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CHAPTER I.

I A bonx.

Ba-a-ah !'" said my aunt, with a perfect shake
on the contemptuous interjection. And corked herself,
as before.

Really-really--as Mr. Clillip told my mother, lie
iwas almost shocked ; speaking in a professional point
of view alone, le was almost shocked. But lie sat and
looked at lier, notwithstanding, for nearly two hours,
as she sat looking at the fire, until lie was again called
out. After another absence, he again returned.

" Well?' saidi my aunt, taking out the cotton on
that side, again.

I Well maa'am," returned M'r. Chillip, " wo are-w-e
are progressing slowly, ma'am."

Ya-a-ah !" said my aunt. With such a snarl
at him, that Mr. Chillip absolutely could not bear it.
It was really calculated to break Ihis spirit, lie said af-
terwards. Ie preferred to go and sit upon the stairs,
in the dark and a strong drauglt, until he was again
sent for.

IIam Peggotty, who went to the INational scliool,
and was a very dragon at hris catecliisi, nd who imay
therefore be regarded as a credible witncss, reported
next day, that happening to peep in at the parlor-door
an hour after this, lie was instantly descried by Miss
Betscy, thon walking to and fro in a state of agitation,
and pounced upoi before lie could niake his escape.
That there wvere iow occasional sounds of feet and
voices overhead vlich lie inferred the cotton did not
exclude, fron the circumstance of bis evidently being
clutchued by the lady as a vietim on w-hoi to expend her
superabundant agitation -when the sounds were loudest.
That, marebing hini constantly up and clown by the
collar (asif ihe acd been taking too much laudanum),
she, at those times, shrook lhim, ruimpled his ihair, made
light of bis linon, stopped his cars as if sie confounded
theni with ber own, and otherwise touzled and mal-
treated him. This was in part confirmed byhis aet,
-ho saw him at half-past twelve o'clock, soon after his
release, and afirmeed that lie was thon as red as rax.

Tie mild Mr. Chillip could not possibly bear malice
at such a time, if at any time. He sidled inte the parlor
as soon as ho was ct liberty, and said to my aunt in his
meekest manne6r.

" Well, ma'am, I am ' happy to congratulate you."
" What upon ?" said my aunt sharply.
Mr. Chillip was fluttered again, by the extreme sevo-

rity of my aut's mariner; so he made her a ]ittle bow
and gave lier a little smile, to mollify her.

Mercy on the man, what's he doing'!" criedmy
aunt impatiently. " Can't he speck P"

Be calm iy dear ma'am," said Mr. Cbillip, in his
softest accents. " There is no longer any occasion for
uneasiness, ma'am. Be calm."

It has since been considered almost a miracelo that
my aunt didn't shako him, and shake what he had to
say, out of him, by main force. She only shook her
head at him, but in a way that made him quail.

4 Well na'anm," resumed Mr. Chillip, as soon as he
had courage, " I am happy to congratulate you. AlI
is now over ma'am, and well over."

During the fivo minutes or so ihat Mr. Chillip devo-
ted to the delivery of this oration, my aunt eyed him
narrowly.

I{ow is sie ?' said my aunt, folding her amis with
ber bonnet still tied on one of them.

" Well ia'am, she will soon be quite comfortable, I
hope," returned Mr. Chillip. « Quite as comfortablo
as we can expect a young 'mother to be, under theso
mielancholy donestie circumstances. Thera cannot b
any objection te your seeing ber presently, ma'ame. I
may do her good."

" And shie. IIow is sho P" said my aunt sharply.
Mr. Chillip laid bis lead a little more on ene side,

and looked ct niy aunt like an amiable bird.
" The baby," said mny ant. " IIow is she P"

Ma'am." returned Mr. Chillip, " I apprehended
you had known. &'s a boy."

My aunt said never c word, but took ber bonnet by
the strings, in the manner of a sling, aimed a blow at
Mr. Chillip's head with it, put it on bont, walkced out,
and never came back. She vanished like a discontented
fairy, or like one of those supernatural beings, whom it
w-as popularly supposed I was entitled to sec ; and no-
ver came back any more.

No. I lay in ny basket, and my mother lay in lier
bed; but Betsey Trotwood Copperfield was for ever
in the lan d of dreais and shadows, the tremendous re-
gion whence I had so lately travelled; and the light
upon the window of our room, shone out upon the
earthly bourne of n1l such travellers, and the nound
above the ashes and the dust that once was ha, without
whom I had never been.

CHAPTER Il.

The first objects that assume a distinct prosence before
me, as I look far back, into the blank of my infancy,
are ny mother with her pretty hair ced youthful shape,
and Peggotty with no shape at all, and eyes so dark
that they seened to darken the whole neiglborhood in
her face, aud cheeks and arms so bard and red that
I wondered the birds didn't peck her in proference to
apples.

I believe I can remember these two at a little distanco
apart, dwarfed to my sight by stooping don or kneeling
on the floor, and I going unsteadily from the one ta
the other. I have an impression on my mind which I


