
Bleak House

Chapter I. In Chancery

LONDON. Michaelmas term lately over, and the Lord Chancellor 
sitting in Lincoln’s Inn Hall. Implacable November weather. As much 
mud in the streets as if the waters had but newly retired from the face of 
the earth, and it would not be wonderful to meet a Megalosaurus, forty 
feet long or so, waddling like an elephantine lizard up Holborn Hill. 
Smoke lowering down from chimney-pots, making a soft black drizzle, 
with flakes of soot in it as big as full-grown snowflakes—gone into 
mourning, one might imagine, for the death of the sun. Dogs, 
undistinguishable in mire. Horses, scarcely better; splashed to their very 
blinkers. Foot passengers, jostling one another’s umbrellas in a general 
infection of ill temper, and losing their foot-hold at street-corners, where 
tens of thousands of other foot passengers have been slipping and sliding 
since the day broke (if this day ever broke), adding new deposits to the 
crust upon crust of mud, sticking at those points tenaciously to the 
pavement, and accumulating at compound interest.

Fog everywhere. Fog up the river, where it flows among green aits and 
meadows; fog down the river, where it rolls defiled among the tiers of 
shipping and the waterside pollutions of a great (and dirty) city. Fog on 
the Essex marshes, fog on the Kentish heights. Fog creeping into the 
cabooses of collier-brigs; fog lying out on the yards and hovering in the 
rigging of great ships; fog drooping on the gunwales of barges and small 
boats. Fog in the eyes and throats of ancient Greenwich pensioners, 
wheezing by the firesides of their wards; fog in the stem and bowl of the 
afternoon pipe of the wrathful skipper, down in his close cabin; fog 
cruelly pinching the toes and fingers of his shivering little ’prentice boy 
on deck. Chance people on the bridges peeping over the parapets into a 
nether sky of fog, with fog all round them, as if they were up in a balloon 
and hanging in the misty clouds.



Gas looming through the fog in divers places in the streets, much as 
the sun may, from the spongey fields, be seen to loom by husbandman 
and ploughboy. Most of the shops lighted two hours before their time—as 
the gas seems to know, for it has a haggard and unwilling look.

The raw afternoon is rawest, and the dense fog is densest, and the 
muddy streets are muddiest near that leaden-headed old obstruction, 
appropriate ornament for the threshold of a leaden-headed old 
corporation, Temple Bar. And hard by Temple Bar, in Lincoln’s Inn Hall, 
at the very heart of the fog, sits the Lord High Chancellor in his High 
Court of Chancery.

Never can there come fog too thick, never can there come mud and 
mire too deep, to assort with the groping and floundering condition 
which this High Court of Chancery, most pestilent of hoary sinners, 
holds this day in the sight of heaven and earth.

On such an afternoon, if ever, the Lord High Chancellor ought to be 
sitting here—as here he is—with a foggy glory round his head, softly 
fenced in with crimson cloth and curtains, addressed by a large advocate 
with great whiskers, a little voice, and an interminable brief, and 
outwardly directing his contemplation to the lantern in the roof, where 
he can see nothing but fog. On such an afternoon some score of members 
of the High Court of Chancery bar ought to be—as here they are—mistily 
engaged in one of the ten thousand stages of an endless cause, tripping one 
another up on slippery precedents, groping knee-deep in technicalities, 
running their goat-hair and horsehair warded heads against walls of 
words and making a pretence of equity with serious faces, as players 
might. On such an afternoon the various solicitors in the cause, some two 
or three of whom have inherited it from their fathers, who made a 
fortune by it, ought to be—as are they not?—ranged in a line, in a long 
matted well (but you might look in vain for truth at the bottom of it) 
between the registrar’s red table and the silk gowns, with bills, cross-bills, 
answers, rejoinders, injunctions, affidavits, issues, references to masters, 
masters’ reports, mountains of costly nonsense, piled before them. Well 
may the court be dim, with wasting candles here and there; well may the 
fog hang heavy in it, as if it would never get out; well may the stained-
glass windows lose their colour and admit no light of day into the place; 
well may the uninitiated from the streets, who peep in through the glass 
panes in the door, be deterred from entrance by its owlish aspect and by 
the drawl, languidly echoing to the roof from the padded dais where the 
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Lord High Chancellor looks into the lantern that has no light in it and 
where the attendant wigs are all stuck in a fog-bank! This is the Court of 
Chancery, which has its decaying houses and its blighted lands in every 
shire, which has its worn-out lunatic in every madhouse and its dead in 
every churchyard, which has its ruined suitor with his slipshod heels and 
threadbare dress borrowing and begging through the round of every 
man’s acquaintance, which gives to monied might the means abundantly 
of wearying out the right, which so exhausts finances, patience, courage, 
hope, so overthrows the brain and breaks the heart, that there is not an 
honourable man among its practitioners who would not give—who does 
not often give—the warning, “Suffer any wrong that can be done you 
rather than come here!”

Who happen to be in the Lord Chancellor’s court this murky 
afternoon besides the Lord Chancellor, the counsel in the cause, two or 
three counsel who are never in any cause, and the well of solicitors before 
mentioned? There is the registrar below the judge, in wig and gown; and 
there are two or three maces, or petty-bags, or privy purses, or whatever 
they may be, in legal court suits. These are all yawning, for no crumb of 
amusement ever falls from Jarndyce and Jarndyce (the cause in hand), 
which was squeezed dry years upon years ago. The short-hand writers, 
the reporters of the court, and the reporters of the newspapers invariably 
decamp with the rest of the regulars when Jarndyce and Jarndyce comes 
on. Their places are a blank. Standing on a seat at the side of the hall, the 
better to peer into the curtained sanctuary, is a little mad old woman in a 
squeezed bonnet who is always in court, from its sitting to its rising, and 
always expecting some incomprehensible judgment to be given in her 
favour. Some say she really is, or was, a party to a suit, but no one knows 
for certain because no one cares. She carries some small litter in a reticule 
which she calls her documents, principally consisting of paper matches 
and dry lavender. A sallow prisoner has come up, in custody, for the half-
dozenth time to make a personal application “to purge himself of his 
contempt,” which, being a solitary surviving executor who has fallen into 
a state of conglomeration about accounts of which it is not pretended that 
he had ever any knowledge, he is not at all likely ever to do. In the 
meantime his prospects in life are ended. Another ruined suitor, who 
periodically appears from Shropshire and breaks out into efforts to address 
the Chancellor at the close of the day’s business and who can by no means 
be made to understand that the Chancellor is legally ignorant of his 
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existence after making it desolate for a quarter of a century, plants himself 
in a good place and keeps an eye on the judge, ready to call out “My 
Lord!” in a voice of sonorous complaint on the instant of his rising. A few 
lawyers’ clerks and others who know this suitor by sight linger on the 
chance of his furnishing some fun and enlivening the dismal weather a 
little.

Jarndyce and Jarndyce drones on. This scarecrow of a suit has, in 
course of time, become so complicated that no man alive knows what it 
means. The parties to it understand it least, but it has been observed that 
no two Chancery lawyers can talk about it for five minutes without 
coming to a total disagreement as to all the premises. Innumerable 
children have been born into the cause; innumerable young people have 
married into it; innumerable old people have died out of it. Scores of 
persons have deliriously found themselves made parties in Jarndyce and 
Jarndyce without knowing how or why; whole families have inherited 
legendary hatreds with the suit. The little plaintiff or defendant who was 
promised a new rocking-horse when Jarndyce and Jarndyce should be 
settled has grown up, possessed himself of a real horse, and trotted away 
into the other world. Fair wards of court have faded into mothers and 
grandmothers; a long procession of Chancellors has come in and gone out; 
the legion of bills in the suit have been transformed into mere bills of 
mortality; there are not three Jarndyces left upon the earth perhaps since 
old Tom Jarndyce in despair blew his brains out at a coffee-house in 
Chancery Lane; but Jarndyce and Jarndyce still drags its dreary length 
before the court, perennially hopeless.

Jarndyce and Jarndyce has passed into a joke. That is the only good 
that has ever come of it. It has been death to many, but it is a joke in the 
profession. Every master in Chancery has had a reference out of it. Every 
Chancellor was “in it,” for somebody or other, when he was counsel at 
the bar. Good things have been said about it by blue-nosed, bulbous-
shoed old benchers in select port-wine committee after dinner in hall. 
Articled clerks have been in the habit of fleshing their legal wit upon it. 
The last Lord Chancellor handled it neatly, when, correcting Mr. 
Blowers, the eminent silk gown who said that such a thing might happen 
when the sky rained potatoes, he observed, “or when we get through 
Jarndyce and Jarndyce, Mr. Blowers”—a pleasantry that particularly 
tickled the maces, bags, and purses.
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How many people out of the suit Jarndyce and Jarndyce has stretched 
forth its unwholesome hand to spoil and corrupt would be a very wide 
question. From the master upon whose impaling files reams of dusty 
warrants in Jarndyce and Jarndyce have grimly writhed into many shapes, 
down to the copying-clerk in the Six Clerks’ Office who has copied his 
tens of thousands of Chancery folio-pages under that eternal heading, no 
man’s nature has been made better by it. In trickery, evasion, 
procrastination, spoliation, botheration, under false pretences of all sorts, 
there are influences that can never come to good. The very solicitors’ boys 
who have kept the wretched suitors at bay, by protesting time out of 
mind that Mr. Chizzle, Mizzle, or otherwise was particularly engaged and 
had appointments until dinner, may have got an extra moral twist and 
shuffle into themselves out of Jarndyce and Jarndyce. The receiver in the 
cause has acquired a goodly sum of money by it but has acquired too a 
distrust of his own mother and a contempt for his own kind. Chizzle, 
Mizzle, and otherwise have lapsed into a habit of vaguely promising 
themselves that they will look into that outstanding little matter and see 
what can be done for Drizzle—who was not well used—when Jarndyce 
and Jarndyce shall be got out of the office. Shirking and sharking in all 
their many varieties have been sown broadcast by the ill-fated cause; and 
even those who have contemplated its history from the outermost circle 
of such evil have been insensibly tempted into a loose way of letting bad 
things alone to take their own bad course, and a loose belief that if the 
world go wrong it was in some off-hand manner never meant to go right.

Thus, in the midst of the mud and at the heart of the fog, sits the Lord 
High Chancellor in his High Court of Chancery.

“Mr. Tangle,” says the Lord High Chancellor, latterly something 
restless under the eloquence of that learned gentleman.

“Mlud,” says Mr. Tangle. Mr. Tangle knows more of Jarndyce and 
Jarndyce than anybody. He is famous for it—supposed never to have read 
anything else since he left school.

“Have you nearly concluded your argument?”
“Mlud, no—variety of points—feel it my duty tsubmit—ludship,” is 

the reply that slides out of Mr. Tangle.
“Several members of the bar are still to be heard, I believe?” says the 

Chancellor with a slight smile.
Eighteen of Mr. Tangle’s learned friends, each armed with a little 

summary of eighteen hundred sheets, bob up like eighteen hammers in a 
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pianoforte, make eighteen bows, and drop into their eighteen places of 
obscurity.

“We will proceed with the hearing on Wednesday fortnight,” says the 
Chancellor. For the question at issue is only a question of costs, a mere 
bud on the forest tree of the parent suit, and really will come to a 
settlement one of these days.

The Chancellor rises; the bar rises; the prisoner is brought forward in a 
hurry; the man from Shropshire cries, “My lord!” Maces, bags, and purses 
indignantly proclaim silence and frown at the man from Shropshire.

“In reference,” proceeds the Chancellor, still on Jarndyce and 
Jarndyce, “to the young girl—”

“Begludship’s pardon—boy,” says Mr. Tangle prematurely. “In 
reference,” proceeds the Chancellor with extra distinctness, “to the 
young girl and boy, the two young people”—Mr. Tangle crushed
—”whom I directed to be in attendance to-day and who are now in my 
private room, I will see them and satisfy myself as to the expediency of 
making the order for their residing with their uncle.”

Mr. Tangle on his legs again. “Begludship’s pardon—dead.”
“With their”—Chancellor looking through his double eye-glass at the 

papers on his desk—“grandfather.”
“Begludship’s pardon—victim of rash action—brains.”
Suddenly a very little counsel with a terrific bass voice arises, fully 

inflated, in the back settlements of the fog, and says, “Will your lordship 
allow me? I appear for him. He is a cousin, several times removed. I am 
not at the moment prepared to inform the court in what exact remove he 
is a cousin, but he IS a cousin.”

Leaving this address (delivered like a sepulchral message) ringing in 
the rafters of the roof, the very little counsel drops, and the fog knows 
him no more. Everybody looks for him. Nobody can see him.

“I will speak with both the young people,” says the Chancellor anew, 
“and satisfy myself on the subject of their residing with their cousin. I 
will mention the matter to-morrow morning when I take my seat.”

The Chancellor is about to bow to the bar when the prisoner is 
presented. Nothing can possibly come of the prisoner’s conglomeration 
but his being sent back to prison, which is soon done. The man from 
Shropshire ventures another remonstrative “My lord!” but the 
Chancellor, being aware of him, has dexterously vanished. Everybody 
else quickly vanishes too. A battery of blue bags is loaded with heavy 
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charges of papers and carried off by clerks; the little mad old woman 
marches off with her documents; the empty court is locked up. If all the 
injustice it has committed and all the misery it has caused could only be 
locked up with it, and the whole burnt away in a great funeral pyre—why 
so much the better for other parties than the parties in Jarndyce and 
Jarndyce!

— 1853
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Great Expectations

Chapter I. 

My father’s family name being Pirrip, and my Christian name Philip, my 
infant tongue could make of both names nothing longer or more explicit 
than Pip. So, I called myself Pip, and came to be called Pip.

I give Pirrip as my father’s family name, on the authority of his 
tombstone and my sister,—Mrs. Joe Gargery, who married the 
blacksmith. As I never saw my father or my mother, and never saw any 
likeness of either of them (for their days were long before the days of 
photographs), my first fancies regarding what they were like were 
unreasonably derived from their tombstones. The shape of the letters on 
my father’s, gave me an odd idea that he was a square, stout, dark man, 
with curly black hair. From the character and turn of the inscription, 
“Also Georgiana Wife of the Above,” I drew a childish conclusion that 
my mother was freckled and sickly. To five little stone lozenges, each 
about a foot and a half long, which were arranged in a neat row beside 
their grave, and were sacred to the memory of five little brothers of mine,
—who gave up trying to get a living, exceedingly early in that universal 
struggle,—I am indebted for a belief I religiously entertained that they 
had all been born on their backs with their hands in their trousers-
pockets, and had never taken them out in this state of existence.

Ours was the marsh country, down by the river, within, as the river 
wound, twenty miles of the sea. My first most vivid and broad impression 
of the identity of things seems to me to have been gained on a memorable 
raw afternoon towards evening. At such a time I found out for certain 
that this bleak place overgrown with nettles was the churchyard; and that 
Philip Pirrip, late of this parish, and also Georgiana wife of the above, 
were dead and buried; and that Alexander, Bartholomew, Abraham, 
Tobias, and Roger, infant children of the aforesaid, were also dead and 
buried; and that the dark flat wilderness beyond the churchyard, 
intersected with dikes and mounds and gates, with scattered cattle feeding 



on it, was the marshes; and that the low leaden line beyond was the river; 
and that the distant savage lair from which the wind was rushing was the 
sea; and that the small bundle of shivers growing afraid of it all and 
beginning to cry, was Pip.

“Hold your noise!” cried a terrible voice, as a man started up from 
among the graves at the side of the church porch. “Keep still, you little 
devil, or I’ll cut your throat!”

A fearful man, all in coarse gray, with a great iron on his leg. A man 
with no hat, and with broken shoes, and with an old rag tied round his 
head. A man who had been soaked in water, and smothered in mud, and 
lamed by stones, and cut by flints, and stung by nettles, and torn by briars; 
who limped, and shivered, and glared, and growled; and whose teeth 
chattered in his head as he seized me by the chin.

“Oh! Don’t cut my throat, sir,” I pleaded in terror. “Pray don’t do it, 
sir.”

“Tell us your name!” said the man. “Quick!”
“Pip, sir.”
“Once more,” said the man, staring at me. “Give it mouth!”
“Pip. Pip, sir.”
“Show us where you live,” said the man. “Pint out the place!”
I pointed to where our village lay, on the flat in-shore among the 

alder-trees and pollards, a mile or more from the church.
The man, after looking at me for a moment, turned me upside down, 

and emptied my pockets. There was nothing in them but a piece of bread. 
When the church came to itself,—for he was so sudden and strong that he 
made it go head over heels before me, and I saw the steeple under my 
feet,—when the church came to itself, I say, I was seated on a high 
tombstone, trembling while he ate the bread ravenously.

“You young dog,” said the man, licking his lips, “what fat cheeks you 
ha’ got.”

I believe they were fat, though I was at that time undersized for my 
years, and not strong.

“Darn me if I couldn’t eat em,” said the man, with a threatening shake 
of his head, “and if I han’t half a mind to’t!”

I earnestly expressed my hope that he wouldn’t, and held tighter to 
the tombstone on which he had put me; partly, to keep myself upon it; 
partly, to keep myself from crying.

“Now lookee here!” said the man. “Where’s your mother?”
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“There, sir!” said I.
He started, made a short run, and stopped and looked over his 

shoulder.
“There, sir!” I timidly explained. “Also Georgiana. That’s my 

mother.”
“Oh!” said he, coming back. “And is that your father alonger your 

mother?”
“Yes, sir,” said I; “him too; late of this parish.”
“Ha!” he muttered then, considering. “Who d’ye live with,—

supposin‘ you’re kindly let to live, which I han’t made up my mind 
about?”

“My sister, sir,—Mrs. Joe Gargery,—wife of Joe Gargery, the 
blacksmith, sir.”

“Blacksmith, eh?” said he. And looked down at his leg.
After darkly looking at his leg and me several times, he came closer to 

my tombstone, took me by both arms, and tilted me back as far as he 
could hold me; so that his eyes looked most powerfully down into mine, 
and mine looked most helplessly up into his.

“Now lookee here,” he said, “the question being whether you’re to be 
let to live. You know what a file is?”

“Yes, sir.”
“And you know what wittles is?”
“Yes, sir.”
After each question he tilted me over a little more, so as to give me a 

greater sense of helplessness and danger.
“You get me a file.” He tilted me again. “And you get me wittles.” He 

tilted me again. “You bring ’em both to me.” He tilted me again. “Or I’ll 
have your heart and liver out.” He tilted me again.

I was dreadfully frightened, and so giddy that I clung to him with 
both hands, and said, “If you would kindly please to let me keep upright, 
sir, perhaps I shouldn’t be sick, and perhaps I could attend more.”

He gave me a most tremendous dip and roll, so that the church 
jumped over its own weathercock. Then, he held me by the arms, in an 
upright position on the top of the stone, and went on in these fearful 
terms:—

“You bring me, to-morrow morning early, that file and them wittles. 
You bring the lot to me, at that old Battery over yonder. You do it, and 
you never dare to say a word or dare to make a sign concerning your 
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having seen such a person as me, or any person sumever, and you shall be 
let to live. You fail, or you go from my words in any partickler, no matter 
how small it is, and your heart and your liver shall be tore out, roasted, 
and ate. Now, I ain’t alone, as you may think I am. There’s a young man 
hid with me, in comparison with which young man I am a Angel. That 
young man hears the words I speak. That young man has a secret way 
pecooliar to himself, of getting at a boy, and at his heart, and at his liver. 
It is in wain for a boy to attempt to hide himself from that young man. A 
boy may lock his door, may be warm in bed, may tuck himself up, may 
draw the clothes over his head, may think himself comfortable and safe, 
but that young man will softly creep and creep his way to him and tear 
him open. I am a keeping that young man from harming of you at the 
present moment, with great difficulty. I find it wery hard to hold that 
young man off of your inside. Now, what do you say?”

I said that I would get him the file, and I would get him what broken 
bits of food I could, and I would come to him at the Battery, early in the 
morning.

“Say Lord strike you dead if you don’t!” said the man.
I said so, and he took me down.
“Now,” he pursued, “you remember what you’ve undertook, and you 

remember that young man, and you get home!”
“Goo-good night, sir,” I faltered.
“Much of that!” said he, glancing about him over the cold wet flat. “I 

wish I was a frog. Or a eel!”
At the same time, he hugged his shuddering body in both his arms,—

clasping himself, as if to hold himself together,—and limped towards the 
low church wall. As I saw him go, picking his way among the nettles, and 
among the brambles that bound the green mounds, he looked in my 
young eyes as if he were eluding the hands of the dead people, stretching 
up cautiously out of their graves, to get a twist upon his ankle and pull 
him in.

When he came to the low church wall, he got over it, like a man 
whose legs were numbed and stiff, and then turned round to look for me. 
When I saw him turning, I set my face towards home, and made the best 
use of my legs. But presently I looked over my shoulder, and saw him 
going on again towards the river, still hugging himself in both arms, and 
picking his way with his sore feet among the great stones dropped into 
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the marshes here and there, for stepping-places when the rains were 
heavy or the tide was in.

The marshes were just a long black horizontal line then, as I stopped to 
look after him; and the river was just another horizontal line, not nearly 
so broad nor yet so black; and the sky was just a row of long angry red 
lines and dense black lines intermixed. On the edge of the river I could 
faintly make out the only two black things in all the prospect that seemed 
to be standing upright; one of these was the beacon by which the sailors 
steered,—like an unhooped cask upon a pole,—an ugly thing when you 
were near it; the other, a gibbet, with some chains hanging to it which 
had once held a pirate. The man was limping on towards this latter, as if 
he were the pirate come to life, and come down, and going back to hook 
himself up again. It gave me a terrible turn when I thought so; and as I 
saw the cattle lifting their heads to gaze after him, I wondered whether 
they thought so too. I looked all round for the horrible young man, and 
could see no signs of him. But now I was frightened again, and ran home 
without stopping.

— 1861
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Our Mutual Friend

Chapter I. On the Look Out

In these times of ours, though concerning the exact year there is no need 
to be precise, a boat of dirty and disreputable appearance, with two 
figures in it, floated on the Thames, between Southwark bridge which is 
of iron, and London Bridge which is of stone, as an autumn evening was 
closing in.

The figures in this boat were those of a strong man with ragged 
grizzled hair and a sun-browned face, and a dark girl of nineteen or 
twenty, sufficiently like him to be recognizable as his daughter. The girl 
rowed, pulling a pair of sculls very easily; the man, with the rudder-lines 
slack in his hands, and his hands loose in his waistband, kept an eager look 
out. He had no net, hook, or line, and he could not be a fisherman; his 
boat had no cushion for a sitter, no paint, no inscription, no appliance 
beyond a rusty boathook and a coil of rope, and he could not be a 
waterman; his boat was too crazy and too small to take in cargo for 
delivery, and he could not be a lighterman or river-carrier; there was no 
clue to what he looked for, but he looked for something, with a most 
intent and searching gaze. The tide, which had turned an hour before, 
was running down, and his eyes watched every little race and eddy in its 
broad sweep, as the boat made slight head-way against it, or drove stern 
foremost before it, according as he directed his daughter by a movement 
of his head. She watched his face as earnestly as he watched the river. But, 
in the intensity of her look there was a touch of dread or horror.

Allied to the bottom of the river rather than the surface, by reason of 
the slime and ooze with which it was covered, and its sodden state, this 
boat and the two figures in it obviously were doing something that they 
often did, and were seeking what they often sought. Half savage as the 
man showed, with no covering on his matted head, with his brown arms 
bare to between the elbow and the shoulder, with the loose knot of a 
looser kerchief lying low on his bare breast in a wilderness of beard and 



whisker, with such dress as he wore seeming to be made out of the mud 
that begrimed his boat, still there was a business-like usage in his steady 
gaze. So with every lithe action of the girl, with every turn of her wrist, 
perhaps most of all with her look of dread or horror; they were things of 
usage.

“Keep her out, Lizzie. Tide runs strong here. Keep her well afore the 
sweep of it.”

Trusting to the girl’s skill and making no use of the rudder, he eyed 
the coming tide with an absorbed attention. So the girl eyed him. But, it 
happened now, that a slant of light from the setting sun glanced into the 
bottom of the boat, and, touching a rotten stain there which bore some 
resemblance to the outline of a muffled human form, coloured it as 
though with diluted blood. This caught the girl’s eye, and she shivered.

“What ails you?” said the man, immediately aware of it, though so 
intent on the advancing waters; “I see nothing afloat.”

The red light was gone, the shudder was gone, and his gaze, which had 
come back to the boat for a moment, travelled away again. Wheresoever 
the strong tide met with an impediment, his gaze paused for an instant. At 
every mooring-chain and rope, at every stationery boat or barge that split 
the current into a broad-arrowhead, at the offsets from the piers of 
Southwark Bridge, at the paddles of the river steamboats as they beat the 
filthy water, at the floating logs of timber lashed together lying off certain 
wharves, his shining eyes darted a hungry look. After a darkening hour or 
so, suddenly the rudder-lines tightened in his hold, and he steered hard 
towards the Surrey shore.

Always watching his face, the girl instantly answered to the action in 
her sculling; presently the boat swung round, quivered as from a sudden 
jerk, and the upper half of the man was stretched out over the stern.

The girl pulled the hood of a cloak she wore, over her head and over 
her face, and, looking backward so that the front folds of this hood were 
turned down the river, kept the boat in that direction going before the 
tide. Until now, the boat had barely held her own, and had hovered about 
one spot; but now, the banks changed swiftly, and the deepening shadows 
and the kindling lights of London Bridge were passed, and the tiers of 
shipping lay on either hand.

It was not until now that the upper half of the man came back into the 
boat. His arms were wet and dirty, and he washed them over the side. In 
his right hand he held something, and he washed that in the river too. It 
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was money. He chinked it once, and he blew upon it once, and he spat 
upon it once,—“for luck,” he hoarsely said—before he put it in his pocket.

“Lizzie!”
The girl turned her face towards him with a start, and rowed in 

silence. Her face was very pale. He was a hook-nosed man, and with that 
and his bright eyes and his ruffled head, bore a certain likeness to a roused 
bird of prey.

“Take that thing off your face.”
She put it back.
“Here! and give me hold of the sculls. I’ll take the rest of the spell.”
“No, no, father! No! I can’t indeed. Father!—I cannot sit so near it!”
He was moving towards her to change places, but her terrified 

expostulation stopped him and he resumed his seat.
“What hurt can it do you?”
“None, none. But I cannot bear it.”
“It’s my belief you hate the sight of the very river.”
“I—I do not like it, father.”
“As if it wasn’t your living! As if it wasn’t meat and drink to you!”
At these latter words the girl shivered again, and for a moment paused 

in her rowing, seeming to turn deadly faint. It escaped his attention, for 
he was glancing over the stern at something the boat had in tow.

“How can you be so thankless to your best friend, Lizzie? The very 
fire that warmed you when you were a babby, was picked out of the river 
alongside the coal barges. The very basket that you slept in, the tide 
washed ashore. The very rockers that I put it upon to make a cradle of it, 
I cut out of a piece of wood that drifted from some ship or another.”

Lizzie took her right hand from the scull it held, and touched her lips 
with it, and for a moment held it out lovingly towards him: then, 
without speaking, she resumed her rowing, as another boat of similar 
appearance, though in rather better trim, came out from a dark place and 
dropped softly alongside.

“In luck again, Gaffer?” said a man with a squinting leer, who sculled 
her and who was alone, “I know’d you was in luck again, by your wake 
as you come down.”

“Ah!” replied the other, drily. “So you’re out, are you?”
“Yes, pardner.”
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There was now a tender yellow moonlight on the river, and the new 
comer, keeping half his boat’s length astern of the other boat looked hard 
at its track.

“I says to myself,” he went on, “directly you hove in view, yonder’s 
Gaffer, and in luck again, by George if he ain’t! Scull it is, pardner—don’t 
fret yourself—I didn’t touch him.” This was in answer to a quick 
impatient movement on the part of Gaffer: the speaker at the same time 
unshipping his scull on that side, and laying his hand on the gunwale of 
Gaffer’s boat and holding to it.

“He’s had touches enough not to want no more, as well as I make him 
out, Gaffer! Been a knocking about with a pretty many tides, ain’t he 
pardner? Such is my out-of-luck ways, you see! He must have passed me 
when he went up last time, for I was on the lookout below bridge here. I 
a’most think you’re like the wulturs, pardner, and scent ’em out.”

He spoke in a dropped voice, and with more than one glance at Lizzie 
who had pulled on her hood again. Both men then looked with a weird 
unholy interest in the wake of Gaffer’s boat.

“Easy does it, betwixt us. Shall I take him aboard, pardner?”
“No,” said the other. In so surly a tone that the man, after a blank 

stare, acknowledged it with the retort:
“—Arn’t been eating nothing as has disagreed with you, have you, 

pardner?”
“Why, yes, I have,” said Gaffer. “I have been swallowing too much of 

that word, Pardner. I am no pardner of yours.”
“Since when was you no pardner of mine, Gaffer Hexam Esquire?”
“Since you was accused of robbing a man. Accused of robbing a live 

man!” said Gaffer, with great indignation.
“And what if I had been accused of robbing a dead man, Gaffer?”
“You couldn’t do it.”
“Couldn’t you, Gaffer?”
“No. Has a dead man any use for money? Is it possible for a dead man 

to have money? What world does a dead man belong to? ’Tother world. 
What world does money belong to? This world. How can money be a 
corpse’s? Can a corpse own it, want it, spend it, claim it, miss it? Don’t 
try to go confounding the rights and wrongs of things in that way. But 
it’s worthy of the sneaking spirit that robs a live man.”

“I’ll tell you what it is—.”
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“No you won’t. I’ll tell you what it is. You got off with a short time 
of it for putting your hand in the pocket of a sailor, a live sailor. Make the 
most of it and think yourself lucky, but don’t think after that to come 
over me with your pardners. We have worked together in time past, but 
we work together no more in time present nor yet future. Let go. Cast 
off!”

“Gaffer! If you think to get rid of me this way—.”
“If I don’t get rid of you this way, I’ll try another, and chop you over 

the fingers with the stretcher, or take a pick at your head with the boat-
hook. Cast off! Pull you, Lizzie. Pull home, since you won’t let your 
father pull.”

Lizzie shot ahead, and the other boat fell astern. Lizzie’s father, 
composing himself into the easy attitude of one who had asserted the high 
moralities and taken an unassailable position, slowly lighted a pipe, and 
smoked, and took a survey of what he had in tow. What he had in tow, 
lunged itself at him sometimes in an awful manner when the boat was 
checked, and sometimes seemed to try to wrench itself away, though for 
the most part it followed submissively. A neophyte might have fancied 
that the ripples passing over it were dreadfully like faint changes of 
expression on a sightless face; but Gaffer was no neophyte and had no 
fancies.

— 1865
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