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Chapter Two
Morning on the Marsh
My sister, Mrs. Joe Gargery, was more than twenty years older than I. She was not a good-looking woman. She was too tall and thin, and her skin was very red, and I had an idea that she must have forced Joe to marry her, in much the same way that she forced me to do a good many things I had no wish to do. Joe was a big, strong fellow, fairhaired and blue-eyed, always good-natured (toleran) and sweet-tempered.
They were in the kitchen when I reached home. Mrs. Joe looked at the clock.
“Where have you been, you young monkey?” she demanded.
“To the churchyard,” I answered in a little, timid voice.
“Hah!” said Mrs. Joe, looking angrily from her husband to me. “The pair of you will drive me to the churchyard one of these days!”
Joe was sitting in the chimney-corner, and I crept over and sat opposite him while my sister set the tea things. We all jumped and started as there came the sound of a distant explosion.
“Joe,” I said, “was that great guns?”
“Yes,” said Joe. “There’s another convict off.”
“What does that mean?” I asked.
“Escaped! Escaped!” explained my sister impatiently.
“What’s a convict?” I asked Joe.
“There was one off last night,” said Joe, “after the sunset gun. And they fired warning of him. Now, it seems, they’re firing warning of another.”
“Who’s firing?” said I.
“Lord bless the boy!” exclaimed my sister. “It’s from the Hulks!”
“And please—what’s Hulks?” I asked.
“Hulks are prison-ships, right across the marshes,” said Joe.
“I wonder who’s put into prison-ships, and why they’re put there?” I said, hopefully.
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It was too much for my sister.
“That’s the way with this boy!” she said. “Answer him one question, and he’ll ask you a dozen directly. People are put in the Hulks because they murder, and rob, and do all sorts of bad things; and they always begin by asking questions. Now, you get along to bed!”
As I went upstairs in the dark I felt sure that I was on my way to the Hulks. I had begun by asking qucstions, and I was going to rob Mrs. Joe. If I slept at all that night, it was only to dream that I was floating down the river on a strong tide, to a place where a terrible young man was waiting to cut out my heart.
At the first faint dawn of morning, I got up and went downstairs. Every board upon the way seemed to call after me, “Stop thief!” and “Get up, Mrs. Joe!” I stole some bread, a piece of cheese, about half a jar of pickles, some brandy from a stone bottle (which I poured into a glass bottle that had once contained medicine), and a beautiful round meat pie, which I took in the hope that it would not be missed for some time.
There was a door in the kitchen which gave on to Joe’s forge; I unlocked that door, and got a file from among Joe’s tools. Then I opened the house door, and ran for the misty marshes.
I knew my way to the Battery, for I had been down there on a Sunday with Joe. I had just crossed a ditch which I knew to be close to the Battery, when I saw the man sitting on the ground. His back was towards me, and he had his arms folded and was leaning forward, heavy with sleep.
I moved up quietly and touched him on the shoulder. He instantly jumped up. It was not the same man, but another!
Yet this man was dressed in coarse grey, too, and had a great iron on his leg, and was everything that the other man was. All this I saw in a moment, for I had only a moment to see it in; he swore, made a hit at me, and then he ran off into the mist and I lost him.
I was in a great fright.
“It’s the young man!” I thought, and made for the Battery at full speed.
There was the right man, still holding his trembling body with both arms, limping up and down while he waited for me. He was terribly cold, to be sure, and his eyes looked so hungry that when I handed him the file, I thought he might have tried to eat it if he hadn’t seen my bundle.
“What’s in the bottle, boy?” he asked.
“Brandy,” I told him.
He was already pushing food down his throat in a  most curious manner—more like a man who was putting it away somewhere in a violent hurry than a man who was eating it—but he left off to drink some of the spirit. All the time he kept staring into the mist, often stopping to listen.
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“You brought no one with you?” he said suddenly. “Or got anyone to follow you?”
“No, sir! No!”
“Well” he said. “ I believe you. You’d be a fierce young wretch at your age, if you’d help to trap a poor convict, hunted as near death as I am!”
I pitied his misery, and watched him settle down with the pie.
“I’m glad you enjoy it,” I said.
“Thank you, my boy. I do.”
I had often watched a large dog of ours eating his food, and I now noticed a decided likeness between the dog’s way of eating and the man’s. The man took sharp, sudden bites just like the dog; and he looked sideways here and there as he ate, as if he thought there was danger of somebody’s coming to take the pie away.
“I’m afraid you won’t leave any of it for him,” I said, after a pause.
“Who’s him?” said my friend, looking at me sharply.
“The young man that you spoke of. The one that was hiding with you.”
He gave a little laugh.
“Oh, him!” he said. “He don’t want food.”
“I thought he looked as if he did,” said I.
The man stopped eating and regarded me in surprise.
“Looked? When?”
“Just now.”
“Where?”
“Over there,” said I, pointing. “I found him half-asleep, and thought it was you.”
He took me by the chin and stared at me so fiercely that I thought his first idea of cutting my throat had returned.
“He was dressed like you,” I explained, “and had an iron on his leg. Didn’t you hear the big gun last night?”
“So there was firing,” he said to himself, then gave me a little shake. “Did you notice anything special about this man?” he demanded.
“Yes—he had a badly bruised face,” said I, remembering something that I hardly knew I knew.
“Not here?” exclaimed the man, striking his left cheek with the flat of his hand.
“Yes, there.”
“Where is he?” he cried. He began putting what little food was left inside his grey jacket. “Show me the way he went. I’ll have him yet! Curse this iron on my sore leg! Give us the file, boy.”
He went down on the wet grass and began to file at his iron like a mad thing, not minding me or minding his leg, which was sore and red with blood. I was very much afraid of him again, now that he had worked himself into this fierce hurry, and I was also afraid of keeping away from home any longer. I told him I must go, but he took no notice of me, so I thought the best thing I could do was to slip away.
The last I saw of him, his head was bent over his knee, and he was working hard at his iron; the last I heard of him, when I stopped in the mist to listen, was the sound of the file still going.

