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v the oddes ELhm‘g

the” washing-stand ‘being

y
something aboub ity
midge-under. the mﬂuencc of ‘thieold one." :
1l thet utme, but, except t!nt I'wias ‘conscious of - being
{d and - chected X am - sure L never thought why I

T was- dre.xdtully Jnlove with little Em’ly, and had been

vidid. -2 This made; such very:d miserable picee' of busines

ity of that I rolled ‘myself.up in o corner of the counter- :

lmne, and cried mysell to sléop.”

“had doneit. .

- ¢-Davy,’? 'said my mother,
I thought it very strs 'mge that she should ask me, and
- angwered  # Nothing.”
" rocolleet, to hide my trcmblmg lips which answer cd her
“awith grcntel trath, .

said.my mother,

“CDayy,?, . % Davy, ‘my child! .

I daré say no words she could have uttered; would

* hava 'xﬂectcd me,so much, then, as hor calling e her

cehild,, I hid wy- tears: in the bedelothes, and’ pressed
* Her from me thh my htmd, w hcn shc would bave rajsed
mpup.
T This s your domg chgotty, you cruel tlnng"’
said my mother..# I huve no doubt at’ all about it.
< How can you reconcile it to your conseience,” Iwonder,
Lto ]nqjudnco my-own boy : ngainst me,: or against any-
“body who is dear to. mcx’ Wh.lt; do you mean’ by it,
: Poggocty P :
- Poor : chgotty 11[&(,(1 up hel hnnds and eyes, und ouly‘
unsw(.led in a sort of paraphrase of the grace I usually
. reponted, after- dinner, @ Lord forgive you, Mrs. Cop-
. porfield, and for what )ou ‘have “snid. ths mmute, may
- you nevor bo tr uly sorry ! :
1% enough to distract me,” eried m_y mother. « In
S my hono; -tmoon, too, when my most inveterate enemy

xmght relent, ono would think,, and not envy me alittle ;

-ponce. of mmd und happiness, Davy, you naughty Loy !
Peggotty, you savago creature ! Oh, dour me I eried
"my.mother, turning from one of us to the other; in her
pcmsh wilful mnoner, “what a troublesome world this
“is, when: one has tho wmost right to-expect it to be as
ngrceublo ay possible 17
el the.totioh of “a'hand that I knew was neither
* her's nor Poggotty’s, and slipped to my feet at the bed-
sido, - Tt was Mr.-Murdstone’s hand, and he kept it on
_my arm as he said ;
0 “ What’s this ! " Clars, my. love, hmo)ou forgotton ?
. ~~Tirmness; my dear ?” y
¢ Tam very sotry, Edward,”; said my mother. . « 1
- ineant to bo Yery good, but Tam so uncomfort'\blo.”
¢ Indeed I he auswered. ¢ That’s o bad hcnrmg,
lso ‘soon;’ Clnrn."
Y say ivs véry hard I should be. made so now,"”” re-
turnod my mother,, poutmg 3 ‘“and if is——very hm A
: lsu’t i
2 o _dvew. hor to’ }um, whispered in her ear, and kissed
hor. 1 know as avell, when T saw my mother’s head
“;lean /down upon his. shoulder, and her arm touch his
. neok==I"know as well that he could mould her plmnb

Cinature:in
“he'did it .
G you “below .'my lnvc,” swl \Tr. Mm dstone
"% David and L will come dow 5, together; .,
“turning a dzukemng face - on : Pegpotty, when he Ind‘ :
»watched: my mother out'and dismissed. her.with. a'nod
“rand asmile?

P Of the - shapeof the
-the cexlmg, of. the paper.on; ‘the Rn:
mdow—glass making ripples and

candy h‘wmg a discontented <"
w]uch remmded me-of > Mrs: Gum- -
- I'was’erying .

jed. cAtlast'in my dcso].zhon 1 began to consndex that

ftorn away from her'to ‘come_here where no. one seemed
~to want e, or to ¢aro about me,: "half as- much as:she .

o Xwas ‘awoke by, somcbody snymg “ IIere hc ig! o "md B
incovering . my hot, head..: My’ mot.her _and " Peggotty
,;lw.d come to look nt. me, nnd it was onc of chem who .

i Wlnt’s tho m'ltter o

~ L'turned over on my. face, 1
| ~them togetheu
_dcal with, -what do’you think I do ?”

Aellow,””  he said,
him & and you understood me ver \\ ell, I sce.
. bd )

“do: you know ¥ your mistress’s name 27+
. * ¢ She has: been my ‘mistress.a long txme, sw,” ‘ang.
werad Peggotty. - ¢ I ought to it.” - :

¢ That’s - trae,” he ‘answer ed e But T thoun’ht I

‘,he'u‘d you, as I came up.stairs, address Ler by, a name .

that is not hers, . .She'has taken mme, you know.. \!Vl".

you remember that 277

.« Peggotty, with some une'zsy glances nb me, curtseyed' i
“hersc]t ‘out of the room without rcplym ;-seeing, I sup-
pose, that' she was ‘expected to go, and had no excuse

for remaining. VVhen we two were alone, he shat the

“door; and sxctmg on a chair, and holding me standing
.bofore him, . Jooked steadily into my cyes.
“own attracted, no less steadily; to his.

I felt my
As Treecall our
being opposcd thus, face to fuce, 1 seem agnm to hear

"miy heart béat fast and high.-

¢ David,” he said, ‘making his hps thin,’ by pressing
- it T have an obstinate hoxs(. or dog to

eI don’t know,”

¢ I'beat him,”? -

I had answered in 'H\md of bxeach]ess “)nspex but I
felt, in'my silence, that my breathwas shorter now.

“ 1 make him: winee, "and smart.” I say to myself,

¢ M1 conquer that fellow ;” and if it were 'to cost him all

the blood lic had, 1. should doit.
your face 27
s Dirt,” 1 said. '
Ile I\new it was thc wirk of tears as w ell RS I

Wlnt is that upou

But

: xfho had asked the quostlon twenty times,  each” timo
“with twenty blows, “I'believe my baby heart would have
“burst before I'would have told him so.

“You have a good deal of intelligence for a little
with a grave smile_that belonged to
~Wash
that face, and eome down with me.’

- He pointed to the \s.leunn--st'\nd which I had made
out to be like Mrs, C'nmmx(lfre, and motioned me with
his head to obey him duo;(,tly I had little doubt then,
and I have less doubt now, that he would have knocked
me down without the lc 1st compunction, if I had hesi-
tated.

¢ Clara, my dear,”- ho said, when I lmd donclus bid-
ding, and he wx]kcd me into the parlor, “with his  hand
still on my arm, ¢ yow will not be made uncomfortable
any more, I hope. '\Vc shall soon improve our yout.h-
ful humours.”

God help me, T might have been improved for my
whole life, I might have been made another creature,
perhaps, fov life, by a kind word - at that season. A
word of encourwemcnt and explanation, of pity for my
childish i ignorance, of welcome home, of reassurance to
me that it wes home, might have made me “dutiful to
him in my heart hence!‘orth, instead of -in my hypocri-

tical outside, "and_ might have made me respect instead |

of hate’him. 1 thou«hh my mother was sorry to sce

_me standing in the room so scared and strange, and

that, presently,  when I stole to a chair, she followed
me with her eyes more sorrowfully * stil-~missing, per-
haps, some freedom in'my childish tread—but thc word
‘was not spoken, and the time for it wis gone.

We dined alone, we' three together.  Ie seemed to

u'ny' form he c‘hoose,‘:'ts"I kr'i'ow:'now,'vthat B

My friend,” " :

P




