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unless you have been got down and rolled upon by the
lonely feelings that I have mentioned as having once got
the better of me.

You'd have luughed—or the rewerse—it's according to
your disposition—if you could have seen me trying to teach
Sophy. At first I was helped—you'd never guess by what

—

milestones. I got some large alphabets in a box, all the
letters separate on bits of bone, and say we was going to
WINDSOR; I gave her those letters in that order, and then
at every milestone I showed her those same letters in that
same order again, and pointed toward the abode of royalty.
Another time I give her CART, and then chalked the
same upon the cart. Another time I give her DOCTOR
MARIGOLD, and hung a corresponding inscription outside
my waistcoat. People that met us might stare a bit and
laugh, but what did / care if she caught the idea? She
caught it after long patience and trouble, and then we
did begin to get on swimmingly, I believe you! At first she
was a little given to consider me the cart, and the cart the
abode of royalty, but that soon wore off.

The way she learned to understand any look of mine
was truly surprising. When I sold of a night, she would sit

in the cart, unseen by them outside, and would give a eager
look into my eyes when I looked in, and would hand me
straight the precise article or articles I wanted. And then
she would clap her hands, and laugh for joy. And as for
me, seeing her so bright, and remembering what she was
when I first lighted on her, starved and beaten and ragged,
leaning asleep against the muddy cart wheel, it give me
such heart that I gained a greater height of reputation
than ever.

This happiness went on in the cart till she was sixteen
years old. By which time I began to feel not satisfied that
I had done my whole duty by her, and to consider that she
ought to have better teaching than I could give her. It
drew a mauy tears on both sides when I commenced ex-
plaining Diy views to her; but what's right is right, and
you can't neither by tears nor laughter do away with its

character.

So I took her hand in mine, and I went with her one
day to the Deaf and Dumb Establishment in London, and
when the gentleman come to speak to us, I says to him:
" Now, I'll tell you what I'll do with you, sir. I am noth-
ing but a Cheap Jack, but of late years I have laid by for


