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tantly, produced fron it te stipuhlted live shillings,
ail in lialf-penc, and twoyenceîhalfpenny short; as it

ook a iimmense timo andi a grat wasf of arithiactic
to endeavor srtiéoit, ans effect to pras:é lier. It is a
l'actshichii bc long reîmenmbered as oniarlablo down
tlero, that sio was never cdrowned, but died t-imîn-
plantly li becd, at ninety-tvo. I bave utiei'stood that
it wvas, ta the last, lier proudest boast, that sh iever
had been on the water. ier life ecopt upan a ridge ;
and that ove' her ta (to )vhlich she \ias extronily par-
tial) sie, toie last, expressed lier indignation at the
iinpiety of miariners asnd others vho liad the presîuIp-
tien to go " ineandaring' about the wovrid. It was
in vain to represont ta lier that sonie convoniences, ton
perlaps ineludad, resuIted froit this objectionable prac-
tice. She always returnod vithi granter empliasis and

than instinctive lnows-ledge of the strengh oflier
abjection, " Let us have no meandarin

Not na nsoaider, myself, atbprescnt. I vill go back
e n birtl.

I was bo'n at Bliuiiderstone, in Sufiolu ai'" thoorby
as they say ia Scotlaind. I was a posthinous child. My
fatler's eyeshad closedi upon the liglit of this waorld six
mnontis, whea mine opene i n it. There is somnetling
strange to sae, ven no', in the réflection tiat lie never
sai Ie, and soietling strauger' yet in te sha-dowy
remneibrance that I have of iny irst chillisi associa-
tions vith his whule grave-stone in the churchyard .ad
aithle iiidolinablo compassion I used to feel foi' it lying
out alone thece in the dark night, ivlien our little parler
s'as warni aid briglit with lire and candl, nid lte
loors of air huse woro-i-alinost crîilly it seCIIICd ta

me soietiiies-bolltcd and locked against it.
An inut of niy fitlher"s, md consequnly a great-

aunt of sine, of ivhoin I shnal have more to relate by
and by, vas the prlincipal imagInate of oui' faiily. Miss
Trotwood, or 'Miss etsey, as siy poor inlotier always
calledi lier, vlien she sufliciently overeamse lier dicad of
tiis formidable personiagio tiioition lier at aIll (w'lhIich
was solcidoi), hiad been imiarried to a husbañia yoinger
than herself, who was very humnlssome, excepst in the
sense of tIe homîsîely adage, liandsoimie is, thiat hiand-
soie doas"--.for liC was strorigly sispected of ha-ing
beaten Miss Betsey, and even of liaving once, on a dis-
puted question of supplies, made somte hasty but doter-
mined arrangements to tlirow l'er eut of a two pair of
stairs' wvindoi. The avideices ofan inconipatibility of
temper inducCd Miss B3etsey ta pay hin off, and cíl'ct
a separation by miutial consent. le went ta India
with his capital, and there, according to a nvill legend
in our family, lie wvas once seen riding on ai elepliait, in
company ivith a Baboon , but I thiIk it muiist have been
a l3aboo-or a Bagam. Any hoi, fromî India tidings
of ls leath reacheld liomie, -%itlin ten years. H-ow tlhey
ailectei tiv auint, nobody knew ; for imiediately upon
tlie separation sie tonk hier mtaiden namne again, bouglit
a cottage in a hamlet on the seacoast a long way off, es-
tablisied lierself there as a siigle ivoainau, wviti one ser-
vant, and was iiiiderstood ta liv'e seclauled, ever after-
irards, in an inflexible retirement.

Mv father ha once been a favorite of hers, I believe,
but she was mortally adfrontedI by his marriage, on the
ground that ny mothser was ' a ivax doll." She liad ne-
ver ny mnother, but Sh kaew lier to be not yet twernty.
My father and Miss Dotsey never met again. 1>c was
double miy niother's age ivhen lic married, and of but a
delicate constitution. Hie died a year afterwards, and,
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as I have said, six months before I camne lito tho
w'orldl

This w-as the stat of mattors, on ti afternoon af
nIaiiàa- be okeCesod for ealliti, tlat evenutil an

issiportant ridai-. I cianako so tlero ' to
hiave knaw-1,at that tii, onattes stiod, or to

ZZVo an- s'euinjombrince, foiñildd upan tis êdlcie of
mîy own senses, of what follows.

My inotiir was sitting ly the ire, but pocrly il,
lIealth, and verv low in sprits, iokin at it tiiuigh
lier tears, aid desyîiadnîg lîavil about liersolf' and
tle fathe rless little ntra w-ho was lrcacly wolcacdi
by some grosses ofi pî,opletie pIls in a drawer u)stairs,
to a Iorld iIotat ail excited on the sibject of his arriva;
Iliy msotheo'. I say, N:îs Sitting 1 the. i t liight

svmdy March afternsoon, very tind and sad, and very
doubtfuiîl a cir"eveó' ininf al'c bi t a the trial tinît Was
bebfro lier; N0eh, lif'.itiî her ees as slhe ired tliain,
to the wvindo oppOSite, sio sàsv astran ,o lady ominig
up thC gard ci.

My imother had a sure fforebodis at the second
ance, that it was Miss Bs ' ' T1'- set t nsun was

gloaving oni the stranlge lady, the gardenTence,
anid s he caie walking up to et, dodai-lia lal rigidity
of figura and coniposure of counîtenanco that could have
belon-ed ta nîabody also.

Weln sie oached the oiauso site gava another proot
of her identity. My fttlier had olen Iinted tiat site
seldomn coiducd lîcrself lilce :uy oriinary Cbristian
and now, instead of ringing the bell, she came a-nd
looked in at iliat identical avinlow pressing tle endlfI'
lher nas against the glass to that extent, tiat my por
cloar nIother used to say it bec:une perfectly flat and
wlite in n mlomlient.

She gave ny mllother such a tuin, that I have aiways
been convinced I amt inidebted to Miss Btsey for hav-
i ig ben borni on af 'ridsy.

My' niother had left lier chair in ler agitation, and
gant behind it in tie corner. iiss ietsey, lookilig
round the rool, slowly and inquirngly, began on tho
other i de, and carried her oves on, like a Saracen's
Icaud in a Dutch clock, until tley reached ny Imother.
Then she made a frown and a gestur-o ta y mother,
lie onl who is necuistomed to b, obeyed, to coic and

open the door. My umother went.
IlMrs. David Copperfieid, I tlink," said Miss Bot-

sey; tle emphasis roferring, perlIaps, ta my aother's
maourning iweeds, and bi- condition.

" Yes," said msy mother faintly.
"Miss Trotwood." said th v sisitor. _ Yoi have

ieard of lier, I dare sav.
My mother aiiswCred she liad hiad tiat pleasure.

And she liad a disagreeable consciousness of not appear-
ing ta iniply that it hiadi been an overpowering pleasure.

Nowi you sec lier," said Miss Betsey. My motlier
bent lier bead, and begged lier ta walk in.

They went into the parleur -ny motherli ai cone
fron-the fire in the best room on the other sde of the
passagc esnt icing liglted:-n t11 la'iig blen lighted,
indeed, since my father's funeral--ani wvhen they wero..
both soated, and Miss Betsey said nothing, iy mothtèr,
after vaiily trying to restrain lierself, began to cry.

" OI, tut. tut, tut P said Miss etsey, in a lurry,
Don't do thiat ! Come, come."
My mother couldn't ielp it neti'itltstanding, so she

cried until sie had liad lier cry out.


