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anosurar.- I am not indi«e«nt to the fact thatSamuel Titmarsh was a clerk in an Insurance officem ComhiU; that Mr Carker. showing all his teeth
used to ride up Cheapside on a " gleaming bay "

on
his road home of evenings from Mr. Dombey's ware-

Street
:

that Dobbin and Joe Sedley stayed at
Slaughters Coffee House in St. Martin's Lane ; thatf^dmand Armine, of Henrutta Umpu, and old

were fond of roanung m Kensington Gardens; thatOem Pedcover and Bob Hewett, of Gissing's Nether
Worli, loitered on the Embankment and leLd^
tte parapet between Waterloo Bridge and Temple
Prer lookmg at the river, whilst Qem was subUy
tempting Hewett to murder her husband, so thatthe .wo might go off together with his money-I
an. not mfflterent to those and scores of other suchmemones though I have said nothing about them in
ttese pages. I could take you to Tower Hill and

^r\^7^' ^*^ooi of AlbertSmias Scattergood Family, gazed about him andnmunated, leamng up against the railings ofT^
Square

;
and the last time I crossed Waterloo Bridgeand noticed the shot tower, I remembered tta"tae same story, Fogg, the dramatist, who lived hi a^d court off Dnny i^^. used to cross it 1!on he way to the Surrey Theatre, in Blackfcia.^


