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He caled himself Pip,
father’'s name being Pirrip and bhis
Christian name veing Philip, his in-
ant tongue couid not make anything

ore explicit out »f it than Pip. His

ly knowledge of Fkis pdrents was de-
yed from their - tombstones, The
hape of his father's gave him theg’
flea that he was 1 square, dark man

Wwith curly hair, and the inscription
nderneath ft, “Georgiana, wife of
the abwve,” made him happily con-
findent that they had gone to their
reward. ]

His sister, Mrs. Joe Gargery, wife
of the blacksmith, had brought him
up by hand, a process which furnish-
ed a never-failing subject of conver-
sation to her and Uncle Pumblechook,
& large, hard-breathing, slow man
with a mouth like a fish,

“Be thankful, boy, to them as
brought you up by hand,” Uncle Pum-
blechook would say, rufiling Pip‘s‘.
hair with his heavy hand. “Let your|
behavior be a credit to them as brought |
you up by hand. And how much is
gix times nine?”

“Grateful?” said Mrs. Gargery, in
rasping tones that seemed a perfect-
ly proper accompaniment to her rasp-
ing, bony body. “Why did I do it, 1
should like to know! They'll drive me
to the churchyard betwixt them!”

Then TUncle Pumblechook’s idioti-
cally self-satisfiled eyes would stare
more idiotically than ever, as he nod-
ded solemnly. And Joe Gargery, feel-
ing the flaxen curls on the sides of
his mild face, and looking helplessly
at Mrs. Joe out of his light blue eyes
would help Pip furtively to gravy as
& secret consolation.

Pip’s favorite refuge in the even-
fng was in the chimney corner behind
Joe’'s leg, which he held there pro-
tectingly. “When your sister is on
the rampage, Pip,” Mr. Gargery whis-
pered at such times, “candor compels
fur to admit that she is a buster. But,
Pip, she is a fine flgure of a woman.”

In the daytime, when Joe's protec-
tlon was wanting, Pip resorted to the
graveyard,the bleakest spot in all that
bleak méarsh country, forever haunt-
ed by creeping mists from the nearby
sea.

It was here that he first attained
the conviction that Phillp Pirrip, Late
of This Parish, and Georgiana, Wife
of the Above, were dead and buried,
and that he himself was a small
bundle of shivers growing suddenly
afraid of the churchyard and the
mists and the marshes.

He began to cry, “Keep still, you
little devil, or I'll cut your throat!”
cried a terrible voiee. A man started
up from among the graves; a fearful
man, all in coarse gray, with a great
fron en his leg; a man with broken
shoes and an old rag tied around his
head; a man who had been soaked in
water and smothered in mud, who
limped and shivered. :

because his

<

ran away. He stopped after a.while
in the mist and heard the file still go-
ing.

8
afternoon.
ed, and Pip's heart almost stood still
when Mrs, Gargery at last approach-
ed the larder. Just as he felt that he
could not endure it and must
away,
grounded gun butts outside.

file of
tered and held out a pair of handcuffs
saying:
blacksmith,
We're after two escaped convicts on
the marshes yonder, and this pair of
irons needs some repairs.”

was tinkering away.
he
would like to accompany the soldiers

In an agony of fear he watched his
ister's preparation for dinner that
Company had been invite.

run

there came a ringing of
Through the windows he beheld a

soldiers. Their sergeant en-

of
your

“In the name
I want

the king,
services,

In a Jiffy Joe had his apron on and
The job done,
sujggested to Mrs. Joe, that he
and see the hunt. Mrs. Joe, anxious
to know all about it, consented sourly,

and the blacksmith sgtarted off, with

Pip on his shoulder.

“I'd give a shilling,” whispered he
to Pip, “if they had cut and run.”

For a time it seemed indeed that
they had done so. The soldiers spread
over the marshes and searched them
without result. They gathered again,
cdisappointedly, when suddenly there
came the clamor of two voices from
the mist. “Murder! Murder!” scream-
ed on. voice, plainly in mortal ter-
ror.

“Conwicts! Guard! This way for
the runaway conwicts!” shouted an-
other voice, as if in flerce triumph.

Cocking their muskets the soldiers
ran through mud and water. They
jumped into a ditch and dragged out
iwo men. One was Pip's convict. He
was holding desperately to the other
and saying, “I took him! Mind that!
I give him up to you!”

“It won't do you much good,
man,” said the sergeant,
him,

=

my

don't want it to d@o me good,”

said the convict with a greedy laugh.
That’s

“I took him. He knows it.
enough for me!”

The other convict,
bruises,
that was ghastly to see.
murder me,” gasped he.

“Try and not do it?” said Pip’s con-
viet. “I was clear.
irons. I would ha’ been away
now
was here.
from getting
dragged him
back.”

“Fall
“March!”

Pip succeeded in catching his con-
vict's eye, and slightly moved his

who had

off the marshes, but

this far on his
the

in,” said

hands and shook his head to assure
convict

him of his innocence. The
looked at him and understood.

“Who are you and where do
Hve? Quick!” sald the man,
teeth chattering with cold.

Pip told him, trembling, and beg-
€ed him not to cut his throat.

“That depends,” said the man dark-
fy. “You bring me, here, tomorrow
morning early, a file and some vittles.
You do it, and you never dare to say
& word concerning me, and you shall
be let to live. You
from my words in any partickler,
matter how small, and your heart and
Hver shall be tore out,
ate. A boy may lock his door,
himself comfortable and safe,
there is ways of softly creeping to him
&nd tearing him open.”

As soon Pip promised to
the man released him and
away painfully toward the marshes. ‘

That evening Joe 1looked at Pip|
many times with silent anxiety, be-
seeching him in dumb show to eat, |
and even trving to form silent ques-!
tions with his lips until Mrs. Joe was|
frritated beyond endurance. Fortun-
pately at this moment her attention
was distracted by a heavy report that
shook the air.

“Ah.” gaid Joe. “There's another
convict escaped from the Hulks down
yonder. There was a convict off last
night, and they fired war
And now they're firing
another” A

Pip was about to ask some ques-
tions, but Mrs. Gargery perceived his
evil intention in time. “T tell you
what, young fellow,” said she, *“I
didn’t bring yvou up by hand to bad-
ger people's lives ouyt. People are put
in the Hulks because they rob and
steal and they always begin by ask-
ing questions. Now get along to
bed.”

Through the black hours that fol-
Jowed Pip lay awake in mortal terror
~terror of the fearful man with the
Ironed leg, and terror of himself, who,
under an awful promise, was about to
rob Mrs. Joe and begin his career to-
ward the dreadful Hulks. .

Before dawn he stole to the pantry
and took a great supply of food and
@irink. The having abstracted a file
from the forge, he ran through the
gloom and the fog to the churchyard.

The man was there, shivering as if
he had not left off all night. He fell
on the food like a beast, devouring
flifferent things all at once. Only for
one instant did he cease to ask:
“You're not a decelving imp? You
brought no one with you?” >

“No,” said Pip.

“Well,” said the man, “I believe
you. You'd be but a filerce young
hound indeed if at your time o’ life
you could help hunt a wretched war-
mint, hunted as near death and
dunghill as this poor warmint is.”

There was a queer sound in his
throat, and he drew his ragged, rough
gleeve over his eyes. Pitying him,
Pip said, “I am glad you enjoy the
vittles.”

“Thankee, my boy, I do,” said the
man, looking at him with something
softened in his savage eyes. “Thankee.”

He crammed the remnants of the
food into the breast of his rough coat
and fell to filing madly at his iron.
Pip told him timidly that he must get
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ning of him.

back home, and receiving no replyy

‘“Before 1 go,” said he,

me., I took some vittles and a

der.” Looking at Joe, he continued:

“You're the blacksmith, ain’'t you? I'm

sorry to say I've ate your dinner.”

“God knows you're welcome to it—

so far as it was ever mine,” said Joe,
with a saving remembrance
Gargery. “We wouldn't have
starved to death, poor miserable fel-
low creatur’, would us, Pip?”
The queer sound came into
man’s throat again. He turned
back. The soldiers got into

melt into the mist,

For a long timg his conscience

limped |troubled him sadly, and he awoke at

night in terror of being found out and
sent ‘to the Hulks for robbing Mrs.
But gradually the recollec-
tion faded and at last it was sup-
planted by a new and overpowering
experiernce.

Uncle Pumblechook, who was a ten-
ant of the famous Miss Havisham,
received word from her that she
wanted a boy to go to her home and
play there. The old -humbug, who had
never been permitted even to see
Miss Havisham face to face, and who
was quite unable to conceive what her
strange request meant, forthwith
drove to Mrs. Joe and announced
pompously that Pip's fortune
made.
usual he impressed on Pip the need
of being grateful to his relatives who
did him good despite himself. With
equal solemnftty he delivered Pip at
the great, dismal brick manor house
with its darkened and barred win-
dows.

Uncle Pumblechook’s dignity
sadly ruffled, however, when a very
pretty and very proud young lady
opened the gate to the courtyard and
admitted Pip, after which she slam-
med the gate in Uncle Pumblechook’s
face, telling him that no one wanted
to see him.

She addressed Pip haughtily
“boy,” and led him into a.room that
wa¥ so curtained and closed as to
admit not a ray of the bright daylight
outside. It was lighted, instead, with
candles. By a draped table, with a
gilded looking glass sat the strangest
figure Pip had ever seen. It was a
woman dressed in rich satin and lace,
all white. She had a long white veil
pendant from her hair, and she had
bridal flowers in her hair, but her hair
was snow-white too. Everywhere lay
rich materials, but like her dress and

was

as

Iveil, they were all faded, like the wo-]
no
brightness left save the brightness of |

man herself, in whom there was

her sunken eyes.

Long afterward Pip learned her
story. She had been engaged to -a
man who had won her love merely to
rob her. Having succeeded, he sent
her a letter telling her that he was
alrea®v married. It reached her when
she was dressing herself for the wed-
ding.

From that moment she never saw
ithe sun again; and she suffered no
hand to touch the rooms, but kept
them just as they had been in the
glad turmoil of the approaching cere-
mony. Only one human being was
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handcuffing

livid
locked at him with a terror
“He tried to

I got rid of my
by
if I hadn’'t discovered that he
I not only prevented him
I
way

sergeant.

‘T want to
save any danger of suspicion along o’
file
from the house of the blacksmith yon-

of Mrs.
you

the
his
motion
land Pip saw the sombre little proces-
| sion

V\.as;mere]y as the a
With a more idiotic stare than

permitted near her. It was a young
girl whom she had adopted as an in-
fant—the pretty, haughty young girl
who had admitted Pip and who was
named Estella.

A sick fancy had come to her that
she wanted to see youth at play.
“Play,” she said imperiously to Pip.
Nothing was further from Pip's
ebility than that. “He stood embar-
rassed and silent until she said: “Call
Estella!”

She came along the dark passage
like a star. “Play with this common
boy!” said she disdainfully. “Why,
he is only a laborer!” when Miss
Havisham told her to play cards
with him. %
“Well, you can break his heart,”
answered Miss Havisham.

Thereafter it became a regular part
of Pip’s life to.go to the dark old
house once a week and play cards
with Estella while Miss . Havisham
ooked on, eager and with a weird
smile. Then he would wheel her
around in a chair through the dark
rooms in her faded finery like a
corpse,

Each time Estella was more haugh-
ty and more insulting, Pip looked at
his coarse hands and his
boots. They had never troubled him
before. Now he wished that Joe had
been more genteely brought up, 80
that he, too, might be a gentleman.

His cogitations brought him to the
decision to get learning, and soon he
amazed honest Joe by showing him
written characters. With the help
of the village school, he stumbled
through books. Blindly, blunderingly,
curiously driven by a hot and burn-
ing passion of resentment against Es-
tella, he forced his brain to its new
and unwonted tasks.

Deeply as she hurt his young heart
Very time he entered Miss Havis-
ham’s house, he looked for her long-
ingly each time. Each time he de-
parted with new shame of the forge
and the mean home and even of Joe
bimself. 3

Then a thick curtain seemed sud-
denly to descend on all the interest
and remance that had grown Iinto his
life. Miss Havisham sent for Joe and
told him that Pip would better be
bound apprentice to him at
“Pip has earned a premium.” said she.
“Here are twenty-five pounds. Give
it to your master, Pip.”

Owing to his sister's temper, home
had never been a pleasant place to
Pip, but Joe had sanctified it. Joe's
lcve had made it seem as all that was
worth having in the world. Before he
saw Estella he had believed in the
forge as the glowing road to man-
hood. Now all was changed. It was
all coarse and common,

If he worked honestly and hard, it
was only because Joe was faithful.
But all the time he dreaded lest Es-
tella should look through the forge
windows and see him at his grimiest
and commonest, Joe's slips in gram-
mar and manners became intolerable
to him. Even Joe's innocent and
hearty admiration of his learning only
served to make the good blacksmith
seem all the more something to be
ashamed of.

Once or twice he confided in Joe
that he wanted to be 2 gentleman,
and Joe, looking uncommonly help-
less and bewildered, replied that he
thought Pip was a really learned gen-
tleman already. It was only by a
strong effort that Pip could refrain
from breaking out into a mad burst
of woe and laying bare all his grief
and his hatred of the forge.

Perhaps in the end he would have
reached even this open pitch of in-
gratitude had not a fairy godmother
come unexpectedly. It was g queer
form, to be sure, in which the said
fairy godmother arrived—in the form
of a tall man with an exceedingly dark
complexion, black, bushy eyebrows,
large hands and disagreeably sharp
eyes. He was the celebrated Mr.
Jaggers, whom Pip had once scen at
Miss Havisham’'s, whose lawyer
was.

*common

He arrived at the Gargery home one
day and announced that he had un-
usual business to transact. “If my ad-
‘vice had been asked,” said he, “I
Ishould not have been here. I act
gent. The communi-
ication I have to make to this young
| fellow is that he has great expecta-
tions. He will come into a handsome
property some day. It is the desire
of the present owner of that property
that - he be brought up as a géntle-
man. There is a sum of money in my
hands to provide for this. Now, there
are two conditions. One is that he is
always to bear the name of Pip. The
other is that the name of his bene-
factor must remain a profound secret
till the person chooses to reveal it.
There must never be any allusion or
reference to it or inquiry about it. If
you have a suspicion in your own
breast as to who it is, keep it in your
own breast., Will you accept the con-
editions?"

Pip stammered that he would. *

“And now I am empowered to make
You a compensation for the loss of his
services,” said Mr. Jaggers to Joe,
producing a heavy purse. ¥

Joe laid his hand on Pip’s shoulder.
'The great hand fell as gently as a
woman'’s.

“Pip is that hearty welcome,” said
he, “to go free to honor and fortun’
,&8 no money can make compensation
to me for the loss of the little child
—what come to the forge—and ever
the best of friends!” His huge arm
was before his eyes and his voice
died away.

Many times afterward, long after-
ward, Pip saw him thus in his dreams
and felt the loving tremble of his
hand as solemnly as if it had been the
rustle of an angel's wing. But not
then. He was lost in the golden light
of fortune, and he hastily tried to
comfort Joe. Joe rubbed his eyes
agaln with his free hand, but said not
anbther word.

And so Pip went into the world and
became a, gentleman. Uncle Pumble-
chook was overwhelmed with the

once. I

THEY DRAGGED

OUT TWO MEN.

praises of all his friends for having
introduced the boy to Miss Havisham
and so having made his fortune. He
accepted the gratitude calmly and
more than Implied that he had sug-
gested it to her. When Pip went to
bid her farewell, he found her be-
sicged by her relatives, who had gain-
ed admission to her at last, much to
their own surprise. They looked at
Pip malevolently and Miss Havisham
gloated openly over their discomfiture.
Mr. Jaggers, who acted as his guar-
dian, placed him in charge of Mr.
Matthew Pocket to be educated, ex-
plaining that Pip was not designed
ifor a profession and should be trained
ftu hold his own with young gentle-
imen of fortune, Fortunately Mr.
i Pocket was a man of extreme honor
!and he made Pip zeajous and honor-
able in his studies. ‘
But though it thus happened
Pip did not give himself up to idle
courses, his great expectations,vouch-
ed for as they were by such a man
as Mr. Jaggers, soon led him into ex-
itravagance, Besides his lodgings with
Mr. Pocket, he took rooms .in Lon-
don with Mr. Pocket's son, who was
“something” in the shipping line, he
could not say himself just what.
Soon these two were head over ears
in debt.” Mr. Jaggers looked on sil-
ently and smiling and honored Pip's
growing requests for money without
{comment. “I knew you would be get-
|ting on,” sald he.
| Mr. Jaggers smiled sometimes, b
:ne\'er laughed. His clients trembled
ibefore him and accepted his services
‘humbly. He looked on the whole
world as a reluctant witness under
f(-r()ss-examination. Even  at his own
{table he cross-examined his guests.
His house was left ostentatiously
open to attack. “No bolt is ever
{drawn in my place,” he coften said to

that

but

the cracksmen and thieves who were

;his clients. “Why don’'g you try to
!do some business with my plate?’ He
'knew, and the world knew, that there
jwas not thief, who would
!Every link in his watch chain was
{well known to the criminals of Lon-
‘don. There was not a man, woman or
‘child among them who would
‘have dropped Mr. Jaggers'
|like a hot coal had it come
| hands.

Mr. Jaggers was surrounded
|the evidence of hi§ profession.
{office was ornamented with casts

a

not
property
into their

with
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ithe heads of gentlemen who had come !
he |

to untimely ends by the rope—general-
ly when they were clients of another
lawyer., He and his chief clerk wore
jewelry that had been given to them
by grateful~persons who had egcaped
unpleasant treatment from the law.
His housekeeper was a woman whom
he had defended successfully in a
trial for murdering a rival many years
lago.

Pip's first sight of this woman
fected him strangely. There was
something intangible about her pale
face, her blue eyes and her lithe,
nimble figure that seemed to conjure
up some memory. But the memory
rem¥ined elusive—as elusive as the
woman’s face itself, whicn seemed to
him as if {t were disturbed fiery
air, like a face seen dimly ough
lighted mists.

Pip had a boat on the river now,
and fine friends; and theatres and life
kept him so busy in London that he
had no time to run down to see Joe
Gargery. Joe did not come to see Pip
in his handsome London apartments
after one visit, when he was sadly
embarrassed and called Pip “gir.”
‘When he saide““goodby” that time, he
said to Pip: “You and me is not two
figures to be together in London, nor
yet anywhere else, but what is priv-
ate and understood among friends.
And so, God bless you, dear old Pip,
old chap, God bless you!”

However, if Pip did not have time
to visit Joe, hg did find time to visit
Miss Ifavisham. Estella, who had
been abroad, had returned an elegant
lady, proud and willful and haughty as
of old, and all those qualities brought
into subjection to her beauty.

“Is she much changed?”’ asked Miss
Havisham, with her greedy look.

He answered in ‘confusion. *“Is he
much changed?”’ asked Miss Havis-
ham, turning to Estella, and playing
with her hair, “Is he less coarse and
common?”

When Estella left the room, she
turned to Pip and whispered. “Is she
beautiful, graceful, well grown?” .She
drew an arm around his neck and ex-
claimed with sudden passion: “Love
her, love her, love her! If she favors

af-

by
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dare. !

iman as had done wonderful well

you, love her! If she wounds you, love
her! If she tears your hearts to pieces,
love her!”

That night Pip lay awake with Miss
Havisham’'s words sounding in his
ears, A burst of gratitude came up-
on" him that she should be destined
for the blacksmith’'s boy. Then he
thought, when would she begin to
love him? “I Jove her, I love her, I
love her,” he said to his pillow.

He thought those were high and
noble emotions. He never thought
that there was anything low and ig-
noble in keeping away from Joe, be-
cause he knew that Estella would be
contemptuous of him. It was but a

tears of love
soon dried.
dried.

to his eyes.
God forgive

They
him,

had
soon

So came Pip's twenty-first birthday
Mr. Jaggers sent for him then and in-
formed him that thenceforth he was
to receive an allowance of £500 a
iyear. It came as welcome news, for
|Pip’s conscgence was troubling him
Enot only about the amounts of money
!that he owed, but the extravagances
iinto which he had led Herbert Pocket,
{who was poor and could not afford
them.

With the aid of Mr. Jaggers’ chief
clerk he arranged with a young ship-
ping broker te take Herbert into part-
én-sr.\:hiz». Pip paid him half of his
‘;amma! allowance down and signed
I.\:w(ret articles engaging = for certain
| other payments. Not the least sus-

in Herbert, _and

jpicion was aroused
iwhen he came home one evening in a
flush of excitement, with his honest
[face shining with pleasure, to
!nounce that his opening had come at
ilast. Pip furtively wiped a tear out
i(‘f his eye, and felt with an unwonted
1joy that his great expectations had
idono some good to somebody.
So his twenty-first year passed, and
ths twenty-second and his twenty-
| third. And then one black .and
jstormy and wretched night he heard
& strange vcice on his staircase and
man came up.

; He was dressed
i Voyager by sea. He had long iron-
(gray, hair. His age was about sixty
{le was muscular and brown. A bright
,and gratified lcok was in his face
{and he held out both hands. »

The next moment Pip knew him! If
ithe wind and rain had swept away
{the intervening years he could not
ihave known his convict better
he knew him now!

Again he held out his hands. Be-
|wildered Pip gave his. He raised
jthem to his lips, kissed them and still
;held them.

“If you have come to thank me,”
{said Pip, “it was not necessary. Still,
jthere must be something good in the
feeling that brought you. But you must
understand that I cannot wish to re-
new that chance intercourse with you.
iI am glad that you have come to
{thank me, but our ways are different
ways.”

As Pip finished- he saw with new
|amazement that the man’s eyes were
full of tears.

a1
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roughly, like a

“as a
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he said falteringly,

sheep farmer and stock breeder
tkere in New South Wales had
membered a good turn as was done
him. And put it as he had" picked
out some lawyer—some lawyer whose
name begun with a ‘J’ and might be
Jaggers—"'

Pip could not gpeak. The room
seemed to reel around him. His great
expectations had come home to him
in one frightful revelation.

“Yes, Pip,” continued the c¢onvict.
‘I've made a gentleman of you! It's
me wot has done it! I lived rough
that you should live smooth. I worked
hard that you shoull be above work.
I drops my knife many a time in my
lone hut when I was a-eating and
says, ‘Here’s the boy again, looking
at me whiles I eats!” And I swears
I'll make that boy a gentleman. And
I done it! That there hunted dung-
hill dog wot you kep' life in got his
head so high that he could make a
gentleman—and, Pip, you're him!”

He wiped his esyes and the well-
remembered sob came into his throat.

“I risked my life to come to see
you—just to come to see you, dear
toy,” he went on~ “I must lay close.
I was sent away for life, and they'll
kang me if I'm took.” :

Pip stumbled to the windows and
drew the curtains. His blood ran
cold. [Estella, Miss Havisham, all his
old life and his new passed through

his stunned mind. But sharper than

g

little while ago that Joe had brought |

an- |

than |

<

the thought of Estella, now lost to
him forever, was the thought that he
had deserted Joe, looked down on Joe,
been ashamed of Joe—for this con-
vict!

Only one decision came clear
sharp to him as he sat that
broeding in the dark after he
seen the old man to bed. It was that
under no circumstances would he
take any more of his money.

‘With the morning came a fresh and
new anxiety. Despite his horror of
the felon, he could not bear to think
of the risk he ran—the deadly risk in-
curred through his love for the child
who had succored him. He knew that
Mr. Jaggers would not help him. Mr.
Jaggers was far too clever to wish
to know that a life convict had re-
turned to England. Pip decided to
contide In Herbert. Abel Magwitch,
or Provis, as was his assumed name
now, saw Herbert, and consented to
trust him with his secret.

Pip’s first wild intention, to flee
and escape from his terrible patron,
was dismissed by him as soon as he
realized that without him the man
ran imminent danger of being cap-
tured. Then, as the days went on,al-
though Pip never faltered in his de-
termination to profit no longer from
the convict's wealth, his first feelings
of horror of the man were succeeded
by sentiments of pity and finally of
sympathy,

Abel Magwitch had
chance.

and
night
had

never had a
His earliest recollection was
that he was deserted under a hedge.
His first experience with society fol-
lowed immediately. He was starving,
stole some turnips from a field and
was sent to jall. After that soclety
was generous to him with its Jails.
Vagrancy, tramping, all sorts of mis-
demeanors opened the- hospitable
doors to him often, till at last he fell
in with a man named Compeyson.

At the mention of that name Pip
started. Compeyson was the name of
the man who had broken Miss Havis-
ham’s heart, Magwitch’s further de-
scription left no doubt as to his
identity, .

Compeyson at once made a tool of
Magwitch. Bit by bit he lured him
into deep and deeper crime. Each
time the profit was his and the risk
and punishment were Magwitch's
share. At last, however, both were
arrested and charged with putting
stolen notes into circulation. Com-
beyson promptly threw all the guit on
Magwitch, and the latter was sen-
tenced to fourteen years’ imprison-
ment, while Compeyson escaped with
jseven. He swore to punish Compey-
{son for his treachery. When he broke
| from the Hulks, Compeyson, by a
!strange coincidence; escaped the fol-
lowing night, They met in the marsh
and Magwitch threw away his own
chance of safety to aksure Compey-
son’s return to the prison-ship.

In his story Magwitch had mention-

ed “his woman,” and a daughter he
had by her. The details led Pip to
feel certain that the woman who was
acting ag housekeeper for Mr. Jaggers
iwas no other than that person. His
{investigations brought him certainty,
and hardly had this discovery been
imade by him than it came to him in
ta flash that he knew whom she
| sembled.
i He went to Mr. Jaggers, boldly told
{ him what he knew and what he sus-
| pected, and was told at last that his
| suspicions were correct. Estella
ino other than the daughter of Abel
| Magwitch. Mr. Jaggers had taken her
‘from the woman and neither she nor
i;\gag\\'itch knew that the girl was still
| alive.

|

re-

was

In the midst of his troubles and anxiety
‘he heard that Estella was about to be
‘i married—and to a brutal, vieious, deprav-
i ed fellow who had only wealth to recom-
mend him.
sham’'s to
there.

|

remonstrate. He met Estella
Passionately he implored her not
to throw herself away. “Put me aside.”
he cried, “but Estella, dear. Estella, do
not take this fatal step. Marry one who
is worthy of wyou, and I will bear 1t!"”

“You would not be warned,” said Es-
tella. “I am what I have been made.
no more.”

Pip covered his face with his
When he felt that he could bea

Say

hands.

r to look
about him again he saw the spectral fig-
ure of Miss Havisham, half risen in her
chair. Her hand was pressed to her heart
and on her face was a ghastly stare of
pity and remorse.

When he left the house he went straight
to London, to find Herbert worried by a

watched.

Pip soon assured himself that
it was so.

One night soon after he dis-
covered that a man who was dogging him
was none other than the second convict
of the marches.

With Compeyson on the track, there
was no chance of safety for Magwitch
in England. Herbert and Pip decided at
once that he must be smuggled out of the
country. The old covict, who had been
becoming more and more gentle In the
weeks he had spent with them, like a
man very tired of long wanderings, as-
sented quietly when they told him his
danger. “Wotever you say, dear boy,
and Pip’s friend,” said he, addressing the
two, ‘“‘wotever you say.”

Pip found that a steamship was to start
for Antwerp within a few days. They
@decided to take Magwitch aboard their
rowing skiff, drop down the river at night
to Gravesend, and lie out in the stream
till the vessel came along.

Having made all arrangements, Pip
went once more to visit Miss Havisham
in response to a note. Hardly had he
entered the candle-lit room before her
ghostly figure dropped on its knees at
his feet. “What have I done? What
have I done?” moaned she. He raised her
and tried to comfort her, but she crushed
her white hair and cried passionately that
in her desire for revenge on mankind she
had ruined him and Estella. He left her
at last, still moaning. A sudden Impulse
made him turn back. At that moment a
great flaming light sprang up. She ran
at him shrieking, with a whirl of fire
blazing about her.

Pip tore off his coat and wrapped it
around her, He held her and smothered

e

the fire with his hands. When at last it

He hastened to Miss “‘“'i'fsuucumh«—d to the long strain. What hap-

suspicion that thelr quarters were being |

|

was all extinguished he laid her down and
called for help. Not till the doctor came
did he realize that both his hands and
arms were frightfully burned.

Despite his sufferings, which became
poignant as soon as his excitement wore
off, he stayed at her side till she died,
moaning continually: “What have I
done?”’ and ‘“When she first came to me,
I meant only to save her from: misery
like mine’”” At last she said to him *“For-

give me,” and he pressed his lips to hers
and went away.

The torture of his wounds was great;
but greater was the torture of the knowl-
edge that now he would be unable to
handle oars. Herbert, however, found &
mutueal friend and swere him to sea’e(‘y.
On the appointed night the boat dropped
down the river with Magwitch and Pip
sitting in the sternsheets.

It was afternoon of the next day before
they saw the smoke of the ship coming
down the river They rowed out to lie
in her path. Suddenly a fmzr-oarc—dgl-
ley shot out from under the land and
came toward them. She dropped along-
side and drifted as they were drifting.
The steamer was coming on fast. Her
paddles were roaring in their ears when a
man in the galley said: “You have a re-
turned transport there. I call on him to
surrender.”

At the same moment he ran the galley
on board of them. Her men held to Pip's
boat. The next moment the steamer came
driving down. Orders were shouted on
board. Her paddles stepped, but still she
came on with the tide.

In the midst of it all Magwitch started
up, leaned across to the galley and pulle@
the cloak from a man who had been sit-
ting there with his face concealed. It
was the face of that other convict of long
ago. Pip saw the face tilt back with a
white terror on it, there was a loud
splash, a great cry came from the steam-
er and the boat sank under him.

In another instant he was taken abcard
the galley with Herbert and their asso-
ciate. The crew of the galley had es-
caped the steamer and now lay on their
oars, every man looking silently and
eagerly at the water astern. Fresently a
dark object was seen, bearing toward the
galley on the tide. It was Magwitch,
swimming painfully. He was taken
aboard and instantly manacled.
. The galley was kept steady, but noth-
ing more appeared on the troubled wa-
ters. At last they gave it up and rowed
for shore. On the way Magwitch told@
Pip that he and Compeyson had gone
under, locked on each other’s arms, and
that he had finally disengaged himself
only to strike the keel of the steamer in
rising. He was deeply cut in the head
and severely injured in the chest.

He was taken to prison, suffering great-
ly. Pip at once set all agencies to work
to gain him a pardon. He wrote a peti-
tion to the home secretary, and visited
men in_ authority, finally sending a peti-
ion to the King himself.

Every day he sat in the hospital with
the prisoner, who lay in his bed quite still
and patient. Once of twice his desperate
reputation was mentioned by visitors in
his hearing. At such times he smiled and
turned his face on Pip with a trustful
look, as If he were confident that Pip had
Seen some small redeeming touch in him,
even so long ago as when he was a little
child.” As to all the rest, he was humble
and contrite, and never complained.

He was sentenced to death, but it was
plain to see that his sentenced had al-
ready been . pronounced by a greater
Judge. As the days went on, he lay
placidly looking up at the ceiling. When-
ever he heard Pip’s voice s face bright-
ed, and he would answer with a slight
pressure of the hand.

“Are you in much pain today?’ asked
Pip.

“I don’t complain of none, dear boy.”

‘You never do complain.”

He had spoken his last words. He
smiled, and Pip understood his smile to
mean that he wished him to lay a hand
on his breast. He did so, and Magwitch
laid both his hands upon it.

“Dear Magwitch,” said Pip, stooping to
him. “I must tell you now at last. You
had child once whom you loved and
lost.”

Magwitch looked affectionately at Pip
and pressed his hand to signify ‘‘yes.”

‘“She lived and found powerful friends.
She is a lady now and very beautiful. And
I love her!”

1
91

a

|

i
|
|
|
|
1
H

\

i

| back

| aside when it faltered

With one last effort the convict raised
Pip’s hand to his lips. Then he gently let
it sink with h own hands resting on fit.
The placid loo t the white ceiling come
and passed away, and his head
dropped quietly on his breast.

When all was over, Pip went home and

pened around him in the
lowed he did not know.

he raved in delirium.
when they

days that fol-
I'or long weeks
It had been March
dropped down the river with
Magwitch. It was June when he again
awoke to conscious thought—awoke to
find Joe sitting by his bedside. It was
Joe who had nursed him, Joe who had
paid his debts when 1 creditors levied
no him and appeared with orders of arrest.
Joe who now said, with a pair of very,
red eyes: ““Whieh, dear old Pip, old chap,
you and me was ever friends. And when
you’re well enough to go for:a ride—wot
larks!”

And when the day came, was Joe
who wrapped him up and carried into into
it as he had once carrled the small help-
less creature around the marshes.

When Pip recovered his ¢ rength he
sold all he had, paid his creditors and
went to Cairo, where Herbert was man-
aging one of the branches of his growing
firm. He took a clerkship there id it
was not until many year afterward,
when he became a third partner in the
concern, that the secret of Herbert's
partnership was divulged.

Having prospered modestly
ciently, Pip longed once
England. He had heard
husband had died after he 3
to her. Although he had long ago given
up all hope of her love, he felt in him a
strong desire to see the scenes of his old
sorrows and joys.

His first visit was to Joe's
had died, and Joe was arried to a
pretty, good, charming tle Mrs. Gar-
gery. When Pip entered the little room,
which he had not in eleven years,
he found Joe smoking his pi in the ol
place; and fenced into the corner by Joe's
leg, and sitting on the very s little
stool that Pip used to have, was anothen
little Pip.

‘“We gave him the name for your sake,
old chap,” said the delighted Joe. 4
hoped he might grow a little bit like you,
and we t},mﬁ' he do.”

That evening after ner
forth to the old Havis m
and deserted now. A
over the old garden. While he was look-
ing down the walk he saw a solitary,
figure approact him.

As it drew nearer he saw it was the
figure of a.woman. He was about to turn
and uttered his

it
it

€

but suffi-
more to visit
th stella’s
cruel

His sister

lit

seen

Pip walked
house; lonely
very mist hung

name.
‘“‘Estella!” he cried.
The freshness of her beauty was gone,
but its charm remained. And what he
had never seen before was the saddened,
softened light of the once proud eyes.
And what he had never felt before was
the friendly touch of the once insensible
hand.

“I have often thought of you.”
Estella. ‘‘There was a long, hard time
when I kept far from me the remem-
brance of what I had thrown away when
I was quite tgnorant of its worth.”

‘You have always held your place in
my heart,”” said Pip.

He took her hand in his, and they went
out of the ruined place. The evening mists
were rising now; and in all the bread ex-
panse of tranquil light he saw the shadow
of no parting from her.

said




