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I "Yes said.Peggotty. Mräing."
'[lien Peggotty fitted her mouth close te the keyhole,

and delired these words througi it with as nucli feel-
ing and carnestncss as alkeyhole las over been the me -
diun of connunicating, I Will venture to assert:
tlrooting in cach broken little sentence -in a convulsive
little burst of its own.

Davy, dear. If I ain't bon azakly as intimate
wîih you, ately, as I used to be; h ain't because I
don't Jôve you. Just as well and more, my pretty
pet It's because I thougit, it better for you. And

or some one else besides. Davy, my darling, are you
istening ? Can you hear ?"

"Ye-ye-ye-yes, Peggotty !" I sobbed.
My ownr 1" said Peggotty, with infinate con..

passion " Wiat I want to say, is. Tiat you must
never forgot me. For l'il nover foergot you. And l'Il
talke as inuch caro of your Mama, Davy, as over I
took of you. And I won't Icave ber. Tie day May
come vhen sh'll be glad te lay her poor head, ou1
jerrstupid, cross o]ld Peggotty's arm again. And PJl
vrite te you, rny dear. Thougli I ain't no scholar.
And 'il-'l--' Peggotty fell to kissing the keyliole,
as site couldn't kiss me.:

Thank you, dear 1Peggotty!" said I. " Oh,
thank yor 1 Tirnk yeu Wii. you promise rue one
thing, PeggottyP Will you %vrite rand tell Mr. Pog-
gotty and little Eîn'ly and Mrs. Gummidge and IIam,
thit I am not so bad as tley nright suppose and tiat
I sent lom all my love-especially to littie En'ly?
Wiil yen,, if yoiu 1 leasc, I'oggotty 1 '

Tie kind seul pronised, aud ive bbthi of us cisscd the
*eyiole witii the greautest raflection--I patted it witlr
,ny band, I recollect, as if it lad been ier ionest face-
ard pted: Froi that iight there grew up in iny
breast, a feeling for Peggotty, wihichl cannot very well
define. Sie did not replace rry inother; n one coul
do tliat; but she carne into a vacancy in mry heurt vhich
closed upon ier, and I feit towards lier somnething I have
nover fet'ot r any other Iuman being. It was a sort of
corncal aflection too; and yet il' sbe iad died, I cannot
think wiiat I should iave done, or 1oW I should have

te out the tragedy it would have been to me.
li the morning Miss Murdstone appeared as usual,

*nd told nie I was goirg te school; whichi vas not alto-
gother suchi news te rie as sie suprposed. Sie aiso in-
formed me that when I was dressed, I was to corne
down stairs into the. parlor, and have my breakfast.
There, I founid mny rrother, very pale and vith r'd
oyes: into: whoso arms I ran, and begged lier pardon
fromin mriy suffuering soil.

" Oh Davy l" she said. " Thait 31u could iurt any
- en I love !: Try te be botter, pray to be better! I
forgive you; but I amirr so grieved, Davy that you
shouild have such bad passions in your heart."

They iadpersuaded lier that I was a wicked follow,
and s ho 'wns more sorry for that, thai for: my goin
away. I felt it sorely. I tried te ent my parting
breakfast, - but rny terrs dropped upon ny bread and
butter, and trickled mito rmy te. I saw my mother
look at rme souetiues, and thon glance at the watclful
Miss Murdstone, and then look down, or look away.

'" Master Colporfield's box tiero!" said Miss Murd-
stone, wiheih whrels vre rheard nt the gate

I looked for -Peggotty but it was net she; nei-
t ier she nor Mr. Murdstono appeared. My former
acquaintance, the carrier, was at the door; the box
was taken out te is cart, and lifted n.

" Clara !" said Miss Murdstone, in lier varning
note.

".Ready, my dear Jane," returned my mnother.
" Good bye, Davy. You are going for your own good.
Good bye, my child. You Nvill corne home in the holi-
days, and be a better boy."

"Clara 1" Miss Murdstone repeated.
Certainly, rmy dear Jane," replied my mother,

who was holding me. "I forgive you, ny dear boy.
God bless you !'

"Clara 1" Miss Murdstone repeated.
Miss Murdstone was good enough te take me out to

the cart, and te say on the way that she hoped that I
would repent, before I came te a bad end; and then
I got into the cart, and the lazy horse walked off withr
it.

CHAPTER V.

I A1 SENT AwAY FROM HOME.

Wc migit have gone about half a mile,. and my pocket-
handkerchief was quite wct thrrougi, %vhen the carrier stopped
short.

Looking out te scertair what for, I saw, te my îimaze-
meut, Peggotty burst froi a hedge and climb into the cart.
Sh 'toek nie in both ier arms, and squeezed me to-her stays
until the pressure.on my nose was extremelypainful, thougrh
I never thougit of that till afterwards Ivhien 1 found it very
tender. Net a single word did Peggotty speak. Releasiug
one of ber arms, sire prut it down im lier pocket te the elbow,
and brouglit ut seme paper-bags of cakes vhich she crammed
into My pockets, and a purse ivhich she put into rny barid,
but not one word did she say. After another and a final
squeze vith both ams, she got down froin the cart and ran
away; and, my belilef is, and has always been, without a
solitary button on lier. gown. I picked up one, of several
tntvre rolling about, and treasured it as a keepsake for a
long~ lima.

The carrier looked at me, as if to erquire ifshe were con-
ing back. I shook my head, and said I uhouglt not. cThen
come up ,1 said the crrrier te the lazy horse ; who came up
accordingly.

lavirg by this time cried as much as I possibly could, I
began to uinrk it was of no use cryiig any more, especially
as neither Roderick Randoin, nor tirai Captamin i the Royal
British Navy, had evercried, that I could remember, in trv-
ing situations. The carrier, secing me in this resolution,
proposed that rny pocket-handkerchief shouldi be spread ipon
the horse's bick te dry. 1 thanked him, and assented ; par-
ticularly snall it looked, under those circunstances.

I iai] now leisurre t examirne the purse. It was a stiff
Icather merse, .with a siap, and iad three bright shiillins in
it, wlhich Peggotty lied evidently polisied uip with w ite-
ning, for my greater delight. But ils muost precious contents
were two halt-crowns folded together in a-bit of paper, on
whici vas written,. in mry moether's band, "l For Davy.
With ny love." i was se overcome by this, that t asked
the carrier te ba sa good as reachi me my pocket-handkerrhief
againi ; but ie said ie thouglit I liad better do vithout it;
and I thought I really nai]; se I wiped mry eyes on my sleeve
and step)pe] mysaîf.

For geei, tee; tiorii in consequenca of my pre'ious emo-
tion, I vas still occasionally seized vith a stormy sob. After
we hai] j-ggeil on for seme little tine, I asked the carrier if
ie was goiing all the way.

c« All the way iere ?" enquired the carrier.
f There," I said.

"t Where's thre 7" enquired the carrier.
Il Near London V"I 1salid.
cWby thaI horse," sald the carrier, jerking the rein to

point hm out, <i would be deader than pork afore ie got over
iaif the ground."


