstasy ; of the next fulfilment of any
_ eager human fancy.  All his books might be called “ Great Expect-
ations.” But the only book to which he gave the name of “ Great
Expectations” was the only book in which the expectation was
never realized. It was so with the whole of that splendid and
unconscious generation to which he belonged. The whole glory
of that old English middle class was that it was unconscious ; its
excellence was’entirely in-that, that it was the culture of the nation,
and that it did not know it. If Dickens had ever known that he
4 was optimistic, he would have ceased to be happy- :

It is necessary to make this first point clear ; that in ‘*Great
Expectations” Dickens was reall ing to be a_quiet, a deta
and even a cynical observer of human life, | Dickens was trying to
be Thackeray. And the final and startling triumph of Dickens is
this : that even to this moderate and modern story, he ives
incomparable energy which is not moderate and whig i1s_not
modern, He is trying to be reasonable ; but i spite of himself he
ismspired. He is trying to be detailed, but in spite of himself he
is gigantic. Compared to the rest of Dickens this is Thackeray ;
but compared to the whole of Thackeray we can only say in supreme

raise of it that it is Dickens.
=7 Take, for example, the one question of snobbishmess. Dickens
has achieved admirably the description of the doubts and vanities
of the wretched Pip as he walks down the street in his new
gentlemanly clothes, the clothes of which he is so proud and so
ashamed. Nothing could be so exquisitely human, nothing
especially could be so exquisitely masculiné as that combination
%234
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of self-love and self-assertion and even insolence with a naked and
helpless sensibility to the slightest breath of ridicule. Pip thinks
himself better than every one else, and yet anybody can snub him; -
that is the everlasting male, and perhapsthe everlasting gentleman.
Dickens has described perfectly this quivering and defenceless
dignity. Dickens has described perfectly hoﬁwc_l_iﬁ_sj_gainst
the coarse humour of real humanity—the real humanity which
Dickens loved, but which idealists and philanthropists do not love,
the humanity of cabmen and costermongers and men singing in a
third-class carriage ; the humanity of Trabb’s boy. In describing
Pip’s weakness Dickens is as true and as delicate as Thackeray.
But Thackeray might have been easily as true and as delicate as
Dickens. This quick and quiet eye for the tremors of mankind is
here shown to be a thing which Dickens possessed. But it was
not a thing that only Dickens possessed, and there is a thing that
only Dickens possessed alive and evident in this part of * Great
Expectations.”

George Eliot or Thackeray could have described the weakness
of Pip Exactly what George Eliot and Thackeray could not
have described was the vigour of Trabb's boy. There would have
been admirable humour and observation in their accounts of that
intolerable urchin. Thackeray would have given us little light
touches of Trabb’s boy, absolutely true to the quality and colour
of the humour, just as in his novels of the eighteenth century, the
glimpses of Steele or Bolingbroke or Doctor Johnson are exactly
and perfectly true to the colour and quality of their humour.
George Eliot in’ her earlier books would have given us shrewd
authentic scraps of the real dialect of Trabb’s boy, just as she gave
us shrewd and authentic scraps of the real talk in a Midland
country town. In her later books she would have given us highly
rationalistic explanations of Trabb’s boy; which we should not:
have read. But exactly what they could never have given, and
exactly what Dickens does give, is the dounce of Trabb's boy. Tt
is the real unconquerable rush and energy in a character which was
the supreme and quite indescribable greatness of Dickens. He
conquered by rushes ; he attacked in masses ; he carried things at
the spear point in a charge of spears ; he was the Rupert of Fiction,
The thing about any figure of Dickens, about Sam Weller or Dick
Swiveller, or Micawber, or Bagstock, or Trabb's boy,—the thing
about each one of these persons is that he cannot be exhausted.
A Dickens character hits you first on the nose and then in the
waistcoat, and then in the eye and then in the waistcoat ‘again,
with the blinding rapidity of some battering engine. The scene in
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which Trabb’s boy continually overtakes Pip in order to reel and
stagger as at a first encounter is a thing quite within the real
competence of such a character ; it might have been suggested by
Thackeray, or George Eliot, or any realist. But the point with
Dickens is that there is a rush in the boy’s rushings ; the writer
and the reader rush with him. They start with him, they stare
with him, they stagger with him, they share an inexpressible
vitality in the air which emanates from this violent and capering
satirist. Trabb’s boy is among other things a boy; he has a
physical rapture in hurling himself like a boomerang and in bounc-
ing to the sky like a ball. It is just exactly in describing this
quality that Dickens is Dickens and that no one else comes near
him. No one feels in his bones that Felix Holt was strong as he
feels in his bones that little Quilp was strong. No one can feel
that even Rawdon Crawley’s splendid smack across the face of
Lord Steyne is quite so living and life-giving as the “kick after
kick” which old Mr. Weller dealt the dancing and quivering
Stigginsas he drove him towards the trough. This quality, whether
expressed intellectually or physically, is the profoundly popular
and eternal quality in Dickens; it is the thing that no one else
could do. Many writers might have conceived Trabb’s boy;
many might have done the Trabbs ; but who else could have done
the boy? This quality is the quality which has always given its
continuous power and poetry to the common people everywhere.
It is life ; it is_the joy of life felt by those who have nothing else
but life. It is the thing that all aristocrats have always hated and
dreaded in the people. And it is the thing which poor Pip really
hates and dreads in Trabb’s boy.

A great man of letters or any great artist is symbolic without
knowing it. The things he describes are types because they are
truths. Shakespeare may, or may not, have ever put it to himself
that Richard the Second was a philosophical symbol ; but all good
criticism must necessarily see him so. It may be a reasonable
question whether the artist should be allegorical. There can be
no doubt among sane men that the critic should be allegorical.
Spenser may have lost by being less realistic than Fielding. But
any good criticism of “Tom Jones” must be as mystical as the
“Faery Queen.” Hence it is unavoidable in speaking of a fine book
like “ Great Expectations* that we should give even to its unpre-
tentious and realistic figures a certain massive mysticism. Pip is
Pip, but he is also the well-meaning snob. And this is even more
true of those two great figures in the tale which stand for the
English democracy. For, indeed, the first and last word upon the
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English democracy is said in Joe Gargery and Trabb’s boy. The
actual English populace, as distinct from the French populace or
the Scotch or Irish populace, may be said to lie between those two
types. W,..w
at all, and the second is the poor man who asserts himself entirely
with the weapon of sarcasm. The only way in which the English
now ever mise in revolution is under the symbol and leadership of
Trabb’s boy. What pikes and shillelaghs were to the Irish popu-
lace, what guns and barricades were to the French populace, that
chaff is to the English populace. It is their weapon, the use of
which they really understand. It is the one way in which they can
make a rich man feel uncomfortable, and they use it very justifiably,
for all it is worth. If they do not cut off the heads of tyrants at
least they sometimes do their best to make the tyrants lose their -
heads. The gutter boys of the great towns carry the art of personal
criticism to so rich and delicate a degree that some well-dressed
- persons when they walk past a file of them feel as if they were walk-
ing past a row of omniscient critics or judges with a power of life
‘and death. Here and there only is some ordinary human custom,
some natural human pleasure suppressed in deference to the
fastidiousness of the rich. But all the rich tremble before the
fastidiousness of the poor. But it is idle to multiply words in
- order to describe a truth which is almost indescribable ; or rather,
which we should say was almost indescribable if it had not been
described here by Dickens in his account of Pip and his dew
clothes.

Of the other type of democracy it is far more difficult to speak.
It is always hard to speak of good things or good people, for in
satisfying the soul they take away a certain spur to speech.
Dickens was often called a sentimentalist. Dickens someétimes
was a sentimentalist. But" if sentimentalism be held to mean
something artificial or theatrical, then in the core and reality of his
character Dickens was the very reverse of a sentimentalist. He

seriously .&!L‘i‘d’-ﬁﬂ-iﬁlll’l’fﬂ.g%?sl To see sincerity and
charity satisfied him like a meal. at some critics call his love
of sweet stuff is really his love of plain beef and bread. ~Sometimes
_one is tempted to wish that in the long Dickens dinner the sweet
courses could be left out; but this does not make the whole
banquet other than a banquet singularly solid and simple. The
critics complain of the sweet things, but not because they are so
strong as to like simple ‘things." They complain ‘of the sweet
things because they are so sophisticated as to like sour things;
their tongues are tainted with the bitterness of absinthe. Yet be-
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cause of the very simplicity of Dickens’s moral tasks it is impossible
to speak adequately of them ; and Joe Gargery must stand as he
stands in the book, a thing too obvious to be understood. But
this may be said of him in one of his minor aspects, that he stands
for a certain long suffering in the English poor, a certain weary
patience and politeness which almost breaks the heart. One
cannot help wondering whether that great mass of silent virtue will
ever achieve anything on this earth.
1907. G. K. CHESTERTON.

The following is a list of the works of Charles Dickens —

Sketches by Boz, 1835, 2nd series, 1836 (from °‘ Monthly Magazine,”
¢ Morning Chronicle,” ‘“Evening Chronicle,” * Bell’s Life in London,”
and “ The Library of Fiction”); Sunday under Three Heads, &c., 1836;
The Strange Gentleman, comic burletta, 1837 ; The Village Coquettes,
comic opera, 1836; Is she his wife? or Something Singular? comic
burletta, acted 1837 ; Posthumous Papers of the Pickwick Club, monthly
numbers, 1836-7; Mudfog Papers (Bentley’s ° Miscellany”), ‘8373'
Memoirs of joseph Grimaldi, edited by Boz, 1838 ; Oliver Twist, or the
Parish Boy’s Progress, 1838 (from Bentley’s ‘ Miscellany ) ; Sketches of
- Young Gentlemen, 1838; Life and Adventures of Nicholas Nickleby,

monthly numbers, 18? ;s Sketches of Young Couples, &e.;, 1840;
Mlstet,Humphuy’s Clock, weekly numbers, 18401 ; volume form, 1840,
1841 (O1d Curiosity Shop, Barnaby Rud%e); The Pic-nic Papers (preface
and first story), 1841; erican notes for general circulation, 1842; A
Christmas Carol in Prose, 1843; The Life and Adventures of Martin .
Chuzzlewit, monthly numbers, 1843-4; The Chimes: a Goblin Story of
some Bells, &c., 1844; The Cricket on the Hearth: a Fairy Tale of -
Home, !8113; Pictures from Italy, 1846 (from * Daily Newu”& The
Battle of Life: a Love Story, 18465 D s with the Firm of Dombey
& Son, &c., monthly numbers, 1846-8; The Haunted Man, and the
Ghost’s Bargain, 1848; The Personal History of David Co eld,
monthly numbers, 1849-50; Christmas Stories in ¢ Househol: ords”
and “All the Year Round,” 1850-67 ; Bleak House, monthl numbers,
1852-3; A Child’s History of Enghnd, 1854 (from ¢ Household Words”);
Hird Times for these Times, 1854 (from ‘‘ Household Words”); Little
Dorrit, monthly numbers, 1855-57; A Tale of Two Cities, 1859 (from
e« All the Vear Round”); Great Expectations, 1861 (from * All the Year
Round”); Our Mutual Friend, monthly numbers, 1864-5; Religious
Opinions of the late Rev. Chauncey Hare Townshend, ed. C. D., 1869 ;
e dor’s Life,” last contribution, to ‘“All the Year Round”; The
Mystery of Edwin Drood (unfinished), in monthly numbers, April to
September, 1870. '

ther pa(f:en were contributed to ‘¢ Household Words ” and ¢‘ All the
Year Round.” &

First Collective Ed., 1847-74; Library Ed., 1853, &c.; *‘Charles
Dickens” Ed., 1868-70; Letters, ed. Miss Hogarth and Miss Dickens,
1886; Life, by Forster, 1872-74; *Men of Letters” Series, 18833
* Great Writers” Series, 1887.
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GREAT EXPECTATIONS

CHAPTER T

My father’s family name being Pirrip, and my christian
name Philip, my infant tongue could make of both names
nothing longer or more explicit than Pip. Seo’l called my-
self Pip, and came to be called Pip. :

I give Pirrip as my father’s family name, ‘on the
authority of his tombstone and my sister—Mrs. Joe Gar-

o

gery, who married the blacksmith. As I never saw my

father or my mother, and never saw any likeness of either
of them (for their days were long before the days of photo~

graphs), my first fancies regarding what they were like,

were unreasonably derived from their tombstones, The

shape of the letters on my father’s, gave me an odd idea !
. that he was a square, stout, dark man, with curly black

hair.- From the character and turn of the inscription,

“ Also ,Georgiana Wife of the Above,” 1 drew a childish .
conclusion that my mother was freckled and sickly. To.

five little stone lozenges, each about a foot and a haif long,

which were arranged in a neat row beside their grave,

and were sacred to the memory of five little brothers of
mine—who gave up trying to get a living exé'eedingly
ief

‘early in that universal struggle—I am'indebted for a belief "~
I religiously entertained that they had all been born on ' :

1

their backs with their hands in their trousers-pockets, and '

had never taken them out in this state of existence.

Ours was the marsh country, down by the river, within, .

as the river wound, twenty, miles of the sea. My first most
vivid and broad impression of the identity of things, seems
to me to have been gained on a memorable raw afternoon
towards evening. At such a time I found out for certain,
that this bleak place overgrown with nettles was the church-
yard; and that Philip Pirrip, late of this parish, and also
Georgiana wife of the above, were dead and buried; and
that Alexander, Bartholomew, Abraham, Tobias, and
Roger, infant children of the aforesaid, were also dead and

buried; and that the dark flat wilderness beyond the .

churchyard, intersected with dykes and mounds and gates,
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with scatteced cattle feeding on it, was the marshes; and
that the low leaden line beyond was the river; and that

-, the distant savage lair from which the wind was rushing,

was the sea; and that the small bundle of shivers growing
afraid of it all and beginning to cry, was Pip.

““ Hold your noise!’’ cried a terrible voice, as a man
started up from among' the graves at the side of the church

porch. - ““ Keep still, you little devil, or I'll cut your

throat !”’

A fearful man, all in coarse grey, with a great iron on
his leg. A man with no hat, and with broken shoes, 'and
with an old rag tied round his head. . A man who had been

soaked in water, and smothered in mud, and lamed by

stones, and cut by flints, and stung by nettles, and torn'by
briars; who limped and shivered, and glared and growled;
and whose teeth chattered in his head as he seized me by
the chin. o

‘““0O! Don’t cut my throat, sir,’”” I pleaded in terror.
“ Pray don’t do it, sir.”’ :

“Tell us your name !’’ said'the man. ‘‘ Quick!”

‘“ Pip, sir.”’ :

‘‘ Once more,’’ said the man, staring at me. *‘ Give it

- mouth!”’

‘“ Pip. Pip, sir.” . :
‘ Show us where you live,”’ said the man. ‘‘ Pint out
the place!”’

I pointed to where our village lay, on the flat in-shore
among the alder-trees and pollards, a mile or more from .

the church. :

The man, after looking at me for a moment, turned me
upside down, and emptied my pockets. = There was nothing
in them but a piece of bread. When the church came to

itself—for he was so sudden and strong that he made it go

. head over heels before me, and I saw the steeple under my

feet—when the church came to itself, I say, I was seated

" on a high tombstone, trembling, while he ate -the bread

ravenously.

*“You young dog,’”’ said the man, licking his lips,

‘‘ what fat cheeks you ha’ got.’”

I believe they were fat, though I was at that time under-
sized, for my years, and not strong. :

““Darn Me if I couldn’t eat ’em,” said the man, with
a threatening shake of his head, ‘‘ and if I han’t half a
mind to’t!”’ ,

’

A
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1 earpestly expressed my hope that he wouldn’t, and

held tighter to the tombstone on which he had put me;

¥ partly, to keep myself upon it; partly, to keep myself from
crying.

““ Now lookee here!” said the man. ‘‘ Where's your

mother?”’
“ There, sir !’ said L.

He started, made a short run, and stopped and looked

over his shoulder.

“ There, sir!”’ 1 timidly explained. *‘“Also Georgiana.
That’s my mother.”’ f

““ Oh!” said he, coming back. *‘And is that your
father alonger your mother?”’ : :

¢ Yes, sir,”’ said I; ‘ him too; late of this parish.”

§ ““Ha!” he muttered then, considering. “‘3/ho d’ye .
live with—supposin’ you’re kindly let to live, whic I han'’t @

made up my mind about?”’

“My sister, sir—Mrs. Joe Gargery—wife of Joe Gar-
gery, the blacksmith, sir.”

‘“ Blacksmith, eh?’’ said he. And looked down at his_

eg. ; 3
After darkly looking at his leg and at me several
times, he came closer to my tombstone, took me by both
“ grms, and tilted me back as far as he could hold me; so
that his eyes looked most powerfully down into mine, and
 mine looked most helplessly, up into his.

4 “Now lookee here,” he said, ‘‘ the' question being
whether 'you're to be let to live. You know what a file
is?”’ ‘

“Yes, sir.”’

“ And you know what wittles is?”’

““Yes, sir.”” . {

After each question he tilted me over a little more, so as
to give me a greater sense of helplessness and danger. .

““ You get me a file.”” He tilted me again. ‘“ And you
get me wittles,”” He tilted me again. * You bring 'em
both to me.”” He tilted me again. *‘ Or I’ll have your
heart and liver out.”” He tilted me again.

1 was dreadfully frightened, and so giddy that I cl;.mg\

to him with both hands, and said, * If you would kindly
please to let me keep upright, sir, perhaps I shouldn’t be
sick, and perhaps I could attend more.”

He gave me a most tremendous dip and roll, so that the
church jumped over its own weather-cock. Then, he held

-
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me by the arms in an upright position on the top of the
stone, and went on in these fearful terms :

“ You bring me, to-morrow morning early, that file and
them wittles. You bring the lot to me, at that old Battery
over yonder. You do it, and you never dare to say a word
or dare to make a sign concerning your having seen such
a person as me, or any person sumever, and you shall be
let to live. You fail, or you go from my words in any
partickler, no matter how small it is, and your heart and
your liver shall be tore out, roasted and ate. Now, I ain’t
alone, as you may think I am. There’s a young man hid
with me, in comparison with which young man I am a
Angel. That young man hears the words I speak. That
young man has a secret way pecooliar to himself, of get-
ting at a boy, and at his heart and at his liver. It isin ,
wain for a boy to attempt to hide himself from that young
man. A boy may lock his door, may be warm in bed,

v may tuck himself up, may draw the clothes over his head,

may think himself comfortable and safe, but that young
man will softly creep and creep his way to him and tear him
open. I am a keeping that young man from harming of
you at the present moment, with great difficulty. 1 find
it wery hard to hold that young man off of your inside.
Now, what do you say?’’

I said that I would get him the file, and I would get him

* what broken bits of food I could, and I would come to him

at the Battery, early in the morning. :

*¢ Say, Lord strike you dead if you don’t!’’ said the man.

I said so, and he took me down.

““ Now,” he pursued, **you remember what you've
undertook, and you remember that young man, and you
get home!”’ :

‘“ Goo-good night, sir,”’ I faltered. ‘

‘' Much of that!’’ said he, glancing about him over the
cold wet Hat. *‘I wish I was a frog., Or a eell”

At the same time, he hugged his shuddering body in both
his arms—clasping himself, as if to hold himself together
—and limped towards the low church wall. As I saw him
go, picking his way among the nettles, and among the
brambles that bound the green mounds, he looked in my
young eyes as if he were eluding the hands of the dead
people, stretching up cautiously out of their graves, to
get a twist upon his ankle and pull him in. :

When he came to the low church wall, he got over it,
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like & man whose legs were numbed and stiff, and then|
turned round to look for me. When I saw him turning,
I set my face towards home, and made the best use of
my legs. But presently I looked over my shoulder, and
saw him going on again towards the river, still hugging
himself in both arms, and picking his way with his sore
feet among the great stones dropped into the marshes here
and there; for stepping-places when the rains were heavy,
or the tide was in.

The marshes were just a long black horizontal line then,
as I stopped to look after him; and the river was just
another horizontal line, not nearly so broad nor yet so v
black; and the sky was just a row of long angry red lines- -
and dense black lines intermixed. On the edge of the
river -1 could faintly make out the only two black things
in all the prospect that seemed to be standing upright;
one of these was the beacon by which the sailors steered
—like an unhooped cask upon a pole—an ugly thing when
you were near it; the other a gibbet, with some chains
hanging to it which had once held a pirate. The man was
limping on towards this latter, as if he were the pirate come
to, life, and come down, and going back to hook: himself
up again.. It gave me a terrible turn .when I thought so;
and as I saw the cattle lifting their heads to gaze after him,

I wondered whether they thought so too. I looked all .
round for the horrible young man, and could see no signs of
. him. But now I was frightened again, and ran home with-

» out stopping.

CHAPTER II dgatiinip: T

My sister, Mrs. 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 it upon her husband as well as upon me, I sup-
posed that Joe Gargery and I were both brought up by
hand.

She was not a good-looking woman, my sister; and I
had a general impression that she must have made Joe
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v Gargery marry her by hand. ]6e 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 whites. 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' possible she washed herself with a

nutmeg-grater 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 impreg-
nable bib in front, that was stuck full of pins and needles.
She made it a powerful merit in herself, and a strong
reproach against Joe, that she wore this apron so much.
Though I really see no reason why she should have worn
it at all: or why, if she did wear it at all, she should-not

- have taken it off every day of her life.

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 I ran home from the
churchyard, the forge was shut up, and Joe was sitting
alone ‘in" the 'kitchen. ' Joe and I’ being /fellow-sufferers,
and having confidences as such, Joe imparted a confidence
to me, the moment I raised the latch of the door and peeped
in at him opposite to it, sitting in the chimney corner. = *

‘“ Mrs. Joe has been out a dozen times, looking for you,
Pip. And she’s out now, making it a baker’s dozen."’

‘“ Is she?”

‘‘ Yes, Pip,”’ said Joe; *‘‘and what’s worse, she’s got
Tickler with her.”’

At this dismal intelligence, I twisted the only button on
my waistcoat round and round, and looked in great de-
pression at the fire. Tickler was a wax-ended piece of
cane, worn smooth by collision with my tickled frame.

‘¢ She sot down,’’ said Joe, ‘‘ and she got up, and she
made a grab at Tickler, and she Ram-paged out. That’s
what she did,”’ said Joe, slowly clearing the fire between
the lower bars with the poker, and looking at it: *‘she

. Ram-paged out, Pip.”

_‘“Has she been gone long, Joe?”” I always treated
him T\s a larger species of child, and as no more than my
equal, i
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“ Well,”” said Joe, glancing up at the Dutch clock,
v ** 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.” v
I took the advice. My sister, Mrs. Joe, throwing the
door wide open, and finding an obstruction ‘behind it,
immediately divined the cause, and applied Tickler to its
further investigation. She concluded by throwing me—I
often served as a connubial missile—at Joe, who, glad to v
get hold of me on any terms, passed me on into the
chimney and quietly fenced me up there with his great
leg.
“ Where have you been, you young monkey?"’ said
' 4 Mrs. Joe, stamping her foot. ‘ Tell me directly what
you’ve been doing to wear me away with fret and fright
and worrit, or I’d have you out of that corner if you was
fifty Pips, and he was five hundred Gargerys.”’
“1 have only been to the churchyard,”’ said I, from
my stool, crying and rubbing myself. , :
“ Churchyard 1"’ repeated my sister. ‘“If it warn’t for
me you’d have been to the churchyard long ago, and -
stayed there. Who brought you up by hand?”’
‘““You did,”” said I. . Fed
“ And why did I do It, I should like to know?'’ ex-
claimed, my sister. - . ;
~« I whimpered, ‘I don’t kan." ;
“J don't!” said my sister. ‘‘I'd never do it again!
1 know that. I may truly say I've never had this apron of
mine off, since born you were. It’s bad enough to be'a 1
blacksmith’s wife (and him a Gargery), without being your =
mother.” " 7 : Bl 3
My thoughts strayed from that question as 1 looked dis-
consolately at the fire. For, the fugitive out on th
marshes with the ironed leg, the mysterious young man,
the file, the food, and the dreadful pledge I was under to
commit a larceny on those sheltering premises, rose before | N
me in the avenging coals. | e
““Hah 1"’ said Mrs. Joe, restoring Tickler to his station.
“ Churchyard, indeed!’ You may well say churchyard,
ot two.”’ One of us, by-the-bye, had not said it at all.
“You'll drive me to the churchyard betwixt you, one of "
these’ days, and oh, a pr-r-recious pair you’d be without
me !’ | )
As she applied herself to set the tea-things, Joe peeped

\



