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INTRODUCTION

I HAV. baard that in some debating clubs there is a rule

iltlJe member, may discuss anything except rebgum and

^Ktics. I camiot imagine what they do du«uM^^^^

5uite evident that they have ruled out the <»»yj^° ^"^
jects which are either important or a«"«°K'

. 7^^8 ]J ,

a Mrt of a certain modem tendency to avoid ^^^^^^^^^
Jheylead to warmth; whereas, obviously, we ought even

inlsocial sense, to seek those things «P<^ly„.J^^^T^J^e
of the discussion is as much a part of ^«P^^,^^f^
warmth of the fire. And it is angularly »ugg«tavethatm

S^gUsh Uterature the two things have died together The

vet^ people who would blame Dickens for his s«.tnn .
.^1

SS?^ are the very people who w-W a^^« ^

-

tor his narrow political conviction. ..^f^Y^j^^e who
«rniiM blame him for his narrow radicahsm are tnose wno

Tu d^^tor^ broad «r»d. ^^^^
anri real charity are much nearer than people suppose.

S^^keS^w^Table of loving all men: but he refused to

Sve !ai Tp^^onl The modem humanitarian can love all

o^^Ss°but he cannot love aU men; he seems, sometim^

°^ JSe S^stasy of his humanitarianism. even to hate them

Si. H^cTlove all opinions, including the opinion that

men are unlovable. . .

.

In feeling Dickens as a lover we must neve. ,et him as

a fi^hti and a fighter for a creed: but indeeu there is no

othf? iSid of fighfer. The geniaUty which he spread over

SlSs cations was geniaUty spread from one centre, from

one fla^g peak. He was wiUing to excuse Mr. Micawber

rbdr^'STagant: but Dickens and D^k^s^sdoctnne

were strictlv to decide how far he was to be excused, we

3SUlSo Uke Mr. Twemlow in spite of his snobbishness.

SS Sckels and Dickens's doctrine were alone to be judg«

of ho^ f^ Te was snobbish. There was never a more

d da?tic ^ter: hence there was never one more amusmg.

^^ai-^"^ean modem notion of keeping the moral

1
vii

U
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Vlll Introduction

/ doubtful. He would have regarded this as a mere piece of

I slovenliness, like leaving the last page illegible.

Everywhere in Dickens's work these angles of his absolute

opinion stood up out of the confusion of his general kind-

ness, just as sharp and splintered peaks stand up out of

the soft confusion of the forests. Dickens is always gener-
' ous, he is generally kind-hearted, he is often sentimental,

be is sometimes intolerably maudlin; but you never know
' when you will not come upon one of the convictions of

Dickens; and when you do come upon it you do know it.

It is as hard and as high as any precipice or peak of the

mountains. The highest and hardest of these peaks is

" Hard Times."

It is here more than anywhere else that the sternness of

Dickens ^nerges as separate from his softness; it is here,

most obviously, so to speak, that his bones stick out.

l There are indeed many other books of his which are written

f better and written in a sadder tone. " Great Expecta-

i tions " is melancholy in a sense; but it is doubtiful of
' everything, even of its own melancholy. " The Tale of

Two Cities " is a great tragedy, but it is still a sentimental

tragedy. It is a great drama, but it is still a melodrama.

I
But this tale of " Hard Times " is in some way harsher

\ than all these. For it is the expression of a righteous in-

\ dign^tion which cannot condescend to humour and which

\cannot even condescend tojifithos. Twenty times we have
taken Dickens's hand and it has been sometimes hot with

revelry and sometimes weak with weariness; but this

i time we start a little, for it is inhumanly cold; and then we
/ reaUse that we have touched his gauntlet of steel.

One cannot express the real value of this book without

being irrelevant. It is true that one cannot express the

real value of anything without being irrelevant. If we
take a thing frivolously we can take it separately, but the

moment we take a thing seriously, if it were only an old

umbrella, it is obvious that that umbrella opens above us

into the immensity of the whole universe. But there are

rather particular reasons why the value of the book called
" Hard Times " should be referred back to great historic

and theoretic matters with which it may appear super-

ficially to have Uttle or nothing to do. The chief reason

can perhaps be stated thus—that English poUtics had for
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more than a hundred years been getting into liiore wid

mc e of a hopeless tangle (a tangle which, of course, has

since become even worse), and that Dickens did m some

extraordinary way see what was wrong, even if he did not

see what was right.
, „ ^* v,;= /.««

The Liberalism which Dickens and nearly all of his con-

temporaries professed had begun in the American and the

French Revolutions. Almost all modem English criticism

upon those revolutions has been vitiated by the assump-

tion that those revolutions burst upon a world which was

unprepared for their ideas—a world ignorant of the posa-

bility of such ideas. Somewhat the same mistake is inade

by those who suggest that Christianity was adopted by a

world incapable of criticising it; whereas obviously it was

adopted by a world that was tired of criticising everything.

The vital mistake that is made about the French Revolu-

tion is merely this—that every one talks about it as the

introduction of a new idea. It was not the introduction of

a new idea; there are no new ideas. Or if there are new

ideas they would not cause the least irritation if they were

introduced into poUtical society; because the world living

never got used to them there would be no mass of men

ready to fight for them at a moment's notice. That which

was irritating about the French Revolution was this—that

it was not the introduction of a new ideal, but the practical

fulfilment of an old one. From the time of the first fairy

tales men had always beUeved ideaiiy in equaUty; they had

always thought that something ought to be done, if any-

thing could be done to redress the balance between Cin-

derella and the ugly sisters. The irritating thing about

the French was not that they said this ought to be done;

everybody said that. The irritating thing about the

French was that they did it. They proposed to carry out

into a positive scheme what had been the vision of human-

ity- and humanity was naturaUy annoyed. The kings of

Europe did not make war upon the Revolution because it

was a blasphemy, but because it was a copy-book maxim

which had been just too accurately copied. It was a plati-

tude which they had always held in theory unexpectedly put

into practice. The tyrants did not hate democracy because

it was a paradox; they hated it because it was a truism

which seemed in some danger of coming true.

U
5 J
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It

Now it happens to be hugely important to have this

right view of the Revolution in considering its political

effects upon England. For the English, being a deeply

and indeed excessively romantic people, could never be

quite content with this quaUty of cold and bald obvious-

ness about the repubhcan formula. The republican

formula was merely this—^that the State must consist of

its citizens ruling equally, however imequally they may do
anything else. In their capacity of members of the State

they are all equally interested in its preservation. But the

English soon began to be romantically restless about this

eternal truism; they were perpetually trying to turn it

into something else, into something more picturesque

—

progress perhaps, or anarchy. At last they turned it into

the highly exciting and highly unsound system of poUtics,

which was known as the Manchester School, and which

was expressed with a sort ol logical flightiness, more excus-

able in Uterature, by Mr. Herbert Spencer. Of course

Danton or Washington or any of the original repubUcans

would have thought these people were mad; they would

never have admitted for a moment that the State must

not interfere with commerce or competition; they would

merely have insisted that if the State did interfere, it must

really be the State—that is, the whole people. But the

distance between the common sense of Danton and the

mere ecstasy of Herbert Spencer marks the EngUsh way of

colouring and altering the revolutionary idea. The Eng-

Ush people as a body went blind, as the saying is, for in-

terpreting democracy entirely in terms of liberty. They
said in substance that if they had more and more Uberty it

did not matter whether they had any equaUty or any

fraternity. But this was violating the sacred trinity of

true poUtics; they confounded the persons and they

divided the subsxance.

Now the really odd thing about England in the nine-

teenth century is this—that there was one Englishman

who happened to keep his head. The men who lost their

heads lost highly scientific and philosophical heads; they

were great cosmic sjrstematisers like Spencer, great social

philosophers Uke Bentham, great practical politicians Uke

Bright, great political economists hke Mill. The man who
kept his head kept a head full of fantastic nonsense; he
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was a writer of rowdy farces, a demagogue of fiction, a

man without education in any serious sense whatever, a

man whose whole business was to turn ordinary cockneys

into extraordinary caricatures. Yet when aU these otiier

children of the Revolution went wrong he. by a mystical

something in his bones, went right. He knew nothmg cd

the Revolution; yet he struck the note of it. He returned

to the original sentimental commonplace upon which it is

forever founded, as the Church is founded on a rock. In

an England gone mad about a minor theory he reasserted

the original idea—the idea that no one in the State must be

too weak to influence the State.

This man was Dickens. He did this work much more

genuinely than it was done by Carlyle or Ruskin; for they

were simply Tories making out a romantic case for tiie

return of Toryism. But Dickens was a real Liberal de-

manding the return of real Liberalism. Dickens was

there to remind people that England had rubbed out^
words of the revolutionary motto, had left only Liberty

and destroyed EquaUty and Fraternity. In this book .

" Hard Times," he speciaUy champions equahty. In aU

his books he champions fraternity.

The atmosphere of this book and what it stands for can

b very adequately conveyed in the note on the book by

Lord Macaulay, who may stand as a very good example of

the spirit of England in those years of eager emancipation

and expanding wealth—the years in which Liberalism was

turned from an omnipotent truth to a weak scientific

system. Macaulay's private comment on " Hard Tunes

runs " One or two passages of exquisite pathos and the rest

'

sullen Socialism." That is not an unfair and certainly not

a specially hostile criticism, but it exactly shows how the

book struck those people who were mad on poUtical hberty

and dead about everything else. Macaulay mistookJoral

new formula caUed Socialism what was, in truth, only the|

old formula caUed poUtical democracy. He and his Whigs

had so thoroughly mauled and modified the original idea of

Rousseau or Jefferson that when they saw it again they

positively thought that it was something quite new and

eccentric But the truth was that Dickens was not a

Socialist, but an unspoUt Liberal; he was not suUen; nay.

rather, he had remained strangely hopef'il. They caUed

\ I
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him a rallen Socialist only to disguise their astonishment

at finding still loose ab'->ut the London streets a happy

republican.

Dickens is the one Uving lin^ between the old kindness

and the new, between the goodwill of the past and the good

works of the future. He links May Day with Bank Holi-

day, and he does it almost alone. All the men around

him, great and good as they were, were in comparison

puritanical, and never so puritanical as when they were

also atheistic. He is a sort of soUtary pipe down which

pours to the twentieth century the original river of Merry

England. And although this "Hard Times" is, as its

name impUes, the hardest of his works, although there is

less in it perhaps than in any of the others of the abandon

and the buffoonery of Dickens, this only emphasises the

more clearly the fact that he stood almost alone for a more

humane and hilarious view oi democracy. None of his

great and much more highly-educated contemporaries could

help him in this. Carlyle was as gloomy on the one side as

Herbert Spencer on the other. He protested against the r

commercial oppression simply and solely because it was I

not only an oppression but a depression. And this protest/

of his was made specially in the case of the book before us.l

It may be bitter, but it was a protest against bitterness.

It may be dark, but it is the darkness of the subject and

not of the author. He is by his own account dealing with
\

hard times, but not with a hard eternity, not with a hardj

piiiiosophy of the universe. Nevertheless, this is the onef

place in his work where he does not make us remember

human happiness by example as well as by precept. This is,

as I have said, not the saddest, but certainly the harshest

of his stories. It is perhaps the only place where Dickens,

in defending happiness, for a moment forgets to be happy.

He describes Bounderoy and Gradgrind with a degree of

grimness and sombre hatred very different from the half-

afifectionate derision which he directed against the old

tyrants or humbugs of the earlier nineteenth century—the

pompous Dedlock or the fatuous Nupkins, the grotesque

Bumble or the inane Tigg. In those old books his very

abuse was benignant; in " Hard Times " even his sym-

pathy is hard. And the reason is again to be found in the

political facts of the century. Dickens could be half genia^
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with the older generation of oppressors because it waa a

dying generction. It was evident, or at least » seern^

eS?nt then, that Nupkins could not go on nj-^^ l^^fer

making up the law of England to suit himself; tt t S^

Leicester Dedlock could not go on much longer bemg kmd

to his tenants as if they were dogs and cats And some of

these evils the nineteenth century did really ehmmate or

improve. For the first half of the century Dickens and all

his friends were jrstified in feeling that the c^^/J^
falling from mankind. At any rate, t^* <=^. ^^^^.^^

from Mr. RounceweU the Iron-master. And when they

feU from him he picked them up and put them upon tne

poor.

December 1907.
G. K. CHESTERTON.
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CHARACTERS

I

BiTZER, a well-crammed pupQ in Mr. Gradgrind's model school.

Stbphen Blackpool, a honest, hard-working power-loom weaver in

Mr. Bounderby's factory.

Mr. Josiah Bounderby, a boastful and wealthy manufacturer.

Mr. E. W. B. Childers, a member of Sleary's Circus Troupe.

Mr. Thomas Gradgrind, a retired wholesale hardware merchant.

Thomas Gradgrint, his youngest son; a selfish, ill-natured whelp.

Mr. James Harthotjse, a friend of Mr. Gradgrind's.

SiGNOR Jupe, a clown in Sleary's Circus Troupe.

Mr. M'Choakumcjuld, a teacher in Mr. Gradgrind's model school.

Slacke :dge, a trades-union agitator.

Mr. Sleary, a stout, flabby man; the proprietor of a circus.

Mrs. Blackpool, the wife of Stephen Blackpool; a dissolute, drunken

woman.

Emma Gordon, a member of Sleary's Circus Troupe.

Mrs. Gradgrind, the feeble-minded wife of Mr. Thomas Gradgrind.

Jane Gradgrind, younger daughter of the preceding.

Louisa Gradgrind, the eldest chDd of Mr. and Mrs. Gradgrind;

afte-wards the wife of Mr. Josiah Bounderby.

Cecilia Jupe (" Sissy "), the daughter of Signor Jupe, a circus clown.

Mrs. Peoler, a mysterious old woman, withered, but tall and shapely.

Rachael, a fartory hand; a friend of Stephen Blackpool's.

Lady Scadgers, a fat old woman; great-aimt to Mrs. Sparsit.

Josephine Sleary, a fair-haired young woman; the daughter of

Mr. Sleary, the circus proprietor.

Mrs. Sparsit, an elderly lady; Mr. Bounderby's housekeeper.
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BOOK THE FIRST. SOWING

/
CHAPTER I

i)><'^

THE ONE THING NEEDFUL

" Now, what I wMt is. Facts.. Teach these boys and girls

nothing but Facts. Facts alone are wan*ed in life. Plant

nothing else, and rooT out everything else. You can only
^

form the minds of reasoning animals upon ^acts: nothing

else will ever be of any service to them. This is the prin-

ciple on which I bring up my own children, and this is the

principle on which I bring up these children. Stick to

Facts, Sir!
"

The scene was a plain, bare, monotonous'^^^ of a school-

room, and the speaker's square forefinger emphasized his

observations by underscoring ever>' sentence with a line on _

the schoolmaster's sleeve. The emphasis was helped by the
]

speaker's square wall of a forehead, which had his eyebrows •

rfor its base, while his eyes found ..sflffifflodious cellarage in

r two dark caves, overshadowed by the wall. The eni^^is
was helped by the speaker's mouth, which was wide, thin, and

\ hard set. The emphasis was helped by the speaker's voice,

i

which was inflexible, dry, and dictatorial. The emphasis

J
was helped by the speaker's hair, which bristled on the skirts

\ of his bald head, a plantation of firs to keep the wind from

\ its shining surface, all covered with knobs, like the crust

I of a plum pie, as if the head had scarcely warehouse-room
ifor the hard facts stored inside. The speaker's obstinate

carriage, square coat, square legs, square shoulders,—nay,

his very neckcloth, trained to take him by the throat with
an unaccommodating grasp, like a stubborn fact, as it was,

—

^ helped the emphasis.

V

(id^yt.

^a><^ t.-A^
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t Hard Times

" In this life, we want nothing but Facts, Sir; nothing

but Facts!"
llie speaker, and the schoolmaster, and the third grown

person present, all backed a little, and swept with their eyes

the incuned plane of little vessels then and there arranged

in order, ready to have imperialjg^llons of facts poured into

theiii until they were full to the brimr

)

CHAPTER II

I
'

"I

;-
1

I ^
(

mukdering the innocents

Thomas Gradusulq, Sir. A man of realitig. A man of

facts and calculations. A man who proceeds upon the prin-

ciple that two and two are four, and nothing over, and who
is not to be talked into^allQwing for anything over. Thomas
Gradgrind, Sir—]^SemptorilyjThomas—Thomas Gradgrind.

With a rule and a puir ol scales, and the multiplication table

always in his pocket. Sir, ready to weigh and measure any
parcel of human nature, and tell you exactly what it comes
to. It is a mere question of figures, a case of simple arith-

metic. You might hope to get some other nonsensical belief

into the head of George Gradgrind, or Augustus Gradgrind,

or John Gradgrind, or Joseph Gradgrind (all supposititious,

non-existent persons), but into the head of Thomas Gradgrind

—no. Sir!

In such terms Mr. Gradgrind always mentally introduced

himself, whether to his private circle of acquaintance, or to

the public in general. In such terms, no doubt, substituting

the words " boys and girls," for " Sir," Thomas Gradgrind
now presented Thomas Gradgrind .w» the little<pitchers)before

him, who were to be filled so full of facts.

Indeed, as he eagerly sparkled at them from the cellarage

before mentioned, hs seemed a kind of cannon loaded to the

muzzle ynt'\ facts, and prepared to blow them clean out of

tiie regions o! childhood at one discharge. He seemed a
galvanizing apparatus, too, charged with a grim mechanical

substitute for the tender young imaginations that were to be
stormed away.

" Girl number twenty," said Mr. Gradgrind, squarely point-



Murdering the Innocents 3

ing with his square forefinger, " I don't know that girl.

Who is that girl?
"

" Sissy Jupe, Sjr/' explained number twenty, blushing,

standing up, and (Eurtseying^

" Sissy is not a'llaBSe," laid Mr. Gradgrind. " Don't call

yourself Sissy. Call yourself Cecilia."

" It's father as calls me Sissy, Sir," returned the young

girl in a trembling voice, and with another curtsey.

" Then he has no business to do it," said Mr. Gradgrind.

" Tell him he musoi't. Cecilia Jupe. Let me see. Wliatis

your father?
"

" He belongs to the horse-riding, if you please, Sir."

Mr. Gradgrind frowned, and waved off the objectionable

calling with his hand.
" Wc don't want to know anything about that, here. You

mustn't tell us about that, here. Your father breaks horses,

don't he? "

" If you please. Sir, when they can get any to break, they

do break horses in the ring, Sir."

" You must'nt tell us about the ring, here. Very well,

then. Describe your father as a horsebreaker. He doctors

sick horses, I dare say?
"

" Oh yes, Sir."
" Very well, then. He is a veterinsury surgeon, a farrier,

and horsebreaker. Give me your definition of a horse."

(Sissy Jupe thrown into the greatest alarm by this demand.)

"Giri number twenty unable to define a horse!" said

Mr. Gradgrind, for the general behoof of all the little pitchers.

" Girl number twenty possessed of no facts, in reference to

one of the commonest of animals I Some boy's definition

of a horse. Bitzer, yours."

The square finger, moving here and there, lighted suddenly

on Bitzer, perhaps because he chanced to sit in the same

ray of sunlight which, darting in at one of the bare windows

of the intensely whitewashed room, irradiated Sissy. For,

the boys and girls sat on the face of the inclined plane in

two compact bpdies, divided up the centre by a narrow

interval; and^ssy, being at the comer of a row on the

sunny side, camTin fo»- the beginning of a sunbeam, of which

Bitzer, being at the comer of a row on tliC other side, a few

rows in advance, caught the end. But, whereas the girl

was so dark-eyed and dark-haired, that she seemed to receive

it i V
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a deeper and more lustrous colour from the sun, when it

shone upon her, the boy was so light-eyed and light-haired

that the self-same rays appeared to draw out of him what
little colour he ever possessed^ His cold eyes would hardly

have been eyes, but for the'snort ends of lashes which, by
bringing them into immediate contrast with something paler

than themselves, expressed their form. His short-cropped

hair might have been a mere continuation of the sandy
freckles on his forehead and face. His skin was so un-

wholesomely deficient in the natural tinge, that he looked as

though, if he were cut, he would bleed white.
*' Bitzer," said Thomas Gradgrind. " Your definition of

a horse."
" Quadrupedi Graminivorous. Forty teeth, namely,

twen y-four grinders, four eye-teeth, and twelve incisive^

Sheds coat in the spring; in marshy countries, sheds hoofs,

too. Hoofs hard, but requiring to be shod with iron. Age
known by marks in mouth." Thus (and much more) Bitzer^

"Now girl number twenty," said Mr. Gradgrind. " You
know what a horse is."

She curtseyed again, and would have blushed deeper, if

she could have blushed deeper than she had blushed all this

time. Bitzer, after rapidly blinking at Thomas Gradgrind

with both eyes at once, and so catching the light upon his

quivering ends of lashes that they looked like the antennae

of busy insects, put his knuckles to his freckled forehead,

and sat down again.

The third gentleman now stepped forth. A mighty man
at cutting and drying, he was; a government officer; in his

way (and in most other people's too), a professed^jUgilist;

always in traimng, always with a system to force domf tlie

general throat like a^plus, always to be heard of at the bar

of his little Public-office, ready to fight all England. To
continue in fistic* hraseolog)', he had a genius for coming
up to the scratch, . herever and whatever it was, and pro\'ing

himself an ugly customer. He would go in and damage
any subject whatever with his right, follow up with his left,

stop, exchange, counter, bore his opponent (he always fought

All England) to the ropes, and fall upon him neatly. He
was certain to knock the wind out of common sense, and
render that unlucky adversary deaf to the call of time. And
he had it in charge from high authority to bring about the

i'
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Definition of a Horse 5

great public-oflSce Millennium, when Commissioners should

reign upon earth.

"Very well," said this gentleman, briskly smiling, and

folding his arms. " That's a horse. Now, let me ask you

girls and boys, Would you paper a room with representations

of horses ?
"

After a pause, one half of the children cried in chorus,

"Yes, Sir!" Upon which the other half, seeing in the

gentleman's face that Yes was wrong, cried out in chorus,

" No, Sir! "—as the custom is, in these examin<^tions.

" Of course, No. _Wh3Lwouldn't you? "
, ^

A pause. One OQrpuient)slow boy, with a (wheezymanner

of breathing, venturedTEeanswer, Because he wouldn't paper

a room at all, but would paint it,

" You must paper it," said the gentleman, rather warmly.
" You must paper it," said Thomas Gradgrind, " whether

you like it or not. Don't tell us you wouldn't paper it.

What do you mean, boy?"
" I'll explain to you, then," said the gentleman, after

another and a dismal pause, " why you wouldn't paper a room

with representations of horses. Do you ever see horses

walking up and down the sides of rooms in reality—in fact?

Do you?"
" Yes, Sir! " from one half. " No, Sir! " from the other.

" Of course. No," said the gentleman, with an indignant

look at the wrong half. " Why, then, you are not to see any-

where, what you don't see in fact; you are not to have any-

where, what you don't have in fact. What is called Taste, is
|

only another name for Fact."

Thomas Gradgrind nodded his '%EPI5l^?^'^o'i
" This is a new principle, a discovery, a great discovery,"

said the gentleman. " Now, I'll try you again. Suppose

you were going to carpet a room. Would you use a carpet

having a representation of Howers upon it?
"

There being a general conviction by this time that " No,

Sir!" was always the right answer to this gentleman, the

chorus of No was very strong. Only a few feeble stragglers

said Yes: among them Sissy Jupe.
" Girl number twenty," said the gentleman, smiling in the

calm strength of knowledge.

Sissy blushed, and stood up.
" So you would carpet your room—or your husband's room.

1 1 \
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if vou were a grown woman, and had a husband—with re-

prientations of flowers, would you?" said the gentleman.

"Why would vou?" ^ „ ^ j
"

If you please. Sir, I am very fond of flowers, returned

***"%A is that why you would put tables and chairs uiwn

them, and have people walking over them with heavy boots ?

"
It wouldn't hurt them, Sir. They wouldn t crush and

wither, if you please, Sir. They would be the pictures of

what was very pretty and pleasant, and I would fancy

"Ay ay ay! But you mustn't fancy," cned the gentleman,

quite elated by comiiig so happily to his point. " That s it

!

You are never to fancy." ^ , • , i i

" You are not, Cecilia Jupe," Thomas Gradgnnd solemnly

repeated, " to do anything of that kind."

" Fact, fact, fact
! " said the gentleman. And Fact, tact,

fact!" repeated Thomas Gradgrind.
, „ •^

" You are to be in all things regulated and governed, said

the gentleman, " by fact. We hope to have before long, a

board of fact, composed of commissioners of fact who will

force the people to be a people of fact, and of nothing but

fact You must discard the word Fancy altogether. You

have nothing to do with it. You are not to have, in any

obiect of use or ornament, what would be a contradiction m
fact. You don't walk upon flowers in fact; yo" ^annoj be

aUowed to walk upon flowers in carpets. You don t find that

fQlfiionbirds and butterflies come and perch upon vour

.^reSkeS yoiuajmot be permitted to paint foreign^birds

Mia: butterflies upon your crockery-. You never meet with

quadrupeds going up and down walls; you must not have

quadrupeds Represented upon walls. You must use,' said

the gentleman, " for all these purposes, combinations and

modifications (in primary colours) of mathematical figures

which are susceptible of proof and demonstration. Ihis is

the new discovery. This is fact. This is taste.

The girl curtseyed, and sat do\^-n. She was very young,

and she looked as if she were frightened by the matter-of-fact

prospect the world afforded. „ .

,

" Now, if Mr. M'Choakumchild," said the gentleman, wi

proceed to give !m fi'rstlesson here, Mr. Gradgnnd, I shaU

be happy, at your request, to obser^•e his mode of pro-

cedure."

i«m>



Fact versus Fancy

Mr. Gradgrind was much obliged. " Mr. M'Choakumchild,

."'sfrt'Chormchild began in his b^t manner. H«

and ^ome one hundred ad forty other schoolmasters, had

Sen lately turned at the same time, m^he^neJacto^J^^n

the same principles, like so many fe^^^^f ' ^^ Jad
been put through an immense va^-ety^iFpaces and haa

aSwe?ed volum^ of head-breaking questions. Orthography^

SJmology, syntax, andf^^', biography, astronomy, geo-

SphT^d^ner^ colfea^hy, the sciences of compound

fropSion,algebra,land-surveyingandlev^^^^^^^

^d drawing from models, were all at the ends of his t«i

rhmed finelrs He had worked his stony way into Her

Sy'sS Honourable Privy Council's Schedule B, and

hadtkenThe bloom off the higher branches of mathematics

and ohvsical science, French, German, Latm, and
Greek. He

kneHl about all the Water Sheds of all the world (whatever

the^are), and all the histories of alUhe peoples, and all the

naSes of all the rivers and mountains, and all the produc-

S^s, manners, and customs of all the countries, and all heir

boundaries and bearings on the two-^f
^^J^^rt'he h^

compass. Ah, rather overdone, MChoakumchild.
.^hehad

on^^eamt a little less, how infinitely better he might have

tausht much more

!

* „„i;i,o

He went to work in this preparatory lesson not unhke

Morgiana in the Forty Thieves: lookmg into all the vessels

rSd before him, one after another, to see what they con-

Sd Say, good M'Choakumchild. When from thy boil-

W store, thou shalt fill each jar brim full by-and-by, dost

Sfou th^ that thou wilt always kill outnght the robber

Fancy lurking within-or sometimes only maim him and

distort him

!

>S'

CHAPTER HI 1,V -.

A LOOPHOLE .^' -^i'

Mr. Gradgrinb walked homeward from the school in a

st^te of considerable satisfaction. It was his school, and he

intended it to be a model. He intended every child in .t to

be a model-just as the young Gradgrinds were all modd

There were five young Gradgrinds, and they were models

1 I'
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every one* They had been lectured at, from their tenderest

years; coursed, like little hares. Almost as soon as they
could run alone, they had been made to run to the lecture-

room. The first object with which they hi»d an association,

or of which they had a remembrance, was a large black board
with a dry Ogre chalking ghastly white figures on it.

Not that they knew, by name or nature, anything about an
Ogre. Fact forbid ! I only use the word to express a monster
in a lecturing castle, with Heaven knows how many heads
manipulated into one, taking childhood captive, and dragging

it into gloor^ > statistical dens by the hair.

No littl Gradgrind had ever seen a face in the moon; it

was up in the moon before it could ^peak distinctly. No little

Grg,dgiind.h%d eveiieamt the sillV jingle. Twinkle, twinkle,

^tlestar; how I wonder what you are ! No little Gradgrind
" had ever known wonder on the subject, each little Gradgrind
having at five years old dissected the Great Bear like a
Professor Owen, and driven Charles's Wain like a locomotive

engine-driver. No little Gradgrind had ever associated a cow
in a field with th't famous cow with the crumpled horn who
tossed the dog who worried the cat who killed the rat who ate

the malt, or with that yet more famous cow who swallowed

Tom Thumb: it had never heard of those celebrities, and had
only been introduced to a cow as a graminivorous ruminating

quadniped with several stomachs.

ToJaisjafttter-ot-fact home, which was called Stone Lodge,
Mr. Gradgrind directed his steps. He had virtually retired

from the wholesale hardware trade before he built Stone

Lodge, and was now looking about for a suitable opportunity

of making an arit.hinetical figure in Parliament. '^,tone Lodge
was situated on a Ihoor within a mile or two of a great town
—called Coketown tri'the present faithful guide-book.

A very regular feature on the face of the country. Stone

Lodge was. Not the least disguise toned down or shaded off

/that uncompromising fact in the landscape. A great square

I
house, with a heavy ©otticdi darkening the principal windows,

/ SSits master's heavj^Birows overshadowed his eyes. A calcu-

lated, cast up, balanced, and proved house. Six windows on
this side of the door, six on that side ; a total of twelve in this

wing, a total of twelve in the other wing; four-and-twenty

carried over to the back wings. A lawn and garden and an
•ufant avenue, all ruled straight like a botanical account-book,



Slcary's Horse-Rid ing 9

Gas and ventUation, drainage and water-service, all of the

primest quality. Iron clamps and girders, fireproof from top

to bottom ; mechanical lifts for the housemaids, with all their

brushes and brooms : everything that heart could desire.

Everythi^cr? Well, I suppose so. The little Gradgnnds

had cabineti in various departments of science too. They

had a little conchological cabinet, and a little metallurgical

cabinet, and a little mineralogical cabinet ; and the specimens

were all arranged and labelled, and the bits of stone and ore

looked as though they might have been broken from the

parent substances by those tremendously hard instruments

their own names; and, to paraphrase the idle legend of Peter

•Piper, who had never found his way into their nursery. If the

greedy little Gradgrinds grasped at more than this, what was

it for good gracicjs goodness' sake, that the greedy little

Gradgrinds grasped at? .^j, r

Their father walked on in a hopeful and satisfied frame of

inind. He was an affcctipnate father, after his manner; but

ftie would probably' have described himself (if he had be

/put, like Sissy Jupe, upon a definition) as " &n eminent.

/
practical " father. He had a particular pndc m the phrase

eminently practical, which was considered to have c. special

application to him. Whatsoever the public meeting held in

,€flketown, and whatsoever the si bject of such meeting, some

Coketowner was sure to seize the occasion of ^jiudin^ to his

eminently practical friend Gradgrind. This alwayT^leased

the eminently practical friend. He knew it to be his due, but

his due was acceptable.

He had reached the neutral ground upon the outskirts of

the town, which was neither ' i nor country, and yet was

either spoiled, when his eai e invaded bv the sound of

music. The clashing and bai.
, ^ band attac. 1 to the horse-

riding establishment which had there set up its rest in a

wooden pavilion was in fuUfei^ A flag, floating from the

summit of the temple, prodSmed to mankind that it was

"Sleary's Horse-riding" which claimed their suffrages.

Sleary himself, a stout modem statue with a money-box at

its elbow, in an ecclesiastical niche of eariy Gothic architec-

ture, took the money. Miss Josepthine Sleary, as some very

long and very narrow strips of printed bill announced, was

then inaugurating the entertainments with her graceful

equestrian Tyrolean flower-act. Among the other pleasmg
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but ^ays strictly moraUonders which must be seen to bebeheved, Signer Jt^^rWnTat afternoon to " ducidate thedivertog accomphshments of his highly trained i^rfoSi ne

tlt^T^''^' "' ^^ ^^^« *^ «^bit "his SstouS
s^n hnlh '^'f£^'''''"'r^^^

hundred-weight in rapid sucoS?sion backhanded over his head, thus forSiing a fountab ofsohd iron m mid-air, a^never beforeajtempted inS or

4^di^,from enthusiastic throngs it ^anHoTbe with^£Wn."The same Signer Jupe was to " enliven the varied perform-ances at frequent intervals with-lm chaste Shakspear^n

appeanr<t-ln his favounte character -STllJ. WiSiamButton, of Tooley Street, in " the highly novel and lauTaWe hippo-comedietta of The Tailor's Journey to Brent-

coSr^.^'^'^^"'^
*°°^ "° ^'"^ ^'f *^«s« trivialities of

Sr \ u^''^.°" ^' ^ P^^^^i<^^ man ought to pass oneither brushing the noisy insects from hif thougl^s Sconsigning them to the House of Correction. But 'the

ST^l«^'^'.r^J°"i ^^ ^y '^' b^^k of the boo?h, andat tue back of the booth a number of children were couctc

This brought him to a stop. " Now, to think of the.;*.

m&S""' '-' "^"-^'"^ ^'^ young Sl^lr^:

him^ rd-ti^;:^^^^^^ t.'^z^j^^^^wais coat to look for any child he knew b/nLe, and migi^order off. Fnenomenon aUnost incredible though distinctlys^n, what did he then behold but his own metSu3X^, peeping with all her might through a hole in a dealboard, and his own mathematical Thomas abasing himself on

T^oKlwer^ct? '".^ ^ '°°^ '' ^^^ g-cefuf equestrian

Dumb with amazement, Mr. Gradgrind crossed to the spot

II . • ' ^?M^ "^J
*^"' disgraced, laid his hand u^neach ernng child, and said:

^

" Louisa! ! Thomas ! !
"

hlT^u^^^'-'^u^
^""^ disconcerted. But, Louisa looked ather father with more boldness than Thomas did. Indeed

r:«;wv. T6« iMic".- ';?s-



Mr. Gradgrind's Amazement 1

1

Thomas did not look at him, but gave himself up to be taken

home like a machine. ,,,,,» •j »#
" In the name of wonder, idleness, and folly! said Mr.

Gradgrind, leading each away by a hand; " what do you

do here?

"

... j t • u «..i

.

" Wanted to see what it was like," returned Louisa, shortly.

"What it was like?"
" Yes father."

There was an air of jaded suUenness in them both, and

particularly in the girl: yet, struggling through the dis-

Stisfaction of her face, there was a light with nothing to

rest upon, a fire with nothing to bum, a^tantedaroaginatipn

keeping life in itself somehow, which brightened its expres-^
sion. Not with the brightness natural to cheerful youth T,

but witlT'uncertain, eager, doubtful flashes, which had

something painful in thep, analogous to the changes on

a blind face;|foplng:)its way.
. ...

She. was ^cffiianow, of fifteen or sixteen; but at no

distant day would seem to become a woman all at once.

Her father thought so as he looked at her. She was pretty.

Would have been self-willed (he thought in his eminently

practical way) but for her bringing-up.
t c j •..

" Thomas, though I have the fact before me, I find it

difficult to believe that you, with /our education and re-

sources, should have brought your sister to a scene like this.

" I brought him, father," said Louisa quickly. I asked

him to come." . , , . •.

"
I am sorry to hear it. I am very sorry indeed to hear it.

It makes Thomas no better, and it makes you worse, Louisa.

She looked at her father again, but no tear fell down her

cheek.

"You! Thomas and you, to whom the circle of the

sciences is open; Thomas and you, who may be said to be

'^repietV-with facts; Thomas and you, who have been trained

^mathematical exactness ; Thomas and you, here
!

cried

Mr. Gradgrind. " In this degraded position ! I am amazed.

" I was tired, father. I have been tired a long tune, said

Louisa.
" Tired? Of what? " asked the astonished father.

" I don't know of what—of everything, I think."
^^

" Say not another word," returned Mr. Gradgrind. You

childish. I will hear no more." He did not speak again
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until they had walked some half-a-mile in sUence, when he
gravely broke out with: " What would your best friends say

Whif n ?J'J°l
attach no value to their good opinion?What would Mr. Bounderby say? "

At the mention-of tKs name, his daughter stole a look athim, remarkable for its intense and searching character Hesaw nothing of it, for before he looked at her, she had 'again
cast down her eyes

!

"6»"*

"What," he repeated presently, "would Mr. Bounderby
say? All the way to Stone Lodge, as with grave indigna-

- ?Si, J ^^! \Y° i^^'^quents home, he repeated at intervalsWhat would Mr. Bounderby say? "-as if Mr. Bounderby
had been Mrs. Grundy. ^

CHAPTER IV r O. ^

MR. BOUNDERBY Jy ^
Not being Mrs. Grundy, who was Mr. Bounderby?

/" Why Mr. Bounderby was as near being Mr. Gradgrind's
bosom fnend as a man perfectly devoid of sentiment can
approach that spmtual relationship towards Mother man
perfectly devoid of sentiment. So near was Mr. Bounderby
—or, if the reader should prefer it, so far off
IHe waja richman: banker, merchant, maiiufacturer, andwhat not A- bigr k)ud man, ^vith a(§^ and a metalhc

laugh. A man made out of a coarse matenal, whichllgBTed
to have been stretched to make so much of him. A man with
a great puffed head and forehead, sweUed veins in his templesand such a strained skin to his face that it seemed to hold
his eyes open, and lift his eyebrows up. A man with a
pervading appearance on him of being inflated like a balloonand ready to start. A man who could never jfficiently vaunt
himself a self-made man. A man who was always pro-
claiming, through that brassy speaking-trumpet of a voice
of his his o d i^orance and his old poverty. A man whowas the ^ully of humility.

n/"^ l^^"" ^I
^^o younger than his eminently practical friend.

Mr. Bounderby looked older; his seven or eight and forty
might have had the seven or eight added to it again, without
surprising anybody. He had not much hair. One might

v>
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have fancied he had talked ic off; and that what was left, all

standing up in disorder, was in that condition from being

constantly blown about by his windy boastfuhiess.

In the formal drawing-room of Stone Lodge, standing

on the hearthrug, wanning himself before the fire, Mr.

Bounderby delivered some observations to Mrs. Oradgnnd

on the circumstance of its being his birthday. He stood

before the fire, partly because it was a cool spring afternoon,

though the sun shone; partly because the shade qf Stone

Lodge was always haunted bv the ghost of damp pinfturP

partly because he thus took up a commanding position, from »

which to subdue Mrs. Gradgrind.
"

I hadn't a shoe to my foot. As ^, a stockmg, I didn t

know such a thing by name. I passed the day in a ditch,

and the night in a pigsty. That's the way I spent my tenth

birthday. Not that a ditch was new to me, for I was bom

^'"mk! Gradgrind, a little, thin, white, pink-eyed bundle of

shawls, of surpassing feebleness, mental and bodily; who was

always taking physic without any effect, and who, whenever

she showed a symptom of coming to life, was invanably

stunned by some weighty piece of fact tumbling on her;

Mrs. Gradgrind hoped it was a dry ditch?
" " No ! As wet as a sop. A foot of water in it, said Mr.

Bounderby. ^ , . , j j
" Enough to give a baby cold," Mrs. Gradgnnd considered.

"Cold? I was born with inflammation of the lungs,

and of everything else, I believe, that was capable of in-

flammation," returned Mr. Bounderby. " For years, ma am,

I was one of the most miserable little wretches ever seen. I

was so sickly, that I was always moaning and groaning. I

was so ragged and dirty, that you wouldn't have touched me

with a pair of tongs."

Mrs. Gradgrind faintly looked at the tongs, as the most

appropriate thing her imbecility could think of doing.

" How I fought through it, / don't know," said Bounderby.

"
I was determined, I suppose. I have been a determmed

character in later life, and I suppose I was then. Here I

am, Mrs. Gradgrind, anyhow, and nobodyjo thank for my

being here, but myself
."

"'Mrs. Gradgnnd meekly and weakly hoped that his

mother

—
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14 Hard Times
" My mother? (SoJt^, ma'am ! " said Bounderby.
Mrs. Gradgrind, ttmlhed as usual, collapsed and gave it up

^^
My mother left me tomy grandmother," said Bounderby

:

and, according to the best of my remembrance, my grand-
mother was the wickedest and the worst old woman that
ever lived. If I got a little pair of shoes by any chance,
she would take 'em off and sell 'em for drink. Why, I have
known that grandmother of mine lie in her bed and drink
her four-teen glasses of liquor before breakfast!

"

Mrs. Gradgrind, weakly smiling, and giving no other
sign of vitahty, looked (as she always did) like an indifferently
executed transparency of a small female figure, without
enough light behinajt..

" She kept a^^^Sihop," pursued Bounderby, " and
^

kept me m an egg-box. That was the^ of my infancy
an old egg-box. As soon as I was big enough to run away'
of course I ran away. Then I became a young vagabond;

,
and instead of one old woman knocking me about and'
starving me, everybody of all ages knocked me about and
starved me. They were right; they hadjiq. business to do
anythmg else. I was a nuisance, an Incumbrance) and a
pest. I know that very well."

^'^^

His pride in having at any time of his life achieved such
a great social distinction as to be a nuisance, an incumbrance
and a pest, was only to be satisfied by three sonorous repeti-
tions of the boast.

^

J^ ^J^^. *^ P"" ^^o"gh it, I suppose, Mrs. Gradgrind.
Whether I was to do it or not, ma'am, I did it. I pulled
through It, though nobody threw me out a rope. Vagabond
errMid-boy, vagabond, labourer, porter, clerk, chief manager'
small partner, Josiah Bounderby of Coketown. Those are
the antecedents, and the cubnination. Josiah Bounderbv of
Coketown learnt his letters from the outs^iss of the shops
Mrs. Gradgrind, and was first able to tell the time upon a
dial -plate, from studying the steeple clock of St. Giles's
Church, London, under the direction of a drunken cripple
who was a convicted thief, and an incorrigible vagrant. Tell
Josiah Bounderby of Coketown, of your district schools and
your model schools, and your training schools, and your
whole kettle-of-fish of schools; and Josiah Bounderby of
Coketown, tells you plainly, all right, all correct,—he hadn't
such advantages—but let us have hard-headed, solid-fisted

riS^i 'v.*'5'^Vf*\vi? -.^ Ci*.-.!--*! '.> '''df'\nTsm
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people—th i education thatmade him won't do for everybody,

he knows well—such and such his education v»as, however,

and you may force him to swallow boiling fat, but you shaU

never force him to suppress the facts of his life."

Being heated when he arrived at this cUmax, Josiah

Bounderby of Coketown stopped. He stopped just as his

eminently practical friend, still accompanied by the two

young culprits, entered the room. His emmently pracUcal

friend, on seeing him, stopped also, and gave Louisa a re-

proachful look that plainly said, " Behold your Bounderby!

" Well!" blustered Mr. Bounderby, "what's the matter^

W hat is young Thomas in the dumps about ?
"

He spoke of young Thomas, but he looked at Louisa.

"We were peeping at the ctcus," muttered Louisa,

haughtily, without lifting up her eyes, " and father caught

us.

i

"And, Mrs. Gradgrind," said her husband in a lofty

,

manner, " I should as soon have expected to find my

children reading poetry."
, . , .. tt

" Dear me," whimpered Mrs. Gradgnnd. How can you,

Louisa and Thomas! 1 wonder at you. I declare you re

;
enough to make one regret ever having had a family at all.

; I have a great mind to sa I wish I hadnt. Then what

would you have done, I should like to know?" —
Mr. Gradgrind did not seem favourably impressed by these

toieent remarks. He frowned impatiently.
*
As if, with my head in its present throbbmg state, you

couldn't go and look at the shells and minerals and things

provided for you, instead of circuses!" said Mrs. Gradgnnd.

You know, as well as I do, no young people have circus

masters, or keep circuses in cabinets, or attend lectures about

circuses. What can you possiW vant to know of circuses

then? I am sure you have enough to do, if thats what

you want. With my head in its present state, I couldn t

remember the mere names of half the facts you have got to

attend to."
" That's the reason!" pouted Louisa.

" Don't tell me that's the reason, because it can be nothing

of the sort," said Mrs. Gradgrind. ' Go and be somethmg-

olo^cal direjtly." Mrs. Gradgrind was not a science

character, and usually dismissed her children to their studies

with this general injunction to choose their pursuit.
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! In truth, Mrs. Gradgrind's stock of facts in general was
woefully defective; but Mr. Gradgrind in raising her to
her high matrimonial position, had been influenced by two
reasons. Firstly, she was most satisfactory as a question

V of figures; and, secondly, she had " no nonsense " about her.
EjMionsense he meant fancyj and truly it is probable she

4 waTlrfreelfom any. alloy of that nature,^M_any human
bemg not arrived at the peHection of an absolute i^ot.

jCyerwas: ~ - ^

The simple circumstance of being left alone with her
husband and Mr. Bounderby, was sufficient to stun this
admirable lady again without collision between herself and
any other fact. So, she once more died away, and nobody
minded her.

•' Bounderby," said Mr. Gradgrind, drawing a chair to the
fireside, " you are always so interested in my young people-
particularly in Louisa—that I make no apology for saying
to you, I am very r '^ vexed by this discovery. I have
systematically devc (as you know) to the education
of the reason of my i. 'Tie reason is (as you know)
the only faculty to whn,_ ition should be addressed.
And yet, Bounderby, it would appear from this unexpected
circumstance of to-day, though in itself a trifling one, as if

something had crept into Thomas's and Louisa's minds which
is—or rather, which is not—I don't know that I can express
myself better than by saying—which has never been intended
to be developed, and in which their reason has no part."

" There certainly is no reason in looking with interest at
a parcel of vagabonds," returned Bounderby. " When I was
a vagabond myself nobodv looked with any interest at tm ;
I know that,"

" Then comes the question," said the eminently practical
father, with his eyes on the fire, " in what has this vulgar
curiosity its rise?

"

^ " I'll tell you in what. In idle imagination."
" I hope not, " said the eminently practical; " I confess,

however, that the misgiving has crossed me on my way
home."

^^

" In idle imagination, Giadgrind," repeated Bounderby.
" A very bad thing for anybody, but a cursed bad thing for
a girl like Louisa. I should ask Mrs. Gradgrind's pardon for
strong expressions, but that she knows very well I am not
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a refined character. Whoever expects refinement in me will

be disappointed. I hadn't a refined bringing up."
" Whether," said Gradgrind, pondering with his hands in

his pockets, and his cavernous eyes on the fire, " whether any

instructor or servant can have suggested anything ? Whether

Louisa or Thomas can have been reading anything?

Whether, in spite of all precautions, any idle stor>--book can

have got into the house? Because, in minds that have been

practically formed by rule and line, from the cradle upwards,

this is so curious, so incomprehensib|(e."
" Stop a bit !

" cried Bounderby, who all thi« time had been

'^tandinp. as before, on the hearth, bursting at the very furni-

ture of the room with explosive humility. " You ha"e one

of those strollers' children in the school."
" Cecilia Jupe, by name," said Mr. Gradgrind, with some-

thing of a stricken look at his friend.

" Now, stop a bit! " cried Bounderby again. " How did

she come there?
"

" Why, the fact is, I saw the girl myself, for the first time,

only just now. She specially applied here at the house to

be admitted, as not regularly belonging to our town, and

—

yes, you are right, Bounderby, you are right."

" Now stop a bit
! " cried Bounderby, once more. '' Louisa

saw her when she came? "

" Louisa certainly did see her, for she mentioned the

application to me. But Louisa saw her, I have no doubt, in

Mrs. Gradgrind's presence."
*• Pray, Mrs. Gradgrind," said Bounderby, " what passed ?

"

^"^ " Oh 'my poor health
!

" returned Mrs. Gradgrind. " The
girl wanted to come to the school, and Mr. Gradgrind wanted

girls to come to the school, and Louisa and Thomas both

said that the girl wanted to come, and that Mr. Gradgrind

wanted girls to come, and how was it possible to contradict

^ than when such was the fact
!

"

" Now I tell you what, Gradgrind! " said .'^r. Bounderby.
" Turn this girl to the right about, and there's an end of it."

" I am much of your opinion."
"JHo it at once," said Bounderby, " has always been my

^mottO" from a child. When I thought I would run away
from fny egg-box and my grandmother, I did it at once. Do
you the same. Do this at once !

"

"Are you walking?" asked his friend. "I have the

I I
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Perhaps you would not mind walking to

as

ill

V

father's address,

town with me? "

" Not the leart in the world," said Mr. Bounderby,
long as you do it at once !

"

So, Mr. Bounderby threw on his hat—he always threw it

on, as expressing a man who had been far too busily em-
ployed in making himself, to acquire any fashion of wearing
his hat—and with his hands in his pockets, sauntered out
into the hall. " I never wear gloves," it was his custom to
say. " I didn't climb pp the ladder in them. Shouldn't be
so high up, if I.liad."

Being left to saunter in the hall a minute or two while
Mr. Gradgrind went upstairs for the address, he opened the
door of the children's study and looked into that serene floor-
clothed apartment, which, notwithstanding its book-cases and
its cabinets and its variety of learned and philosophical ap-
pli^ces, had much of the genial aspect of a room devoted to
hair-cutting. Louisa languidly leaned upon the window
looking out, without looking at anything, while young
Thomas stood sniflSng revengefully at the fire. Adam Smith
andMalthus. two younger Gradgrinds, were out at lecture in
custody ; and little Jane, after manufacturing a good deal of
moist pipe-clay on her face with slate-pencil and tears, had
fallen asleep over vulgar fractions.

l'

"It's all right now, Louisa: it's all right, young Thomas,"
I

said Mr. Bounderby; " you won't do so any more. I'll

', answer for its being all over with father. Well, Louisa,
I that's worth akiss, isn't it?

"

j

" You^can talce one, Mr. Bounderby," returned Louisa,
( when she had coldly paused, and slowly walked across the
room, and ungraciously raised her cheek towards him, with
her face turned away.

" Always my pet; ain't you, Louisa? " said Mr. Bounderby,
" Good-bye, Louisa !

"

He went his way, but she stood on the same spot, rubbing
the cheek he had kissed, with her handkerchief, until it was
burning red. She was still doing this, five minutes after-
wards.

" What are you about, Loo? " her brother sulkily remon-
strated. " You'll rub a hole in your face."

" Vo'i may cut the piece out with your penknife if you
like, Tom. I wouldn't cry!"

^m



The Kcy-Note
i I

CHAPTER V

THEKEY-NOTE

CoKETOWN, to which Messrs. Bounderby and Gradgrind now

walked, was a triumph of fact; it had no greater tamt of

fancy in it than Mrs. Gradgrind herself. Let us strike the

key-note, Coketown, before pursuing our tune.
'

It was a town of red brick, or of brick that would have

been red if the smoke and ashes had allowed it; but as

matters stood it was a town of unnatural red and black hke

the painted face of a savage. ^It was a town of machinery

and tall chimneys, out of which intermmable serpents of-

smoke trailed themselves for ever and ever, and never got

uncoiled. It had a black canal in it, and a river that ran

purple with iU-smelling dye, and vast piles of building full of

windows where there was a rattling and a trembling all day

long, and where the piston of the steam-engine worked

monotonously up and down like the head of an elephant m
a state of melancholy madness.^^ It contained several large

streets all very like one another,'and many small streets still

more like one another, inhabited by people equally like one

another, who all went in and out at the same hours, with

the same sound upon the same pavements, to do the same

work, and to whom every day was the same as yesterday and

. to-morrow, and ever\- year the counterpart of the last and

I
the next.

. ,. • • u^
^jThese attributes of Coketown were m the mam inseparable

^""trom the work bv which it was sustained; against them

were to be set off,' comforts of life which found their way all

over the worid, and elegancies of life which made, we will

not ask how much of the fine lady, who could scarcely bear

to hear the place mentioned. The rest of its features were

voluntary, and they were these.

You saw nothing in Coketown but what was severely

workful. If the members of a religious persuasion built a

chapel there—as the members of eighteen religious persua-

sions had done—they made it a pious warehouse of red brick,

with sometimes (but this is only in highly ornamental ex-

amples) a bell in a birdcage on the top of it. The solitary

exception was the New Church; a stuccoed edifice with a

!
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square steeple oyer the door, terminating in four shortpmnac es hke flond wooden legs. All the public imcription^

^d ;ir Te ^T'' l"'t'
^" ^^^^^^ cLracterofCk

^filJ • Pt J^^"^^ght have been the infirmary themfinnary might have been the jail, the town-hall mighThavebeen either, or both, or anything else, for anythSg thi?

^act, iact fact, everywhere m the material aspect of thetown; fact, fact, fact, everywhere in the immat^erial TheMChoakumchdd school was all f.ct, and the school of"^ r^r ""'"" f ""''' "^^ the relati )i s'between mLter and

-^-m hospital and the cemetery, .-.d what you coStstate m figures, or show to be purchaseable in (he cheapestmarket and saleable in the dearest, was not, and never shouldbe, world without end. Amen.
^"ouja

tint ^^r"
"'' ^'''^'^ ^"^ ^^,^*' *"^ ^° triumphant in its asser-

Dea^meT"''''"'"'''''"-
^'^y "^^ «ot quite well. No?

No. Coketown did not come out of its own furnaces in
all respects hke gold that had stood the fire. K?st thepiplexing mystery of the place was, Who belonged to the

• ^f^ denominations.? Because.whoi^ver did, the labour-
?g-P«>Rlejid not. It was very strangelb"l^-tKfoueh^e str^tTorrSmiday momingfand n?te how few ofSthe barbarous jangling of bells that was driving the sick kndnervous mad, called away from their own quarter, from theirown close rooms, from the comers.of their own streets wherethey lounged listlessly, gazing at all the church and 'chapelSomg, as at a thing with which they had no manner of

S!?^"".!, "^^ '^ """^^y *^^ strangeTwho noticed this,because there was a native g.igaijization in Coketown itselfwhose members were trl>e heard of in the House of Com-mons eveiy session, indignantly petitioning for acts of par-lament that should make these people rdigious by m^
hS'Vh^^'"

"^^
'*^f

'^''*°*^^ Society, who complS
that these same people would get drunk, and showed intabular statements that they did get drunk, and proved Tttea parties that no inducementji^an or Dixnne (except a

Znl^' tT^"*
'"""^"'^ ?'"^ to^Jo^^jtheir custom of get?ingdrunk. Then came the cheniigr^d druggist, with othertabular statements, showing that when they didn't ^S

,j
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drunk, they took opium. Then came the experienced
,

.

^ ||

chaplain of the jail, with more tabular statements, outdoing

all the previous tabular statements, and showing that the

same people would resort to low haunts, hidden from the

-^i^Uc eyerwHeffe they heard low singing and ^w low

dancing, and mayhap joined in it; and where A. B., aged

—twenty-four next birthday, and committed for eighteen

months' solitary, had himself said (not that he had ever

shown himself particularly worthy of belief) his rum bega^,

as he was perfectly sure and confident that otherwise he

would have been a tip-top moral specimen. Then came

Mr. Gradgrind and Mr. Bounderby, the two gentlemen at

this present moment walking through Coketown, and both

eminently practical, who could, on t ^n, furnish more

tabular statements derived from theit )ersonal experi-

ence, and illustrated by cases they hi a Known and seen,

from which it clearly appeared—in short, it was the only

clear thing in the case—that these same people were a bad

lot altogether, gentlemen; that do what you would for them

they were never thankful for it, gentlemen; that they were

restless, gentlemen ; that they neverknew what they wantedj

that they lived upon the best, and bought fresh butter; and

insisted on Mocha coffee, and rejected all but pnme parts of

meat, and yet were eternally dissatisfied and unmanageable.

In short, it was the moral of the old nurser}' fable:

There was an old woman, and what do you think?

3h»4iK^ upon nothing but victuals and drink;

V VictuaJs^and drink were the whole of her diet,

And yet this old woman would never be quiet. „ - -,

Is it possible, I wonder, that there was any analogy be- \

tween the case of the Coketown population and the case of
j

the Uttie Gradgrinds ? Surely, none of us in our sober senses

and acquainted with figures, are to be told at this time of

day, that one of the foremost elements in 'le existence of

the Coketown working-people had been for scores of yeare

deUberately set at nought? That there was any Fancy in

them demanding to be brought into healthy existence instead

of struggling on in convulsions ? That exactly in the ratio as

they worked long and monotonously, the craving grew within

them for some ghyaical xejief—some,Maxation, encourag-

ing good humour and good splnts, and giving Ihem a vent—

some recognized holiday, though it were but for an honest A

li
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dance to a stirring band of music—some occasional light piem which even M'Choakumchild had no finger—which crav-
ing must and would be satisfied aright, or must and would
mevitably go wrong, untU the laws of the Creation were
repealed?

« "J^rif^ -H^^^
^^ ^°^'^ ^"^-^ ^<1 I tion't quite know

Pod s End, said Mr. Gradgrind. " Which is it, Bounderby ? "
Mr. Bounderby knew it was somewhere down town but

Imew no more respecting it. So they stopped for a mornent,
looking about. '

Almost as t^ ,y did so, there came running round the
comer of the street at a quick pace and with a frightened
look, a girl whom Mr. Gradgrind recognized. " Halloa.'

"

said he. " Stop
! Where are you going ! Stop ! " Girl number

twentv stopped then, palpitating, and made him a curtsey.
W-.y are you teanng about the streets," said Mr. Grad-

gnnd, " in this improper manner? "

" I was—I was run after. Sir," the girl panted, " and I
wanted to get away."

" Run after? " repeated Mr. Gradgrind. " Who would
run alter you? "

The question was unexpectedly and suddenly answered for
her, by the colourless boy, Bitzer, who came round the comer
with such blind speed and so little anticipating a stoppage
on the pavement, that he brought himse'^i up against Mr.
Gradgnnd's waistcoat and rebounded into the road.

" What do you mean, boy ? " said Mr. Gradgrind. " What
are you doing? How dare vou dash against—everybody-
in this manner? "

Bitzer picked up his cap, which the concussion had knocked
off; and backing, and knuckling his forehead, pleaded that
It was an accident.

"Was this boy running after you, Tupe?" asked Mr.
Gradgrind.

" Yes, Sir," said the girl reluctantly.
"No, I wasn't, Sir!" cried Bitzer. "Not till she run

away from me. But the horse-riders never mind what they
say. Sir; they're famous for it. You know the horse-riders
are famous for never minding what they say," addressing
Sissy. " It's as well known in the town as—please. Sir, as
the multiplication table isn't known to the horse-riders."
Bitzer tried Mr. Bounderby with this.
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with his truel"He frightened me so," said the girl,

faces'"

"Ohl" cried Bitzer. "Oh! An't you one of the rest!

An't you a horse-rider! I never looked at her. Sir. I asked

her if she would know how to define a horse to-morrow,

and offered to tell her again, and she ran away, and I ran

after her, Sir, that she might know how to answer when she

was asked. You wouldn't have thought of saymg such mis-

chief if you hadn't been a horse-rider !

"
^ ^ ^

" Her calling seems to be pretty well known among em,

observed Mr. ^ounderby. "You'd have had the whole

school peeping in a row. in a week."
" Truly, I think so," returned his friend. " Bitzer, turn

you about and take yourself home. Jupe, stay here a

moment. Let me hear of your running in this manner

any more, bov, and you will hear of me through the master

of the school.' You understand what I mean. Go along.

The boy stopped in his rapid blinking, knuckled his fore-

head attain, glanced at Sissy, turned about, and retreated.

"Now, giri," said Mr. Gradgrind. "take this gentleman

and me to your father's ; we are going there. What have

you got in that bottle you are carrying?
"

'• Gin," said Mr. Bounderby.
" Dear, no. Sir! It's the nine oils."

" The what? " cried Mr. Bounderby.
" The nine oils. Sir. To rub father with." Then, said

Mr. Bounderby, with a loud short laugh, '' What the devil

do you rub your father with nine oils for?
"

"'it's what our people always use. Sir, when they get

any hurts in the ring," repUed the giri, looking over her

was gone.
shoulder, to assure herself that her pursuer

" They bruise themselves very bad sometimes."
^^

" Serve 'em right," said Mr. Bounderby, " for being idle.

Sbf glanced up at his face, with minglod astonishment and

dread.
, ,, , , ,

" By George
! " said Mr. Bounderby, when I was four or

five years younger than you, I had worse bruises upon me

than ten oils, twenty oils, forty oils, would have rubbed off.

I didn't get 'em by posture-making, but by being banged

about. There was no rope-dancing for me; I danced on the

bare ground and was larruped with the rope."

Mr. Gradgrind, though hard enough, was by no means so

i t
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^^fS^^^ ?^°l'''
^'' """"^"^'^Y H'° -^arnrtrijiniT not

Utuqaa, ail things considered; it might have been a very
land one indeed, if he had only made some round mistake in

i the anthmetic that balanced it, years ago. He said, in what
he meant for a reassuring tone, as they turned down a
narrow road, " And this is Pod's End; is it, Jupe? "

.J7^^ ^f,
^*' ^"^' and—if you wouldn't mind, Sir—this is

the house.

She stopped, at twilight, at the door of a mean little public-
house, with dim red lights in it. As haggard and as shabby,
as if for want of custom, it had itself taken to drinking
and had gone the way all drunkards go, and' was very near
the end of it.

"It's only crossing the bar. Sir, and up the stairs, if you
wouldn t mmd, and waiting there for a moment till I get a
candle. If you should hear a dog. Sir, it's only Merrylegs,
and he only barks."

«=.
,

j j & ,

" Merrylegs and nine oils, eh !

" said Mr. Bounderby, enter-
ing last with his metallic laugh. " Pretty well this, for a
self-made man !

"

'

CHAPTER VI

sleary's horsemanship -

The name of the public-house was the Pegasus's Arms The
Pegasus's legs might have been more to the purpose; but
imdemeath the winged horse upon the sign-board. The
Pegasus s Arms was inscribed in Roman letters. Beneath
that inscription again, in a flowing scroll, the painter had
touched off the lines:

Good malt makes good beer.
Walk in, and they'll draw it here;
Good wine makes good brandy.
Give us a call, and you'll find it handy.

Framed and glazed upon the wall behind the dingy little
bar, was another Pegasus—a theatrical one—with real gauze
let m for his wmgs, golden stars stuck on all over him! and
his ethereal harness made of red silk.

As it had grown too dusky without, to see the sign, and

mm
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as it had not grown light enough within to see the picture,

Mr. Gradgrind and Mr. Bounderby received no offence from

these idealities. They followed the girl up some steep comer-

stairs without meeting any one, and stopped in the dark

while she went on for a candle. They expected every moment

to hear Merrylegs give tongue, but the highly trained per-

forming dog had not barked when the girl and the candle

appeared together.
. , ,

" Father is not in our room, Sir," she said, with a face of

great surprise. " If you wouldn't mind walking in, I'll find

him directly."

They walked in; and Sissy, having set two chairs for

them, sped away with a quick light step. It was a mean,

shabbily furnished room, with a bed in it. The white night-

cap, embellished with two peacock's feathers and a pigtail

bolt upright, in which Signor Jupe had that very afternoon

enlivened the varied performances with his chaste Shak-

spearean quips and retorts, hung upon a nail ; but no other

portion of his wardrobe, or other token of himself or his

pursuits, was to be seen anywhere. As to Merr>'legs, that

respectable ancestor of the highly trained animal who went

aboard the ark, might have been accidentally shut out of it,

for any sign of a dog that was manifest to eye or ear in the

Pegasus's Arms.
. j u •

Tliey heard the doors of rooms above, opening and shutting

as Sissy went from one to another in quest of her father;

and presently they heard voices expressing surprise. She

came bounding down again in a great hurry; opened a

battered and mangy old hair trunk, found it empty, and

looked round with her hands clasped and her face full of

terror. t j »

" Father must have gone down to the Booth, Sir. I don t

know why he should go there, but he must be there; I'll

bring him in a minute!" She was gone directly, without

her bonnet; with her long, dark, childish hair streaming

behind her.
. „ i

•

" What does she mean! " said Mr. Gradgrind. ' Back m
a minute? It's more than a mile off."

Before Mr. Bounderby could reply, a young man appeared

at the door, and introducing himself with the words, " By

your leaves, gentlemen
! " walked in with his hands in his

pockets. His face, close-shaven, thin, and sallow, was shaded

iii
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I ^
.

I

Dy a great quantity of dark hair, brushed into a roll all
[round his head, and parted up the centre. His leas were
very robust, but shorter than legs of good proportionTshould
have been. His chest and back were as much too broad, as
his legs were too short. He was dressed in a Newmarket
coat and tight-fitting trousers; wore a shawl rguiuLhis neck •

smelt of lamp-oil„|eiw>orange-peel, horsesfSrovender. and
sawdust; and lookeTa most remarkable sort of Centaur
compounded of the stable and the play-house. Where the
one began, and the olher ended, nobody could have told with
any precision. This gentleman was mentioned in the bills of
the day as Mr E. W. B. Childers, so justly celebrated for
his danng vaulting act as the Wild Huntsman of the North
American Frames; in which popular performance, a diminu-
tive boy with an old face, who now accompanied him, assisted
as his mfant son

: being carried upside down over his father's
shomder, by one foot, and held by the crown of his head
heels upwards, m the palm of his father's hand, according to
the violent pateteaLpianner in which wild huntsmen may
be observed to- fondlef their offspring. Made up with curls,
wreaths, wings, white Jisniuth, and Ermine, this hopefu

J'r"?^?'^'"r f^>"^^,^to so pleasing a Cupid as to constitute
the chief delight of the maternal part of the spectators • but
in private, where his characteristics were a precociiis cut-away CMJ and an extremely gruff,>oice, helWrof the
luri, turiy,/

" By your leaves, gentlemen," said Mr. E. W. B. Childers.
glancmg round the room. " It was you, I believe, that were
wishing to see Jupe!"

. "t !^T'" ^'^^T^'-
Gradgrind. " His daughter has gone

to fetch him, but I can't wait; therefore, if you please, I will
leave a message for him with you."
"You see, my friend," Mr. Bounderby put in, " we are the

kind of people who know the value of time, and you are the
kind of people who don't know the vp' e of time."

I have not," retorted Mr. Childers, after surveying him
from head to foot, " the honour of knowing j'ow,—but if youmean that you can make more money of your time than
1 can of mine, I should judge from your appearance, thatyou are about right."

'

"And when you have made it, you can keep it too. I
should think," said Cupid.

*^ '
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" Kiddermin8ter,Vstow thatl " said Mr. Childers. (Master

Kidderminster was Cupid's mortal name.)
^

" What does he come here cheeking us for, then? " cned

Master Kidderminster, showing a very-viabletemperament.
" If you want to cheek us, pay your ochre at the doors and

take it out."

"Kidderminster," said Mr. Childers, raismg Ins voice,

"stow that!—Sir," to Mr. Gradgrind, "I was addressing

myself to you. You may or you may not be aware (for

perhaps you have not been much in the audience), that Jupe

has missed his tip very often, lately." ^ , . ,

" Has—what has he missed?" asked Mr. Gradgnnd,

glancing at the potent Bounderby for assistance.

•• Missed his tip."
" Offered at the Garters four times last mght, and never

done 'em once," said Master Kidderminster. " Missed his tip

at the banners, too, and was loose in his^ppnging."

'• Didn't do what he ought to do. Was ^ort \r\ his leaps

and bad in his tumbling," Mr. Childers interpreted.

" Oh ! " said Mr. Gradgrind, " that is tip, is it?
"

" In a general way that's missing his tip," Mr. E. W. B.

r^Childers answered.

<r " Nine oils, Merrylegs, missing tips, garters, banners, and

Ponging, eh!" ejaculated Bounderby, with his laugh of

laughs. " Queer sort of company, tco, for a man who has

raised himself."
" Lower yourself, then," retorted Cupid. " Oh Lord! if

you've raised yourself so high as all that comes to, let your-

k self down a bit." — ^ j • j
,*^*'This is a very obtrusive Jad','' ^*'^ ^^- Gradgnnd,

' turning, and knitting lus "brows on him.
^—" We'd have had a young gentleman to meet you, if we

had knoNvn yon were coming," retorted Master Kidder-

minster, nothing abashed. " It's a pity you don't have a

bespeak, being so particular. You're on the Tight-Jeff .
ain t

" What does this unmannerly boy mean," asked Mr. Grad-

grind. eveing him in a sort of desperation, "by Tight-

Jeff?"
'

.,, u •

" There! Get out, get out! " said Mr. Childers, thrusting

his young friend from the room, rather in the prairie manner.

Tight-Jeff or Slack-Jefif, it don't much signify: it's only

.;
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f'

tight-rope and slack-rope. You were going to give me a
message for Jupe?"

" Yes, I was."
" Then," continued Mr. Childers, quickly, " my opinion is

he will never receive it. Do you know much of him ?
"

" I never saw the man in my life."

" I doubt if you ever utill see him now. It's pretty plain
to me, he's off."

" Do you mean that he has desr -*ed his daughter? "
•' Ay! I mean," sajd^Mr. Ch^ld with a nod, " that he

has cut. He was^l^^d)last night, he was goosed the night
before last, he ws^Jf^Ssid to-day. He has lately got in the
way of being always goosed, and he can't stand it."

"Why has he been—so very much—Goosed?" asked
Mr. Gradgrind, forcing the word out of himself, with great
solemnity and reluctance.

*• His joints are turning stiflF, and he is getting used up,"
said Childers. He has his points as a Cackler still, but he
can't get a living out of them."
" A Cackler !

" Bounderby repeated. " Here we go again
!

"

" A speaker, if thfi_gen$l£inan likes it better," said Mr.
E. W. B. ChiIders,(superciliously)throwing the interpretation
over his shoulder, and accompanying it with a shake of his
long hair—which all shook at once. " Now, it's a remark-
able fact, Sir, that it cut that man deeper, to know that
his daughter knew of his being goosed, than to go through
with it."

" Good !

" interrupted Mr. Bounderby. " This is good,
Gradgrind! A man so fond of his daughter, that he runs
away from her! This is devilish good! Ha! Ha! Now,
I'll tell you what, young man. I haven't always occupied
my present station of life. I know what these things are.
You may be astonished to hear it, but my mother ran away
from me."

E. W. B. Childers replied pointedly, that he was not at all

astonished to hear it.

" Very well," said Bounderby, " I was bom in a ditch,
and my mother ran away from me. Do I excuse her for it?
No. Have I ever excused her for it? Not I. What do I call
her for it? I call her probably the very worst woman that
ever lived in the world, except my drunken grandmother.
There's no family pride about me, there's no imaginative
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sentimental humbug about me. I call a spade a spade ; and

I call the mother of Josiah Bounderby of Coketown, without

any fear or any favour, what I should call her if she har

been the mother of Dick Jones of Wapping. So, with this

man. He is a runaway rogue and a vagabond, that's what

he is, in English."
" It's all the same to me what he is or what he is not,

whether in English or whether in French," retorted Mr.

E. W. B. Childers, facing about. " I am telling your friend

what's the fact; if you don't like to hear it, you can avail

yourself of the open air. You give it mouth enough, you

do; but give it mouth in your own building at least,"

remonstrated E. W. B. with stem irony. " Don't give it

mouth in this building, till you're called upon. You have

got some building of your own, I dare say, now? "

" Perhaps so," repUed Mr. Bounderby, rattling his money
and laughing.

" Then give it mouth in your own building, will you, if

you please?" said Childers. "Because this isn't a strong

building, and too much of you might bring it down !

"

Eyeing Mr. Bounderby from head to foot again, he

turned from him, as from a man finally disposed of, to Mr.

Gradgrind.
" jUpe sent his daughter out on an errand not an hour

ago, and then was seen to slip out himself, w't^ his hat over

his eyes, and a bundle tied up in a handkerchief unUor his

arm. She will never believe it of him, but he has cut away

and left her."
" Pray," said Mr. Gradgrind, " why will she never believe

it of him?"
y " Because those two were one. Because they were never

'Casun^. Because, up to this time, he seemed to j3ote^pon

her/' said Childers, taking a step or two to loolHlito the

empty trunk. Both Mr. Childers and Master Kidderminster

walked in a curious manner; with their legs wider apart

than the general run of men, and with a verj- knowing

assumption of being stiff in the knees. This walk was

common to all the male members of Sleary's company, and

was understood to express, that they were always on hors

back.
" Poor Sissy! He had better have apprenticed her," said

Childers, giving his hair another sh*»ke, as he looked up
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from the empty box. " Now, he leaves her without anything
to take to."

" It is creditable to you, who have never been apprenticed,

to express that opinion," returned Mr. Grad^nd, approv-
ingly.

"/ never apprenticed? I was apprenticed when I was
seven year old."

"Oh! Indeed?" said Mr. Gradgrind, rather resentfully,

as having been defrauded of his good opinion. " I was not
aware of its being the custom to apprentice young persons

" Idleness," Mr. Bounderby put in with a loud laugh.
" No, by the Lord Harry ! Nor I !

"

" Her father always had it in his head," resumed Childers,

feigning imconsciousness of Mr. Bounderby's existence, " that

she was to be taught the deuce-and-all of education. How
it got into his head, I can't say; I can only say that it never
got out. He has been picking up a bit of reading for her,

here—and a bit of writing for her, there—and a bit of

ciphering for her, somewhere else—these seven years."

Mr. E. W. B. Childers took one of his hands out of his

pockets, stroked his face and chin, and looked, with a good
deal of doubt and a little hope, at Mr. Gradgrind. From
the first he had sought to conciliate that gentleman , for the
sake of the deserted girl.

" When Sissy got into the school here," he pursued, " her
father was as pleased as Punch. I couldn't altogether make
out why, myself, as we were not stationary here, being but
comers and goers anywhere. I suppose, howeveT^lTfiTiad
tETs riiCVe inlrfs^nriftd—Tie was always half-cracked—and then
considered her provided for. If you should happen to have
looked in to-night, for the purpose of telling him that you
were going to do her any little service," said Mr. Childers,

stroking his face again, and repeating his look, " it would be
very fortunate and well-timed; very fortunate and well-

timed."
" On the contrary," returned Mr. Gradgrind. " I came to

tell him that her connexions made her not £in object for the
school, and that she must not attend any''i«ore;-v Still, if

her father really has left her, without anyy^connivance, on her

part—Bounderby, let me have a word with you."
Upon thif , Mr. Childers politely betook himself, with his
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tWreequestrian walk, to the landing outside the door, and

stood strol'lng his face, and softly whistling. While thus

engaged, he overheard such phrases in Mr. Boun-lcrl "

'oice

as " No. / say no. I advise you not. I say by n ns."

While, from Mr. Gradgrind, he heard in his ti ch lu .^r tone

the words, " But even as an example to Lou.. ., of what this

pursuit which has been the subject of a vulgar curiosity,

leads to and ends in. Think of it, Bounderby, in that point

of view."

Meanwhile, the various members of Sleary's company
gradually gathered together from the upper regions, where

they were quartered, and, from standing about, talking in

low voices to one another and to Mr. Childers, gradually

insinuated themselves and him into the room. There were

two or three handsome young women among tiiem, with

their two or three husbands, and their two or three mothers,

and their eight or nine little children, who did the fairy

business when required. The father of one of the families

was in the habit of balancing the father of another of the

families on the top of a great pole; the father of a third

family often made a pyramid of both those fathers, with

Master Kidderminster for the apex, and himself for the

base; all the fathers could dance upon rolling casks, stand

upon bottles, catch knives and balls, twirl hand-basins, ride

upon anything, jump over everything, and stick at nothing.

All the mothers could (and did) dance, upon the slack wire

and the tight-rope, and perform rapid acts on bare-backed

steeds; none of them were at all particular in respect of

showing their legs; and one of them, alone in a Greek

chariot, drove six in hand into every town they came to.

They all assumed to be mighty «ktsK and knowing, they

were not very tidy in their private dresses, they were not at

all orderly in their domestic arrangements, and the combined

literature of the whole company would have produced but

a poor letter on any subject. Yet there was a remarkable

gentleness and childishness about these people, a special

inaptitude for any kind of sharp practice, and an untiring

readiness to help and pity one another, deserving often of as

much respect, and always of as much generous construction,

as„the every-day virtues of any class of people in the

world.

I
Last of all appeared Mr. Sleary: a stout.man as already
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mentioned, with one fixed eye, and one loose eye, a voice (if

it_can be called so) like the efforts of a broken old pair of

(beU^^ a flabby surface, and a muddled head which was
never sober and never drunk.

"Thquire!" said Mr. Sleary, who was troubled with

asthma, and whose breath came far too thick and heavy for

the letter s, "Your thervant! Thith ith a bad piethe of

bithnith, thith ith. You've heard of my Clown and hith

dog being thuppothed to have morrithed ?
"

He addressed Mr. Gradgrind, who answered " Yes."
" Well, Thquire," he returned, taking off his hat, and

rubbing the lining with his pocket-handkerchief, which he
kept inside for the purpose. " Ith it your intenthion to do
anything for the poor girl, Thquire ?

"

" I shall have something to propose to her when she comes
back," said Mr. Gradgrind.

" Glad to hear it, Thquire. Not chat I want to get rid

of the child, any more than I want to thtand in her way.
I'm willing to take her prentith, though at her age ith late.

My voithe ith a little huthky, Thquire, and not eathy heard
by them ath don't know me; but if you'd been chilled and
heated, heated and chilled, chilled and heated in the ring

when you wath young, ath often ath I have been, your voithe

wouldn't have lathted out, Thquire, no more than mine."
** I dare say not," said Mr. Gradgrind.
" What thall it be, Thquire, while you wait? Thall it be

Therry? Give it a name, Thquire!" said Mr. Sleary, with
hospitable ease.

" Nothing for me, 1 thank you," said Mr. Gradgrind.
" Don't thay nothing, Thquire. What doth your friend

tha.y? If you haven't took your feed yet, have a glath of

bitterth."

Here his daughter Josephine—a pretty fair-haired girl of

eighteen, who had been tied on a horse at two years old, and
had made a will at twelve, which she always carried about
with her, expressive of her dying desire to be drawn to the

grave by the two piebald ponies—cried, " Father, hush! she

has come back !

" Then came Sissy Jupe, running into the

room as she had run out of it. And when she saw them
all assembled, and saw their looks, and saw no father there,

she broke into a most deplorable cry, and took refuge on the

bosom of the most accomplished tight-rope lady (herself in

jLl
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the family-way), who knelt down on the floor to nurse her,
and to weep over her.

^ Ith an infernal thame, upon my thoul it ith," said Sleary.
y " my dear father, my good kind father, where are yo'u
gone? You are gone to try to do me some good, I know!
You are gone away for my sake, I am sure! And how
miserable and helpless you will be without me, poor, poor
father, until you come back!" It was so pathetic to hear
her saying many things of this kind, with her face turned
upward, and her arms stretched out as if she were trying to
stop his departing shadow and embrace it, that no one spoke
a word until Mr. Bounderby (jgrowing impatient) took the I

c§se m hand. (jhcXWA \

" Now, good people^l," said he, " this is wanton waste of 1

time. Let the girl understand the fact. Let her take it
from me, if you like, who have been run away from^ myself.
Here, what's your name! Your father ha».ahs£oiided--de-
serted you—and you mustn't expect to see him again as long
as you live,"

They cared so little for plain Fact, these people, and were
in that advanced state of degeneracy on the subject, that
instead of being impressed by the speaker's strong common
sense, they took it in extraordinary vdudgeon^ The men
muttered " Shame! " and the women " BruteT^ and Slear>',
in some haste, communicated the following hint, apart to
Mr. Bounderby.
"I tell you what, Thquire. To thpeak plain to you,my opinion ith that you had better cut it thort, and drop

It. They're a very good natur'd people, my people, but
they re accuthtomed to be quick in their movementh; and if
you don't act upon my advithe, I'm damned if I don't
believe they'll pith you out o' winder."

Mr. Bounderby being restrained by this mild suggestion
Mr. Gradgnnd found an opening for his eminently practical
exposition of the subject.

" It is of no moment," said he, " whether this person is to
be expected back at any time, or the contrary. He is gone
away, and there is no present expectation of his return.
Ihat, I believe, is agreed on all hands."

«' m ^f^
agreed, Thquire. Thick to that ! " From Sleary.

Weil then. I, who came here to inform the father of
the poor girl, Jupe, that she could not be received at the
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school any more, in consequence of there being practical

objections, into which I need not enter, to the reception there

of the children of persons so employed, am prepared in these

altered circumstances to make a proposal. I am willing to

take charge of you, Jupe, and to educate you, and provide

for you. The only condition (over and above your good

behaviour) I make is, that you decide now, at once, whether

to accompany me or remain here. Also, that if you accom-

pany me now, it is understood that you communicate no more

with any of your friends who are here present. These ob-

servations comprise the whole of the case
'

'

" At the thame time," said Sleary, '• I mutht put in my
word, Thquire, tho that both thides of the banner may be

equally theen. If you like, Thethilia, to be prentitht, you

know the natur of the work and you know your companionth.

Emma Gordon, in whothe lap you're a lying at prethent,

would be a mother to you, and Joth'phine would be a thithter

to you. I don't pretend to be of the angel breed myself,

and I don't thay but what, when you mith'd your tip, you'd

find me cut up rough, and thwear an oath or two at you.

But what I thay, Thquire, ith, that good tempered or bad

tempered, I never did a horthe a injury yet, no more than

thwearing at him went, and that I don't expect I thall begin

otherwithe at my time of life, with a rider. I never wath

much of a Cackler, Thquire, and I have thed my thay."

The latter part of this speech was addressed to Mr. Grad-

grind, who received it with a grave inclination of his head,

and then remarked

:

" The only observation I will make to you, Jupe, in the

way of influencing your decision, is, that it is highly desirable

to have a sound practical education, and that even your

father himself (from what I understand) appears, on your

behalf, to have known and felt that much."

The last words had a visible effect upon her. She stopped

in her wild crying, a little detached herself from Emma
Gordon, and turned her face full upon her patron. The

whole company perceived the force of the change, and drew

a long breath together, that plainly said, " she will go!

"

I,
" Be sure you know your own mind, Jupe," Mr. Gradgrind

Icautioned her ; "I say no more. Be sure you know your own

fmind!"
" When father comes back," cried the girl, bursting mto

-)^
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tears again after a minute's silence^ '^ how wil! he ever find

me if I go away?"
" You may be quite at ease," said Mr. Gradgrind, calmly;

he worked out the whole matter like a sum: " you may be
quite at ease, Jupe, on that score. In such a case, your
father, I apprehend, must find out Mr. "

'

' Thleary. Thath my name, Thquire. Not athamed of it»

Known all over England, and alwayth paythe ith way."
" Must find out Mr. Sleary, who would then let him know

where you went. I should have no power of keeping you
against his wish, and he would have no difficulty, at any time,

in finding Mr. Thomas Gradgrind of Coketown. I am well

known."
" Well known," assented Mr. Sleary, rolling his loose eye,

" You're one of the thort, Thquire, that keepth a prethiouth

thight of money out of the houthe. But never mind that at

prethent."

There was another silence ; and then she exclaimed, sobbing

with her hands beforp her face, " Oh give me my clothes,

give me my clothe"!. . ^et me go away before I break my
heart!"
The women sad. 'i 'irred themselves to get the clothes

together—it was so -. v^^ne, for they were not many—and to

pack them in a basket which had often travelled with them.
Sissy sat all the time, upon the ground, still sobbing, and
covering her eyes. Mr. Gradgrind and his friend Bounderby
stood near the door, ready to take her away. Mr. Sleary

stood in the middle of the room, with the male members of

the con pany about him, exactly as he would have stood in

the centre of the ring during his daughter Josephine's per-

formance. He wanted nothing but his whip.

The basket packed in silence, they brought her bonnet to

her, and smoothed her disordered hair, and put it on. Then
they pressed about her, and bent over her in very natural

attitudes, kissing and embracing her: and brought the
children to take leave of her; and were a tender-hearted,

simple, foolish set of women altogether.
** Now, Jupe," said Mr. Gradgrind. " If you are quite

determined, come!

"

But shi had to take her farewell of the male part of the
company yet, and every one of them had to unfold his arms
(for they all assumed the professional attitude when they

! i
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found themselves near Sleary), and give her a parting kiss

—

Master Kidderminster excepted, mjKhosfiLXQung nature there
was an original flavour of the ^santhropeTVho was also
known to have harboured mafiimomfti views, and who
moodily withdrew. '^Mn-Sksffy was reserved until the last.

Opening his arms wide he took her by both her hands, and
vijould have sprang her up and down, after the riding-master
manner of congratulating young ladies on their dismounting
from a rapid act; but there was no rebound in Sissy, and she
only stood before h'lri rrying.

" Good-bye, my dear! " saic Sleary. " You'll make your
fortun, I hope, and none of oui poor folkth will ever trouble
you, I'll pound it. I with your father hadn't taken hith dog
with him; ith a ill-conwenienth to have the dog out of the
billth. But on thecond thoughth, he wouldn't have per-
formed without hith mathter, tho ith ath broad ath ith
long!"
With that he regarded her attentively with his fixed eye,

surveyed his company with his loose one, kissed her, shook
his head, and handed her to Mr. Gradgrind as to a horse.
" There the ith, Thquire," he said, sweeping her "ath a

professional glance as if she were being adjusted in her seat,
" and the'U do you juthtithe. Good-bye, Thethilia !

"

" Good-bye, Cecilia
!

" " Good-bye, Sissy !
" " God bless

you, dear !
" In a variety of voices from all the room.

But the riding-master eye had observed the bottle of the
nine oils in her bosom, and he now interposed with " Leave
the bottle, my dear; ith large to carry; it will be of no uthe
to you now. Give it to me !

"

" No, no !
" she said, in another burst of tears. " Oh, no

!

Pray let me keep it for father till he comes back ! He will

want it when he comes back. He had never thought of going
away, when he sent me for it. I must keep it for him, if

you please
!

"

" Tho be it, my dear. (You thee how it ith, Thquire
!)

Farewell, Thethilia! My latht wordth to you ith thith,
Thtick to the termth of your engagement, be obedient to the
Thquire, and forget uth. But if, when you're grown up and
married and well off, you come upon any horthe-riding ever,
don't be hard upon it, don't be croth with it, give it a
Bethpeak if you can, and think you might do wurth. People
must be amuthed, Thquire, thomehow," continued Sleary,
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rendered more pursy than ever, by so much talking; " they
can't be alwajrth a working, nor yet they can't be alwayth a
learning. Make the betht of uth; not the wurtht. I've got
my living out of the horthe-riding all my life, I know; but
I conthider that I lay down the philothophy of the thubject
when I thay to you, Thquire. make the betht of uth: not
the wurtht!"
The Sleary philosophy was propoundgd'as they went down-

stairsj and the fixed eye of Philosophy—and its rolling eye,

too—soon lost the three figures and the basket in the darkness
of the street.

, /' ., , r ^

1
"^^ CHAPTER VII

MRS. SPARSIT

Mr. Bounderby being a bachelor, an elderly lady presided
over his establishment, in consideration of a certain annual
stipend.- Mrs. Sparsit was this lady's name; and she was
a prominent figure in attendance on Mr. Bounderby's car,

as it rolled along in triumph with the Bully of humility inside.

For, Mrs. Sparsit had not only seen different days, buc
was highly connected. She had a great aunt living in these
very times called Lady Scadgers. Mr. Sparsit, deceased, of
whom she was thef relict/ had been by the mother's side what
Mrs. Sparsit still called "^a Fowlefi" Strangers of limited

information and dull apprehension were sometimes observed
not to know what a Powler was. and even to appear uncertain
whether it might be a business, or a political party, or a
profession of faith. The better class of minds, however, did
not iieed to be informed that the Powlers were an ancient
stock, who could trace themselves so exceedingly far back
that it was not surprising if they sometimes lost themselves

—

which they had rather frequently done, as respected horse
flesh, ^^l^idrhookej^ Hebrew monetary transactions, and the
Insolvent Debtors' Court.

The late Mr. Sparsit, being by the mother's side a Powler,
married this lady, being by the father's side a Scc».dgers.

Lady Scadgers (an immensely fat old woman, with an inor-

dinate appetite for butcher's meat, and a mysterious leg which
had now refused to get out of bed for fourteen years) con-

}
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trived the marriage, at a period when Sparsit was just of age,
and chiefly noticeablfefor a slender body, weakly supported
on two long slim^psJ and surmounted by no head worth
mentioning. He inhemed a fair fortune from his uncle, but
owed it all before he came into it, and spent it twice over
immediately afterwards. Thus, when he died, at twenty-four
(the scene of his decease, Calais, and the cause, brandy), he
did not leave his widow, from whom he had been separated
soon after the honeymoon, in affluent circumstances. That
bereaved lady, fifteen years older than he, fell presently at
deadly feud with her only relative. Lady Scadgers; and,
partly to spite her ladyship, and partly to maintain herself,
went out at a ralary. And here she was now, in her elderly
days, with the Coriolanian style of nose and the dense black
eyebrows which had captivated Sparsit, making Mr. Boun-
derby's tea as he took his breakfast.

If Bounderby had been a Conqueror, and Mrs. Sparsit a
captive Princess whom he took about as a feature in his
state-processions, he could not have made a greater flourish
with her than he habitually did. Just as it belonged to his
boastfulness to depreciate his ownfextracjion) so it belonged
to it to exalt Mrs. Sparsit's. In tiie measure that he would
not allow his own youth to have been attended by a single
favourable circumstance, he brightened Mrs. Sparsit's juvenile
career with every possible advantage, and showered waggon-
loads of early roses all over that lady's path. " And j-et,

Sir," he would say, " how does it turn out after all? Why,
here she is at a hundred a year (I give her a hundred, which
she is pleased to term handsome), keeping the house of
Josiah Bounderby of Coketown !

"

Nay, he made this foil of his so very widely known, that
third parties took it up^ and handled it on some occasions
with considerable i|rrskn(Si) ^jt was one of the most exas-
perating attributes of Bounderby, that he not only §ang his
own praises but stimulated other men to sing them. AThere
was a moral infection of clap-trap in him. Strangers, ifiodest
enough elsewhere,, started up at dinners in Coketown, and
boasted, in quite ajrampanj way, of Bounderby. They made
him out to be the Royal Arms, the Union-Jack, Magna
Charta, John Bull, Habeas Corpus, the Bill of Rights, An
Englishman's house is his castle, Church and State, and God
save the Queen, all put together. And as often (and it was
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very often) as an orator of this kind brought into his

" Princes and lords may flourish or may fade,
A breath can make them, as a breath has made,"

—it was, for certain, more or less understood among the
company that he had heard of Mrs. Sparsit.

" Mr. Bounderby," said Mrs. Sparsit, " you are unusually
slow. Sir, with your breakfast this morning."
" Why, ma'am," he returned, " I am thinkir'; about Tom

Gradgrind's whim; " Tom Gradgrind, for a blu/' independent
manner of speaking—as if somebody were always endeavour-
ing to bribe him with immense sums to say Thomas, and he
wouldn't; " Tom Gradgrind's whim, ma'am, of bringing up
the tumbling-girl."

" The girl is now waiting to know," said Mrs. Sparsit,
" whether she is to go straight to the school, or up to the
Lodge."

" She must wait, ma'am," answered Bounderby, " till I

know myself. We shall have Tom Gradgrind down here
presently, I suppose. If he should wish her to remain here
a day or two longer, of course she can, ma'am."

" Of course she can if you wish it, Mr. Bounderby."
" I told him I would give her a shake-down here, last

night, in order that he might sleep on it before he decided
to let her have any association with Louisa."

" Indeed, Mr. Bounderby ? Very thoughtful of you !

"

Mrs. Sparsit'^ Con^^Ianl nose underwent a slight expan-
sion of the nostHE, ancTEer black eyebrows contracted as
she took a sip of tea.

" It^5^tolerably clear to m«," said Bounderby, " that the
littl&;^uss)can get small good out of such companionship."

" Are you speaking of young Miss Gradgrind, Mr. Boun-
derby? "

*' Yes, ma'am, I'm speaking of Louisa,"
" Your observation being limited to ' little puss,' " said

Mrs. Sparsit, " and there being two little girls in question, I

did not know which might be indicated by that expression."
" Louisa," repeated Mr. Bounderby. " Louisa, Louisa."
" You are quite another father to Louisa, Sir." Mrs.

Sparsit took a little more tea; and, as she bent her again
contracted eyebrows over he*- steammg cup, rather looked
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as if her classical countenance were invoking the Wfemal
gods. ~^~ -

" If you had said I was another father to Tom—young
Tom, I mean, not my friend Tom Gradgrind—you might
have been nearer the mark. I am going to take young
Tom into my office. Going to have him under mv wing
ma'am." ^ ti,

" Indeed ? Rather young for that, is he not, Sir? " Mrs.
Sparsit's " Sir," in addressing Mr. Bounderby, was a word of
ceremony, rather exacting consideration for herself in the
use, than honouring him.

" I'm not going to take him at once; he is to finish his
educational cramming before then," said Bounderby. " "-•

the Lord Harry, he'll have enough of it, first and last ! He'd
open his eyes, that_boy would, if he knew how empty of
learning my young ttna^ was, at his time of life." Which,
by-the-by, he probafely^id know, for he had heard of it often
enough. " But it's extraordinary the difficulty I have on
scores of such subjects, in speaking to any one on equal
terms. Here, for example, I have been speaking to you this
morning about{tumbIe^ Why, what do you know about
tumblers? At the TiffiT when, to have been a tumbler in
the mud of the streets, would have been a godsend to me, a
prize in the lottery to me, you were at the Italian Opera,
You were coming out of the Italian Opera, ma'am, in white
satin and jewels, a blaze of splendour, when I hadn't a penny
to buy a link to light you,"

" I certainly. Sir," returned Mrs. Sparsit, with a dignity
serenely mournful, " was familiar with the Italian Opera at
a very early age."

" Egad, ma'am, so was I," said Bounderby, "—with the
wrong side of it. A hard bed the pavement of its "Arcade
used to make, I assure you. People like you, ma'am, accus-
tomed from infancy to he on down feathers, have no idea
how hard a paving-stone is, without trying it. No, no, it's

of no use my talking to you about tumblers. I should speak
of foreign dancers, and the West End of London, and May
Fair, and lords and ladies and honourables."

" ^ }^^h ^^^>" rejoined Mrs. Sparsit, with decent resigna-
tion, " it is not necessary that you should do anything of
that kind. I hope I have learnt how to accommodate myself
to the changes of life. If I have acquired an interest in

rn
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hearing of your instructive experiences, and can scarcely

hear enough of them, I claim no merit for that, since I believe

it is a general sentiment."
" Well, ma'am," said her patron, " perhaps some people

may be pleased to say that they do like to hear, in his own

unpolished way, what Josiah Bounderby, of Coketown, has

gone through. But you must coniess that you were bom in

the lap of luxury, yourself. Come, ma'ani, you know you

were born in the lap of luxury."
" I do not. Sir," returned Mrs. Sparsit with a shake of her

head, " deny it."

Mr. Bounderby was obliged to get up from table, and

stand with his back to the fire, looking at her; she was such

an enhancement of his position.

" And you were in crack society. Devilish high society,"

he said, warming his legs.

" It is true. Sir," returned Mrs. Sparsit, with an affectation

of humility the vgrv opposite of his, and therefore in no

danger ofjostling iO
" You were'tiTtne tiptop fashion, and all the rest of it,"

said Mr. Bounderby.
" Yes, Sir," returned Mrs. Sparsit, with a kind of social

widowhood upon her. " It is unquestionably true."

Mr. Bounderby, bending himself at the knees, literally

embraced his legs in his great satisfaction and laughed aloud.

Mr. and Miss Gradgrind being then announced, he received the

former with a shake of the hand, and the latter with a kiss.

" Can Jupe be sent here, Bounderby? " asked Mr. Grad-

grind.
" Certainly." So Jupe was sent there. On commg m, she

curtseyed to Mr. Bounderby, and to his friend Tom Grad-

grind, and also to Louisa; but in her confusionjunluckily

omitted Mrs. Sparsit. Observing this, thefflustrousjBoun-

derbv had the following remarks to make:
" Now, I tell you what, my girl. The name of that lady

by the teapot, is Mrs. Sparsit. That lady acts as mistress

of this house, and she is a highly connected lady. Conse-

quently, if ever you come again into any room in this house,

you will make a short stay in it if you don't behave towards

that lady in your most respectful manner. Now, I don't

care a button what you do to me, because I don't affect to be

anybody. So far from having high connexions I have no

5
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J

connexions at all, and I come of the scum of the earth. But
towards that lady, I do care what you do; and you shall do
what IS deferential and respectful, or you shall not come here."

I hope, Bounderby," said Mr. Gradgrind. in a conciliatory
voice, that this was merely an oversight."
"My friend Tom Gradgrind suggests, Mrs. Sparsit," said

Bounderby, ' that this was merely an oversight. Verylikelv
However, as you are aware, ma'am, I don't allow of even
oversights towards you."
"You are very good indeed, Sir," returned Mrs. Sparsit,

shaking her head with her State humility. " It is not worth
speaking of."

Sissy, who all this time had been faintly excusing herselfwth tears in her eyes, was now waved over by the master
of the house to Mr. Gradgrind. She stood looking intently
at him, and Louisa stood coldly by, with her eyes upon the
ground, while he proceeded thus;

" Jupe, I have made up my mind to take you into my
house; and, when you are not in attendance at the school
to employ you about Mrs. Gradgrind, who is rather anmvahd. I have explained to Miss Loui:a — this is Miss
Louisa—the miserable but natural end of your late career-
and you are to expressly understand that the whole of that
subject IS past, and is not to be referred to any more. From
this time you begm your history. Y^u are, at present.
Ignorant, I know." ^ V^
r'u Y^t' u^'

"^^^^ ^^^ answered, curtseying. V>^ ',
. ,

V" I shaU have the satisfaction of causing you to be strictly "t^
educated; and you will be a living proof to all who come
into communication with you, of the advantages of the train-
ing you will receive. You will be reclaimed and iormedT)
You have been in the habit now of reading to your fa!T5w '

and those people I found you among, I dare say ? " said Mr'
Gradgnnd, beckoning her nearer to him before he said so.and dropping his voice.

* I^"'V° ^f*her and Merrylegs, Sir. At least I me-ui to
tather, when Merr>legs was always there."
" Never mind Merr>-Iegs, Jupe," said Mr. Gradgrind, with

a passing frown. " I don't ask about him. I understand
you to have been in the habit of reading to your father? "

yes Sir, thousands of times. Thev were the happiest—U, of all the happy tunes we had together, Sir !
"

r
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It was only now when her sorrow broke out, that Louisa

looked at her.
" And what," asked Mr. Gradgrind, in a still lower voice,

" did you read to your father, Jupe?
"

•' About the Fairies, Sir, and the Dwarf, and the Hunch-

back, and the Genies," she sobbed out; " and about
"

" Hush!" said Mr. Gradgrind, "that is enough. Never

breathe a word of such destructive nonsense any more.

Bounderby, this is a case for rigid training, and I shall observe

it with interest."
" Well," returned Mr. Bounderby, " I have given you my

opinion already, and I shouldn't do as you do. But, very

well, very well. S;nee you are bent upon it, very well
! '

'

So, Mr. Gradgrind and his daughter took Cecilia Jupe off

wJ*h them to Stone Lodge, and on the way Louisa never

st
'

' e one word, good or bad. And Mr. Bounderby went

f jut his daily pursuits. And Mrs. Sparsit got behind her

./ebrows and meditated in the gloom of the retreat, all the

evening.

<;'

CHAPTER VIH

NEVER WONDER

L

Let us strike the key-note again, before pursuing the tune.

^ When she was half-a-dozen years younger, Louisa had been

overheard to begin a conversation with her brother one day,

by sayiog " Tom, I wonder "—upon which Mr. Gradgrind,

who was the person overhearing^, stepped forth into the light

and said, " Louisa, never wonder!
"

Herein lay the spring of the mechanical art and mystery of

educating the reason without stooping to the cultivation of

the sentiments and affections. Never wonder. By means of

'addition, subtraction, multiplication, and division, settle

everything somehow, and never wonder. Bring to me, says

M'Choakumchild, yonder baby just able to walk, and I will

jengage that it shall never wonder.

Now, besides very many babies just able to walk, there

happened to be in Coketown a considerable population of

babies who had been walking against time towards the

infinite world, twenty, thirty, forty, fifty years and more.
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TTiese^rtcntousjinfants being alanr.in.. crear.res to .uakabout in any-Human society, the er.teen (! minatJ^nsmce^antlv scratched one another's .a e. aa.! .u "d oneanother s Mir by way of agreeing on the reps V> i. ^aken fortheii improvement-which thcv never did: ;, .urprisinB
cjrcurnstance, when the happy adaptation of the n e^^ tothe end is considered. Still, although they differed in ever?

,ni P-^'^K^^':. conceivable and inconceivable (esperialK

ZTZ l"^-')'-
^"' P''^"y ^^•^" ""'^^d on the pomt thatthese unluckN infants were never to wonder. Body numberone, said they must take everything on trust. Body numbertwo said they must take everything on political econly'Body number three, wrote leaden little books for tSshowing how the good grown-up baby invariably got to theSanngs-bank and the bad grown-up baby invanablv gottransported Body number four, under dreary pretences ofb«ng dro

1 (when it was very melancholy ind^, made the

nto wWr r^'^^K °i
'^°"^^"""° P'*^^J« °f knowledge!

into whi?lLit^as the duty of these babies to be smuggled

^^^^eV.'"'
^" ''' '^'^'^ ^^-^ ^^- ^^^y^-

WJ^easl'^'Mr r^r?7 .^"/°^^^r"' '° ^^^^^ g^"^'-^! ^'^''^
' wSt ?he npnni. F"l^',^^y tsrmentedjiisjniod aboutwhat the people read m this library? a point whereon littlenvers of tal^ular statements periodically flowed into the how1-

2v°d3h'' '"^"i^^
statements, which no diver ever got toany depth in and came up sane. It was a disheartening

nerl?.T'''
^"'

5
"^'^^'^^^y ^"^^t, that even these reader?

persisted m wondering. They wondered about humannature, humari passions, human hopes and fears, the struggles

iTves ^d death'^'f'' ''' ^'" ""^ J°y^ -^ sorrows!Te
iives and deaths of common men and wompi • Thev some-

abTt t': '''r
'°""' "°^'^ '^'' ^°^" '^ - ^'d --e LbTs

«hn, f ^-i^i
^""^ ''°"'^"' """"^ «'' ^ess "^^e themselves, and

Foe to'^il^K'
"^''^ °' ^"'^ "^^ ^^^'-^ «^"- '^hey took Se

fn th. 1 T °'°"''' '"'*'^^ °^ E"^"^' *^"d .eemed to beon the whole more comforted by Goldsmith than bv Cocker.Mr^Gradgnnd was for ever working, in print and out of print

vli?^ !?'"^"^ '"""' ^^ ^^ "«^^^ co^'d make out how ityielded this unaccountable product

h«17 .^™ 'k^°^ ""^ "^^' ^°"- ^ h^te »t altogether, and Ihate everybody except you," said ihlimn?tural young
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Thomas Gradgrind in the hair-cutting chamber at twi-

light. .

" You don't hate Sissy, Tom? "

"
I hate to be obliged to call her Jupe. And ste hates

me," said Tom, moodily.
" No, she does not, Tom, I am sure:

"

" She must," said Tom. " She mur just ha e and Hetest

the whole set-out of us. Th y'U both( ;
her head off, 1 Lnink,

before they have done with her. Already she's getting as

pale as wax, and as heavy as—I am."

Young Thomas expr<^ssed these sentiments sitting astride

of a chair before the fire, with his arms on the back, and his

sulky face on his arms. His sister sat in he darker corner

by the fireside, now looking at im, now looking ar the bright

sparks as they dropped uptjn the hearth.

" As to mfi/' said Tom , tumbling his hair all manner of ways

with his^^^ ands, " I am a Donke} .
that's what / am.

I am as oBi^ate as one, I am more stupid than <>ne, I get <^

much pleasure as one, and I should like to kick lik )ne."

" Not me, I hop , Tom?
"

" No, Loo; I wouldn t hurt you. I made an exceptionjif

you at first. I dont know whe this—jolly old-^aundiced)

Jail," Tom had paused to find a suf!ici< ntly con ptimentary

and expressive name tor the parental i jof, ana seemed to

relieve his mind fur a moment by the itTongt ĴefaXior^ of

this one, " would be without you."
" Indeed, Tom ? Do you really and truly say so?

"

" Why, of course I do. What's the use of talking about

it!" returned Tom, chafing his fa e on !iis coat -sleeve, as ii

to mortify his flesl and, have At.in aonlwith his spirit.

•' Becau e. Ton said his sister after silently v etching the

sparks aw le,
• a* T get older, and nearer .; rowing up, T often

sit wonde^ ng h'-re, and thmk hov uniortuno^e it is for r •

that I car. t re ncile you to home better than I am able u>

do. I don' i jw what other girls know. 1 can't play to

you, or sint' i you. T ' an't talk to you so as to lighten your

rnind, for 1 ne - er see any amusing sights or read any amusine

biioks that it ould be a pleasure oi a ren^i to you to talk

aoout. when you are tired."

Well, no mo e do I. I am as bad as y i in that respect

;

ati I am a Mule too, wiiich you're not. li father was deter-

mined to make me either a Prig or a Mule, and I am not a

ill
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I Prig why it stands to reason, I must be a Mule. And so I
x^ am/' said Tom, desperately.

^
" It's a great pity," said Louisa, after another pause, and

JJ »Peak":'g thoughtfuUy out of her dark comer: "
it's a ireat

/y pity, Tom. It's very unfortunate for both of us "

f "Oh! You," said Tom; "you are a girl. Loo, and a girl
comes out of it better than a boy does. I don't miss anythmem you. You are the only pleasure I have-you can brighten

i^ven this place—and you can always lead me as you like
"

You are a dear brother, Tom; and while you think I
can do sudi thmgs, I don't so much mind knowmg better.
Though I do know better, Tom, and am very sorry for it

"
She came and kissed him, and went back into her comer agaiii.

\ u l„ i^""^** ^?"*^^ ^^ ^^e Facts we hear so much
about, said Tom spitefully setting his teeth, " and all the
Figure, and aU the people who found them out: and I wish
I could put a thousand barrels of gunpowder under them, and

i «M B "5 u "P^?fther! However, when I go to live withUld Bounderby, I'll have my revenge."
" Your revenge, Tom? "

" I mean, I'll enjoy myself a Uttle, and go about and see
somcdung, and hear something. I'll recompense myself for
the way m which I have been brought up."

^ "But don't disappoint yourself beforehand, Tom. Mr.
Bounderby thinks as father thinks, and is a great deal rougher,
and not half so kind." ^ '

" Oh !

" said Tom, laughing; " I don't mind that. I shall
vety well know how to manage and smooth old Bounderby '

"

Tlieir shadows were defined upon the wall, but those of the
high presses in the room were all blended together on thewaU and on the ceihng, as if the brother and sister were over-
hung by a dark cavern. Or, a fanciful imagination—if such
treason could have been there—might have made it out to be
the shadow of their subject, and of its lowering association
with their future.

" What is your great mode of smoothing and managing,
Tom? Is It a secret? " •^ e»

" Oh !

" said Tom, « if it is a secret, it's not far off. It's
you. You are his httle pet, you are his favourite; he'll do
anything for you. When he says to me what I don't Uke I
shall say to him,

' My sister Loo will be hurt and disappointed
Mr. Bounderby. She always used to teU me she was sure
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you would be easier #ith me than this.' That'll bring him
about, or nothing will."

After waiting for some answering remark, and getting none,
Tom wearily relapsed into the present time, and twined
himself yawning round and about the rails of his chair, and
rumpled his head more and more, until he suddenly looked
up, and asked:

" Have you gone to sleep, Loo? "

" No, Tom. I am looking at the fire."
" You seem to find more to look at ii; it than ever I could

find," said Tom. " Another of the advantages, I suppose, of
being a girl."

" Tom," inquired his sister, slowly, and in a curious tone,
as if she were reading what she asked in the fire, and it were
not quite plainly written there, " do you look forward with
any satisfaction to this change to Mr. Bounderby's? "

" Why, there's one thing to be said of it," returned Tom,
pushing his chair from him, and standing up; " it will be
getting away from home."

" There is one thing to be said of it," Louisa repeated in her
former curious tone; " it will be getting away from home.

" Not but what I shaU be very imwilling, both to leave
you. Loo, and to leave you here. But I must go, you know,
whether I like it or not; and I had better go where I can take
with me some advantage of your influence, than where I
should lose it altogether. Don't you see? "

" Yes, Tom."
The answer was so long in coming, though there was no

indecision in it, that Tom went and leaned on the back of
her chair, to contemplate the fire which so engrossed her,

,

from her point of view, and see what he could make of it.
" Except that it is a fire," said Tom, " it looks to me as

stupid and blank as everything else looks. What do you
see in it ? Not a circus ?

"

" I don't see anything in it, Tom, particulariy. But since
I have been looking at it, I have been wondering about you
and me, grown up."

' • Wondering again !
" said Tom

.

" I have such unmanageable thoughts," returned his sister.
" that they unll wonder."

" Then I beg of you, Louisa," said Mrs. Gradgrind; who

! '
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(t had opened the door without being heard, " to do nothing
of that description, for goodness' sake, you inconsiderate girl,

or I shall never hear the last of it from your father, /^d,
Thomas, it is really shameful, with my poor head continually

wearing me out, that!^ boy brought up as you have been.

and*whose education has cost what yours has, should be
'X lounS encouraging his sister to wondgr^when he knows his

father has expressly said that she is not to do it."

Louisa denied Tom's participation in the offence ; but her
mother stopped her with the conclusive answer, " Louisa,

don't tell me, in my state of health; for unless you had been
encouraged, it is morally and physically impossible that you
could have done it."

" I was encouraged by nothing, mother, but by looking

at the red sparks dropping out of the fire, and whitening
and dying. It made me think, after all, how short my life

would be, and how Uttle I could ho.^e to do in it."

" Nonsense!" said Mrs. Gradgrii;d, rendered almost ener-

getic. " Nonsense ! Don't stand there and tell me such
stuff, Louisa, to my face, when you know very well that if

it was ever to reach your father's ears I should never hear
the last of it. After all the trouble that has been taken
with you! After the lectures you have attended, and the

experiments you have seen ! After I have heard you myself,

when the whole of my right side has been benumbed, going on
with your master about combustion, and calcination, and
calorification, and I may say every kind of ation that could

drive a poor invalid disti acted, to hear you talking in this

absurd way about sparks and ashes ! I wish," whimpered Mrs.

Gradgrind, taking a chair, and discharging her strongest point

before succumbing under these mere shadows of facts, " yes, I

really do wish that I had never had a family, and then you
wbufd have known what it was to do without me! "

^/

• jv^^

A-V. tkyt'W>
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CHAPTER IX

sissy's progress

Sissy Jupe had not an easy time of it, between Mr. M'Choak-
umchild and Mrs. Gradgrind, and was not without strong

impulses, in the first months of her probation, to run away.
It hailed facts all day long so very hard, and life in general was
opened to her as such a closely ruled ciphering-book, that

assuredly she would have run away, but for only one restraint.

It is lamentable to think of; but this restramt was the

result of no arithmetical process, was self-imposed in defiance

of all calculation, and went dead against any table of prob-

abilities that any Actuary would have drawn up from the

Dremises*/The girl believed that her father had not deserted! ,

fheir; she lived in the hope that he would come back, and!^
' in the faith that he would be made the happier by hen
remaining where she was.

The wretched ignorance with which Jupe clung to this

consolation, rejecting the superior comfort of knowing, on a
sound arithmetical basis, that her father was an unnatural
vagabond, filled Mr. Gradgrind with pity. Yet, what was
to be done? M'Choakumchild reported that she had a very
dense head for figures; that, once possessed with a general

idea of the globe, she took the smallest conceivable interest

in its exact measurements; that she was extremely slow in

the acquisition of dates, unless some pitiful incident happened
to be connected therewith; that she would burst into tears

on being required (by the mental process) immediately to

name the cost of two hundred and forty-seven muslin caps

at fourteen-pence halfpenny; that she was as low down, in

the school, as low could be; that after eight weeks of induc-

tion into the elements of Political Economy, she had only
yesterday been set right by a prattler three feet liigh, for

returning to the question, " What is the first principle of

this science? " the absurd answer, "To do unto others as I

would that they should do unto me."
Mr. Gradgrind observed, shaking his head, that all this

was very bad ; that it showed the necessity of infinite grinding

at the mill of knowledge, as per system, schedule, blue book,
report, and tabular statements A to Z; and that Jupe " must
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be kept to it." So Jupe was kept to it, and became low-
spmted, but no wiser.

r* " It would be a fine thing to be you, Miss Louisa! " she
said, one night, when Louisa had endeavoured to make her
perplexities for next day something clearer to her.
"Do you think so?"
" I should know so much, Miss Louisa. All that is difficult

to me now, would be so easy then."
" You might not be the better for it, Sissy."
Sissy submitted, after a little hesitation, " I should not

,
be the worse. Miss Louisa." To which Miss Louisa answered,

L^* I don't know that."

There had been so little communication between these two
—both becausd^fe at Stone Lodge went monotonously round
like a niece of machinery which discouraged human inter-
ference£and because of the prohibition relative to Sissy's
past career—that they were still ahnost strangers. Sissy,
with her dark eyes wonderingly directed to Louisa's face,
was uncertain whethefto say mOre or to remain silent.

" You are more useful to my mother, and more pleasant
with her than I can ever be," Louisa resumed. " You are
pleasanter to yourself, than / am to wjyself."

" But, if you please. Miss Louisa," Sissy pleaded, " I am—O so stupid!"

Louisa, with a brighter laugh than usual, told her she
would be wiser by-and-by.

" You don't know," said Sissy, half crying, " what a stupid
girl I am. All through school hours I make mistakes. Mr,
and Mrs. M'Choakumchild call me up, over and over again,
regularly to make mistakes. I can't help them. They seem'
to come natural to me."

" Mr. and Mrs. M'Choakumchild never make any mistakes
themselves, I suppose, Sissy?

"

" O no
!
" she eagerly returned. " They know everything."

" Tell me some of your mistakes."
"I am almost ashamed," said Sissy, with reluctance.

" But to-day, for instance, Mr. M'Choakumchild was explain-
ing to us about Natural Prosperity."

" National, I think it must have been," observed Louisa.
"^ Yes, it was.—But isn't it the same? " she timidly asked.
" You had better say, National, as he said so," returned

Louisa, with her dry reserve.
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" National Prosperity. And he said, Now, this schoolroom

is a Nation. And in this nation, there are fifty millions

of money. Isn't this a prosperous nation.? Girl number
twenty, isn't this a prosperous nation, and a'n't you in a
thriving state ^ "

" What did you say? " asked Louisa.
" Miss Louisa, I said I didn't know. I thought I couldn't

know whether it was a prosperous nation or not, and whether
I was in a thriving state or not, unless I knew who had got

the money, and whether any of it was mine. But that had
nothing to do with it. It was not in the figures at all,"

said Sissy, wiping her eyes.
" That was a great mistake of yours," observed Louisa.
" Yes, Miss Louisa, I know it was, now. Then Mr.

M'Choakumchild said he would try me again. And he said,

This schoolroom is an immense town, and in it there are a
million of inhabitants, and only five-and-twenty are starved

to death in the streets, in the course of a year. What is

your remark on that proportion? And my remark was

—

for I couldn't think of a better one—that I thought it must
be just as hard upon those who were starved, whether the

others were a million, or a million miUion. And that was
wrong, too."

" Of course it was."
'* Then Mr. M'Choakumchild said he would try me once

more. And he said, Here are the stutterings "

" Statistics," said Louisa.
" Yes, Miss Louisa—they always remind me of stutterings,

and that's another of my mistakes—of accidents upon the

sea. And I find (Mr. M'Choakumchild said) that in a given

time a hundred thousand persons went to sea on long voyages,

and only fiv'e hundred of them were drowned or burnt :o

death. What is the percentage? And I said, Miss; " here

Sissy fairly sobbed as confessing with extreme contrition to

her greatest error; " I said it was nothing."

"Nothing, Sissy?"
" Nothing, Miss—to the relations and friends of the people

who were killed. I shall never learn," said Sissy. " Ajid

the worst of all is that although my poor father wished me
so much to learn, and although I am so anxious to learn,

because he wished me to, I am afraid I don't Hke it."

Louisa stood looking at the pretty modest head, as it

-?
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drooped abashed before her, until it was raised again to
glance at her face. Then she asked

:

" Did your father know so much himself, that he wished
you to be well taught too, Sissy? "

Sissy hesitated before replying, and so plainly showed her
sense that they were entering on forbidden ground, that
Louisa added, " No one hears us; and if any one did, I am
sure no harm could be found in such an innocent question."
" No, Miss Louisa," answered Sissy, upon this encourage-

ment, shaking her head; "father knows very httle indeed.
It's as niuch as he can do to write; and it's more than people
in general can do to read his writing. Though it's plain
to me."
"Your mother!"
" Father says she was quite a scholar. She died when I

was bom. She was ;
" Sissy made the terrible communication

nervously; " she was a dancer."
" Did your father love her? " Louisa asked these questions

with a strong, wild, wandering interest pecuHar to her; an
interest gone astray like a banished creature, and hiding in

soKtary places.

" O yes ! As dearly as he loves me. Father loved me,
first, for her sake. He carried me about with him when I
was quite a baby. We have never been ^sundefj from that
time." ^ ^

" Yet he leaves you now, Sissy?
"

" Only for my good. Nobody understands him as I do;
nobody knows him as I do. When he left me for my good
—he never would have left me for his own—I know he was
almost broken-hearted with the trial. He will not be happy
for a single minute, till he comes back."

" Tell me more about him," said Louisa, " I will never ask
you again. Where did you live?

"

"We travelled about the country, and had no fixed place
to live in. Father's a;" Sissy whispered the awful word
" a down."
" To make the people laugh? " said Louisa, with a nod of

intelHgence.
" Yes, But they wouldn't laugh sometimes, and then

father cried. Lately, they very often wouldn't laugh, and
he used to come home despairing. Father's not like most.
Those who didn't know him as well as I do, and didn't love
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him as dearly as I flo, might believe he was not quite right.

Sometimes they played tricks upon him; but they never

knew how he felt them, and shrunk up, when he was alone

with me. He was far, far timider than they thought!
"

•' And you were his comfort through everything?
"

She nodded, with the tears rolUng down her face. " I

hope so, and father said I was. It was because he grew so

scared and trembling, and because he felt himself to be a

poor, weak, ignorant, helpless man (those used to be his

words), that he wanted me so much to know a great deal,

and be different from him. I used to read to him to cheer

his courage, and he was very fond of that. They were wrong

books—I am never to speak of them here—but we didn't

know there was any harm in them."
" And he liked them? " said Louisa, with a searching gaze

on Sissy all this time.
" O very much! They kept him, many times, from what

did him real harm. And often and often of a night, he used

to forget all his troubles in wondering whether the Sultan

would let the lady go on with the story, or would have her

head cut off before it was finished."

" And your father was always kind? To the last? " asked

Louisa; contravening the great principle, and wondering very

much.
"Always, always!" returned Sissy, clasping her hands.

" Kinder and kinder than I can tell. He was angry only

one night, and that was not to me, but Merrylegs. Merry-

legs;" she whispered the awful fact; " is his performing

dog."
" Why was he angry with the dog? " Louisa demanded.
" Father, soon after they came home from performing, told

Merrylegs to jump up on the backs of the two chairs and

stand across them—which is one of his tricks. He looked at

father, and didn't do it at once. Everything of father's had

gone wrong that night, and he hadn't pleased the public at

all. He cried out that the very dog knew he was failing,

and had no compassion on him. Then he beat the dog, and

I was frightened, and said, ' Father, father! Pray don't hurt

the creature who is so fond of you! O Heaven forgive you,

father, stop! ' And he stopped, and the dog was bloody, and

father lay down crying on the floor with the dog in his arms,

and the dog licked his face."

||
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h.i^t'^ !!*\^*i
'^*7" ^""^^^r, and going to her, kissed

her, took her hand, and sat down beside her

w« lu^^'j^J
telling me how your father left you. Sissy.Now that I have asked you so much, teU me the end. ^eblame, if there is any blame, is mine, not yours."

cnhhin^
Miss Louisa," said Sissy, covering her eyes, and

inH S''' VT^ ^°"^* ^^"^ '^^ school that afternoon,

TnH h. L.P°°J-^**u^' ^"f*
"°"^" ^°"^« t°°> fr«"^ the booth

^H T ,?^'°t'"^
^"" °^" ^^« fi^^' ^ « he was in pain.And I said. Have you hurt yourself, father? ' (as he did

darlmg. And when I came to stoop down and look up at his

l^L ^u ^u^}u^ T^ ^^y^"^- The more I spoke to him.the more he hid his face; and at first he shook 5^1 over ami
said nothing but ' My darling'; and ' My love! "' '

Here Tom came lounging in, and stared at the two with a
coolness not particularly savouring of interest in anything but
himself, and not much of that at present

sistpi
^"^'

v.^\^
^'''^ * ^^''- ^""tions, Tom," observed his

sister. Vou have no occasion to go away; but don't inter-rupt us for a moment, Tom dear."
" ^'

K "^uJ ZV '^^"•" 'returned Tom. "Only father has
brought old Bounderby home, and I want you to come into
the drawmg-room. Because if you come, there's a goodchance of old Bounderby's asking me to dinner; and if>oudon t, there s none." ^

" I'll come directly."

"I'll wait for you," said Tom, " to make sure."

.u fK^
resumed in a lower voice. " At last poor father said

that he had given no satisfaction again, and never did giveany satisfaction now, and that he was a shame and disgraceand I should have done better without him all along. I said
all the affectionate things to him that came into my heartand presently he was quiet and I sat down by him, and toldhnj all about the school and everything that had been saidand done there. When I had no more left to tell, he put
his arms round my neck, and kissed me a great many times.

iTi^^hnrfK^Tu V^^'^
'^^^^ °^ *^^ ^^"^ he used, for the

w^i i?r tu^ ^'r^*^ ^° S'^ '^ ^^ *he best place, whichwas at the other end of the town from there; and theA after
kissing me again, he let me go. When I had gone down-
stairs, I turned back that I might be a little bit more company

Im
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to him yet, and looked in at the door, and said, ' Father

dear, shall I take Merrylegs?' Father shook his head and

said, ' No, Sissy, no ; take nothing that's known to be mine,

my darlii^;' and I left him sitting by the fire. Then the

thought must have come upon him, poor, poor father! of

going away to try something for my sake; for when I came

back, he was gone."
" I say ! Look sharp for old Bounderby, Loo !

" Tom
remonstrated.

" There's no more to tell, Miss Louisa. I keep the nine

oils ready for him, and I know he will come back. Every

letter that I see in Mr. Gradgrind's hand takes my breath

away and blinds my eyes, for I think it comes from father,

or from Mr. Sleary about father. Mr. Sleary promised to

write as soon as ever father should be heard of, and I trust

to him to keep his word."
" Do look sharp for old Bounderby, Loo! " said Tom, with

an impatient whistle. " He'll be of! if you don't look sharp
!

"

After this, whenever Sissy dropped a curtsey to Mr. Grad-

grind in the presence of his family, and said in a faltering

way, " I beg your pardon. Sir, for being troublesome—^but

—

have you had any letter yet about me?" Louisa would

suspend the occupation of the moment, whatever it was, and

look for the reply as earnestly as Sissy did. And when Mr.

Gradgrir regularly answered, " No, Jupe, nothing of the

sort," til trembling of Sissy's lip would be repeated in

Louisa's fa CL^and her eyes would follow Sissy with compassion

to the door. Qkr. Gradgrind usually improved these occasions

by remarking, when she was gone, that if Jupe had been

properly trained from an early age she would have remon-

strated to herself on sound principles the baselessness of these

fantastic hopes. Yet it did seem (though not to him, for he

saw nothing of it) as if fantastic hope could take as strong a

hold as Factr^
This observation must be limited exclusively to his

daughter. As to Tom, he was becoming that not unprece-

dented triumph of calt jlation which is usually at work

on number one. As to Mrs. Gradgrind, if she said anything

on the subject, she woi^d come a little way out of her

wrappers, like a feminineldormoosenand say:
" Good gracious bless me, how my poor head is vexed and

worried by that girl Jupe's so per.everingly asking, over and

e
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over again, about her tiresome letters! Upon my wordand honour I seem to be fated, and destined, and ordained,
to live m the midst of things that I am never to hear the^t of. It really is a most extraordinary circumstance that
It appears as if I never was to hear the last of anything!

"

At about this point, Mr. Gradgrind's eye would fall upon
her; and under_the influence of that wintry piece of fact,Sie
would becomeftorpia again.

J"
.v>1
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CHAPTER X
STEPHEN BLACKPOOL

u

/ / 1 ENTERTAIN a wcak idea that the English people are as hard-

/ 7^ ^u^^ P^°P^^ "P°" ^^o"^ the sun shines. I acknow-
\, I ledge to this ridiculous idiosyncrasy, as a reason why I would

' give them a little more play.
Lin the hardest working part of Coketown; in the inner-

j
most fortifications of that ugly citadel, where Nature was as

at tne neffi^ ol the labyrinth of narrow courts upon courte

a
and close streets upon streets, which had come intoexistence
giecem^every piece in a violent hurry for someoneman's
purpose, and the whole an unnatural family, shoulderine
and trampbng, and pressing one another to death: in the
last close nook of this great exhausted receiver, where the
chimneys, for want of air to make a draught, were built in
an immense variety of stunted and crooked shapes, as thoueh
every house put out a sign of the kind of prople who might
be expected to be bom in it; among the multitude of Coke-

r*?^' /^"ejncally called " the -Hands/C-a race who would
/

have found more favour with some people, if Providence
.

had seen fit to make them only hands, or, like the lower
I

creatures of the seashore, only hands and stomachs—Kvedr^a certain Stephen Blackpool, forty years of age.
;

Stephen looked older, but he had had a hard Hfe. It is
said that every life has its roses and thorns; there seemed,
however, to have been a misadventure or mistake in Stephen's
case, whereby somebody else had become possessed of his
roses, and he had become possessed of the same somebody

wm
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else's thorns in addition to his own. He had known, to use

Kis wotcTs," a pcct oT trouble. He was usually called Old

Stephen, in a kind of rough homage to the fact.

A rather [stoopjpij.man. with a knitted brow, a pondering

expression of face" and a hard-looking head sufficiently

capacious, on which his iron-grey hair lay ' -ng and thin,

Old Stephen might have passed for a particul .rly intelligent .

man in his condition. Yet he was not . He took no place^^
jUEflag. thfl&e remarkable "JtaiiJs," who, piecing together

"
their broken'mtervals of leisure through many years, had

mastered difficult sciences, and acquired a knowledge of most

unlikely things, fiheld no station amona; the Hands who

coqld make speeches and "cartyon delbates. Thousands t)f

hisfcdfiipeStincould talk much better than he, at any time.

He "was a gQod powgrrloom weaysr, and a man of perfect

integrity^ wMt more he was, or what else he had in him,

if anything, let him show for himself.

The lights in the great factories, which looked, when they

were illuminated, like Fairy palaces—or the travellers by

express-train said so—were all extinguished; and the bells

had rung for knocking off for the night, and had ceased

again; and the Hands, men and women, boy and girl, were

clattering home. Old Stephen was standing in the street,

with the old sensation upon him which the stoppage of the

machinery always produced—the sensation of its having

w^orked and stopped in his own head.
" Yet I don't see Rachael, still !

" said he.

It was a wet night, and many groups of young women

passed him, with their shawls drawn over their bare heads

and held close under their chins to keep the rain out. He

knew Rachael well, for a glance at any one of these groups

was sufficient to show him that she was not there. At last,

there were no more to come; and then he turned away,

saying in a tone of disappointment, "Why, then, I ha'

miss^herl"
But, he had not gone the length of three streets, when he

saw another of the shawled figures in advance of him, at

which he looked so keenly that perhaps its mere shadow

indistinctly reflected on the wet pavement—if he could have

seen it without the figure itself moving along from lamp to

lamp, brightening and fading as it went—would have been

enough to tell him who was there. Making his pace at once
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much quicker and much softer, he darted on untU he was

She turned, being then in the brightness of a lamp: and
raising her hood a httle, showed a quiet oval face, dark and
rather delicate, irradiated by a pair of very genUe eyes
and further set off by the perfect order of her shining black
hair. It was not a face in its first bloom ; she was a woman
nve-and-thirty years of age.

"i^l?*? '
"^'^ ?°" ^ " ^«° «^« l^ad said this, with a

smile which would have been quite expressed, though nothing
of her had been seen but her pleasant eyes, she replaced her
hood again, and they went on together.

'* I thought thou wast aliind me, Rachael? "

"Early t' night, lass .>"

" 'Times I'm a little early, Stephen! 'times a little late.
1 m never to be counted on, going home."

"
Nor going t'other way, neither, 't seems to me, Rachael ? »
rso, Stephen.

'

He looked at her with some disappointment in his face
but with a respectful and patient conviction that she must
be right m whatever she did. The expression was not lost
upon her; she laid her hand lightly on his arm a moment
as if to thank him for it.

"We are such true friends, lad, and such old friends, and
getting to be such old folk, now."

" No, Rachael, thou'rt as young as ever thou wast "
"One of us would be puzzled how to get old, Stephen,

without t other gettmg so too, both being alive,'' she
answered laughmg; " but, anyways, we're such old friends
that t hide a word of honest truth fro' one another would
be a sm ^d a pity. 'Tis better not to walk too much
together. 'Times, yes! 'Twould be hard, indeed, if 'twas
not to be at all," she said, with a cheerfuhiess she sought to
communicate to him.

*"

'' 'Tis hard, anyways, Rachael."
" Try to think not; and 'twill seem better."
" I've tried a long time, and 'ta'nt got better. But thou'rt

nght; t might mak fok talk, even of thee. Thou hast been
that to me, Rachael, through so many year: thou hast doneme so much good, and heartened of me in that cheering way

!
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that thy word is a kw to me. Ah lass, and a bright good

law ! Better than some real ones."
" Never fret about them, Stephen," she answered quickly,

and not without an anxious glance at his face. " Let the

lajy^ b«."
'' Yes," he said, with a slow nod or two. ' Let 'em be

Let everything be. Let all sorts alone. 'Tis a muddle, and

that's aw."
"^

" Always a i^uddle? " said Rachael, with another gentle

touch upon his arm, as if to recall him out of the thought-

fulness, in which he was biting the long ends of his loose

neckerchief as he walked along, i he touch had its instan-

taneous effect. He let them fall, turned a smiling face upon

her, and said, as he broke into a g K>d-humoured laugh, " Ay,

Rachael, lass, awlus a muddle. That's where I stick. I

(v»me to the muddle many times and agen, and I never ge

beyond it."

They had walked some distance, and were near their own
homes. The woman's was the first reached. It was in one

of the many small streets for which the favourite undertaker

(whsLtumed a handsome sum out of the one poor ghastly

.pomp*of the neighbourhood) kept a black ladder, in order

that those who had done their daily groping up and down
the narrow stairs might slide out of this working world by

the windows. She stopped at the comer, and putting her

hand in his, wished him good night.
" Good night, dear lass

;
good night !

"

She went, with her neat figure and her sober womanly step,

down the dark street, and he stood looking after her until

she turned into one of the small houses. There was not

a flutter of her coarse shawl, perhaps, but had its interest in

this man's eyes; not a tone of her voice but had its echo in

his innermost heart.

When she was lost to his view, he pursued his ho:: t ward

way, glancing up sometimes at the sky, where the clouds

were sailing fast and wildly. But, they were broken now,

and the rain had ceased, and the moon shone,—looking down
the high chimneys of Coketown on the deep furnaces below,

and casting Titanic shadows of the steam-engines at rest,

upon the walls where they were lodged. The man seemed

to have brightened with the night, as he went on.

His home, in such another street as the first, saving that

(•'I
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6o Hard Times
it was narrower, was over a little shop. How it came to
pass that any people found it worth their while to sell or
buy the wretched little toys, mixed up in its window with
cheap newspapers and pork (there was a leg to be raffled
for to-morrow night), matters not here. He took his end
of candle from the shelf, lighted it at another end of candle
on the counter, without disturbing the mistress of the shop
who was asleep in her little room, and went upstairs into
his lodging.

It was a room, not unacquainted with the black ladder
under various tenants; but as neat, at present, as such
a room could be. A few books and writings were on an old
bureau in a comer, the furniture was decent and sufficient,
and, though the atmosphere was tainted, the room was clean.
Going to the hearth to set the candle down upon a round

three-legged table standing there, he stumbled against some-
thing. As he recoiled, looking down at it, it raised itself

up into the form of a woman in a sitting attitude.

1
" Heaven's mercy, woman !

" he cried, falling farther oflE

from the figure. " Hast thou come back agen? "

Such a woman ! A disabled, drunken creature, barely able '^.

to preserve her sitting posture by steadying herself with one
/begrimed hand on the floor, while the other was so purpose-

less in trying to push away her tangled hair from her face,
that it only blinded her the more with the dirt upon it.

A creature so foul to look at, in her tatters, stains and
splashes, but so much fouler than that in her moral infamy,
that it was a shameful thing even to sec her.

After an imp>atient oath or two, and some stupid clawing
of herself with the hand not necessary to her support, she
got her hair away from her eyes sufficiently to obtain a sight
of him. Then she sat swaying her body to and fro, and
making gestures with her unnerved arm, which seemed
intended as the accompaniment to a fit of laughter, though
her face was stolid and drowsy.
"Eigh, lad? What, yo'r there?" Some hoarse sounds

meant for this, came mockingly out of her at last; and her
head dropped forward on her breast.

** Back agen ? " she screeched, after some minutes, as if he
had that moment said it. " Yes ! And back agen. Back
agen ever and ever so often. Back? Yes, back. Why
not?"

'
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Roused by the unmeaning violence with which she cried

it out, she scrambled up, and stood supporting herself with

her shoulders against the wall; dangling in one hand by the

string, a dungiiill-fragment of a bonnet, and trying to look

scomfuUjTat Km.
" I'll sell thee of! again, and I'll sell thee of! again, and I'll

sell thee oflE a score of times
! " she cried, with something

between a furious menace and an effort at a defiant dance.
" Come awa' from th' bed ! " He was sitting on the side of

it, with his face hidden in his hands. " Come awa' from 't.

'Tis mine, and I've a right to 't !

"

As she staggered to it, he avoided her with a shudder, and
passed—his face still hidden—to the opposite end of the

room. She threw herself upon the bed heavily, and soon was
snoring hard. He sunk into a chair, and moved but once all

that night. It was to throw a covering over her; as if his

hands were not enough to hide her, even in the darkness.

CHAPTER XI

NO WAY OUT

j
The Fairy palaces burst into illumination, before pale morn-
ing showed the monstrous serpents of smojloe trailing them-

' selves over Coketown. *1^" clattering of clog^ upon the pave-

ment: a rapid ringing of bells jafiSufrtlie^elancholy mad
elephants, polished and oiled up for the day's monotony, were
at their heavy exercise again.

Stephen bent over his loom, quiet, watchful, and steady.

A special contrast, as every man was in the forest of looms
where Stephen worked, to the crashing, smashing, tearing

piece of mechanism at which he laboured. Never fear, good
,

people of an anxious turn of mind, that Art will consign I

Nature to oblivion. Set anywhere, side by side, the work of/

God and the work of man; and the former, even though it|

be a troop of Hands^of very small, account, will gain im

dignity from the comparison. \

So many hundred Hu]^in this Mill; so many hundred
horse Steam Power, ft is known, to the force. of a single

pound weight, wTiat the engine will do; butjjnot all the

iJ
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calculators of the National Debt can tell me the capacity forgood or evil, for love or hatred, for patriotism or discontent,
for the decomposition of virtue into vice,7or the reverse, atany single moment m the soul of on(H)f these its qiet
If

Y^ts, with the composed faces and the regulat^a^ons
There is no mystery m it; there is an unfathomable mystery-m the meanest of them, for ever.-Supposing we wSe toreverse our arithmetic for material objects, Sid to govern
these awful unknown quantities by other means 1

^It.fZ r"^ '*',•"?' and showed itself outside, even
against the flaming lights within. The lights were turned
out, and the work went on. The rain feU, and the Smoke-
serpente, submissive to the curse of all that tribe, trailed

tp'rl"""' "S?"
*^' '^'^^- ^"^ ^^^ waste-yard outside, thesteam from the escape pipe, the litter of barrels and old

Trnni^^" ^^'?P'.°^ '^°*^' ^^^ ^^^ everywhere, were
shrouded m a veil of mist and rain.

.
£he work went on, unta the noon-bell rang. More clatter-

ing uTOTTtheijavements. Qrhe looms, and wheels, and Hands
all out of gear for an hour7\ ' """^^̂
Stephen came out of theW mill into the damp wind andcoW wet streets, haggard and worn. He turned from his

h^H K ^f T", "1""*^^' ^^^"« "o'^ng but a little
bread as he walked along, towards the hiU Sn which his
prmcipal employer lived, in a red house with black outside
shutlers green mside blinds, a blade street door, up two
white st-^ps, BouNDERBY (in letters very like himself) upona Iwaa^cj^^late, aiid a round brazen door-handle underneath
It, hke a feai«a,full-stop. '^-^

rJil^
Bounderby was at his lunch. So Stephen had ex-

pected. Would his servant say that one of the Hands
begged leave to speak to him? Message in return, re^iS-
ing name of such JJand. Stephen Blackpool. There was
nothing troublesome against Stephen Blackpool; yes, hemight come in.

r
> j , ^

Stephen Blackpool in the parlour. Mr. Bounderby (whomhe just knew by sight), at lunch on chop and sherry. Mrs.
Spareit netting at the fireside, in a side-saddle attitude, withone foot m a cotton stirrup. It was a part, at once ot Mrs.
Sparsit s dignity and service, not to lunch. She supervised
the meal officially, but implied that in her own stotelv
person she considered lunch a weakness.

'
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Now, Stephen," said Mr Bounderby, " what's the matter

ryil^

with you f

Stephen made a bow. Not a^servil^ one—^these Hands
will never do that ! Lord bless you, Sir, you'll ne\

them at that, if they have been with you twenty years !

—

and, 8s a complimentary toilet for Mrs. Sparsit, tucked, his

neckerchief ends into his waistcjat.
" Now, you know," said Mr. Bounderby, taking some

sherry, " we have never I d any difficulty with you, and

you have never been one of the unreasonable ones. You
don't expect to be set up in a coach and six, and to be fed

on turtle soup and yenfso^, wJQi a'goId^'S'poon, as~a good
jgaHy/of^'em do J" Mr: "Bounderby always represented this

"tobe the sole, immediate, and direct object of any Hanji who
was not entirely satisfied; " and therefore I know already

that you have not come here to make a complaint. Now,
you know, I am certain of that, beforehand."

" No, Sir, sure I ha' net coom for nowt o' th' kind."

Mr. Bounderby seemed agreeably surprised, notwithstand-

ing his previous strong conviction. " Ver>' well," he re-

turned. " You're a st^.y Hand, and I was not mistaken.

Now, let me hear what it's all about. As it's not that, let

me hear what it is. What have vou got to say? Out with

it, lad!"
Stephen happened to glance towards Mrs. Sparsit. " I can

go, Mr. Bounderby^iljou wish it," said that self-sacrificing

lady, making a [feint^ of taking her foot out of the

stirrup.

Mr. Bounderby stayed her, by holding a mouthful of chop

in suspension before swallowing it, and putting out his left

hand. Then, withdrawing his hand and swallowing his

mouthful of chop, he said to Stephen

:

" Now you know, this good lady is a bom lady, a high

lady. You are not to suppose because she keeps my house

for me, that she hasn't been very high up the tree—ah, up
at the top of the tree! Now, if you have got anything to

say that can't be said before a bom lady, this lady will leave

the room. If what you have got to say can be said before

a bom lady, this lady will stay where she is."

*' Sir, I hope I never had nowt to say, not fitten for a

bom lady to year, sin I were bom mysen," was the reply,

accompanied with a slight flush.
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•' Very well," said Mr. Bounderby, pushing away his plate

and leaning back. "Fire away!" ^ *

"I ha' coom/' Stephen began, raising his eyes from the
Boor, after a moment's consideration, " to ask yo yor advice
I need 't overmuch. I were married on Eas'r Monday nine-*
teen year sm, long and dree. She were a young lass—prettyenow—wi good accounts of herseta. Well ! She went bad—
soon. Not along of me. Gonnows I were not a unkind
husband to her."

..cJ i^T ^T^^,?^l this before," said Mr. Bounderby.
She took to drmkmg, left oflf working, sold the furniture,

pawned the clothes, and played old Gooseberry "
" I were patient wi' her."
("pe more fool you, I think," said Mr. Bounderby. in

confidence to his wine-glass.)
" I were very patient wi' her. I tried to wean her fra 't

ower and ower agen. I tried this, I tried that, I tried
t other. I ha gone home, many's the time, and found all
vanished as I had m the worid, and her without a sense left
to bless hersein lying on bare ground. I ha' dun 't not once
not twice—twenty times !

"

*

Every line in his face deepened as he said it, and put in
Its affecting evidence of the suffering he had undergone.

From bad to worse, from worse to worsen. She left me
bhe disgraced hersehi everyways, bitter and bad. She coom
back, she coom back, she coom back. What could I do

were owd when I were young."
Mrs. Sparsit, easily ambh'ng along with her netting-

needles, raised the Coriolanian eyebrows and shook her head
as much as to say, " The great know trouble as well as the'
small. Please to turn your humble eye in My direction "

I ha paid her to keep awa' fra' me. These five year I
ha paid her. I ha' gotten decent fewtrils about me agen.
1 ha lived hard and sad, but not ashamed and fearfo' a' themmmts o' my Ufe. Last night, I went home. There she
lay upon my har-stone ! There she is !

"

In the strength of his misfortune, and the energy of his
distress, he fired for the moment like a proud man. In another
moment, he stood as he had stood all the time—his usual
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An Unhappy Marriage ' -65

stoop upon him; his pondering face addressed to Mr. Boun-
derby, with a curious expression on it» bali shrewd, half

perplexed, as if his mind were set upon(uaraveIling)something
very difficult; his hat held tight in his left hand, which rested

on his hip; his right arm, with a rugged propriety and force

of action, very earnestly emphasizing what he said: not
least so when it always paused, a little bent, but not with-

drawn, as he paused.
" I was acquainted with all this, you know," said Mr. Boun-

derby, " except the last clause, long ago. It's a bad job

;

that's what it is. You had better have been satisfied as you
were, and not have got married. However, it's too late to
say that."

"(Was it an unequal marriage. Sir, in point of years?
"

asked Mrs. Sparsit.
" You hear what this lady asks. Was it an unequal

marriage in-pmnt of years, this unlucky job of yours? " said

Mr. Bounderby.
" Not e'en so. I were one-and-twenty myseln; she were

twenty nighbut."

^ "Indeed, Sir? " said Mrs. Sparsit to her Chief, with great
"jplacidityj " I inferred, from its being so miserable a mar-
nage,lhat it was probably an unequal one in point of years."

Mr. Bounderby looked very hard at the good lady in a
side-long way that had an odd sheepishness about it. He
fortified himself with a little more sherry.

" Well? Why don't you go on? " he then asked, turning
rather irritably on Stephen Blackpool.

Q " I ha' coom to ask yo. Sir, how I am to be ridded o' this

woman." J Stephen infused a yet deeper gravity into the
mixed expression of his attentive face. Mrs. Sparsit uttered
a gentle ejaculation, as having received a moral shock.

" What do you mean? " said Bounderby, gettmg up to
lean his back against the chimnejrpiece. " What are you
talking about? You took her for better for worse."

" I mun be ridden o' her. I cannot bear 't nommore. I

ha' lived under 't so long, for that I ha' had'n the pity and
comforting words o' th' best lass living or dead. Haply, but
for her, I should ha' gone hottering mad."

" He wishes to be free, to marry the female of whom he
speaks, I fear. Sir," observed Mrs. Sparsit \a an undertone^L-

and much dejected by the imnaonility of the people.
j

5^ ^^c^U? >\ '? oJx)[/4- <>
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66 Hard Times
I do. The lady says what's right. I do. I were a

I w ""'^ ? • J ^f-
'^^^ '' *^' P*P«« ^^* g^«at fok (fair faw

I «n a ! I wishes 'em no hurt!) are not bonded together for
better for worst so fast, but that they can be set free fro'

\
tfietr misfortnet mamages, an' marry ower agen. When

\
they chinnot agree, for that their tempers is ill-sorted, th»v

1
bas rooms o one kind an' another in their houses, above a

j

bit and they can live asunders. We fok ha' only one room
' f k"^^ ^^ *• ^*" ^^^^ ^°"'* ^«^ '^«y ^^' gowd an' other
.

cash, an they can say This for yn' an' that for me,' an' they
can go their separate ways. We can't. Spite o' all that
the^can be set free for smaller wrongs than mine. fSo I

-.-"^""x-
."*^**^ o this woman, aMT^anrrifnowTio-w? •'

'i> ^o how," returned Mr. Bounderby.

"
If I do her any hurt. Sir, there's a law to punish me? "
Of course there is."

'' If I flee from her, there's a law to punish me? "
" Of course there is."

\
" If I marry t'oother dear lass, there's a law to punish me ? "

' Of course there is."

'•If I was to live wi' her an' not marry her-saying such
a thing could be, which it never could or would, an' her sogood—there s a law to punish me, in every innocent child
belonging tome?"

" Of course there is."

"Hem! There's a sanctity in this relation of life," said
Mr. Bounderby, " and—and—it must be kept up."

No no, dunnot say that, Sir. 'Tan't kep' up that wayNot that way. 'Tis kep' down that way. I'ni^ a weaver
I were m a fact'ry when a chilt, but I ha' gotten een to see
wi and eern to year wi'. I read in th' papers every 'Sizes
every S^sions-and you read too-I know it !-with dismay
-liow th supposed unpossibility o' ever getting unchained
trom one another, at any price, on any terms, brings bloodupon this land, and brings many common fnarried fok to
battle, murder, and sudden death. Let us ha' this, right
understood. Mine's a grievous case, an' I want-if yo wiU
be so good—t' know the law that helps me."

' K "^^^'J-
^*" r" '^^*' " ^""'^ Mr. Bounderby, putting his

^
hands m his pockets.

\j
' There is such a law."

\

nmqi mmSm
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Stephen, subsiding into his quiet manner, and never wan-
dering in his attention, gave a nod.

p " But it's not for you at all. It costs money. It costs^

_a mint ofmoney." k3 - •*' '.-••.>•,' I

" How much r " ht that be? " Stephen calmly asked.
" Why, you'd have to go to Doctors' Commons with a suit,

and you'd have to go to a court of Common Law with a suit,

and you'd have to go to the House of Lords with a suit, and
you'd have to get an Act of Parliament to enable you to

marry again, and it would cost you (if it was a case of very

plain sailing), I suppose from a thousand to fifteen hundred

pound," said Mr. Bounderby. " Perhaps twice the money."
" There's no other law? "

" Certainly not."
" Why then. Sir," said Stephen, turning white, and motion-

ing with that right hand of his, as if he gave everything to

the four winds, " 'tis a muddle. 'Tis just a muddle a'too-

gether, an' the sooner I am dead, the better."

(Mrs. Sparsit again dejected by the impiety of the people.)
" Pooh, pooh ! Don't you talk noftSCHB(;/ffly good fellow,*'

said Mr. Bounderby, " about things you don't understand;

and don't you call the institutions of your country a muddle,

or you'll get yourself into a real muddle one of these fine

mornings. The institutions of your country are not your

piece-work, and the only thing you have got to do, is, to

mind your piece-work. You didn't take your wife for fast

and for loose; but for better for worse. If she has turned

out worse—why, all we have got to say is, she might have

turned out better."
" 'Tis a muddle," said Stephen, shaking his head as he

moved to the door. *' 'Tis a' a muddle! "

" Now, I'll tell you what! " Mr. Bounderby resumed, as

a valedictory address. " With what I shall call your un-

hallowed opinions, you have been quite shocking this lady:

who, as I have already told you, is a bom lady, and who, as

I have not already told you, has had her own marriage

misfortunes to the tune of tgns of thousands of ponnds—tens

of Thousands of Pounds !
" (he repeated it with „ieat relish).

" Now, you have always been a steady Hand hitherto; but

my opinion is, and so I tell you plainly, that you are turning

into the wrong road. You have been listening to some
mischievous stranger or other—^they're always about—and

f
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the best thing you can do is, to come out of that. Now you
know;^^ here his countenance expressed marvellous acute-
ness

;
I can see as far into a grindstone as another man

;

farther than a good many, perhaps, because I had my nose
well kept to it when I was young. I see traces of the turtle
soup, and venison, and gold spoon in this. Yes, I do ! " cried
At. Bounderby, shaking his head with obstinate cunning.
" By the Lord Harrj-, I do!

" *

With a very different shake of the head and deep sigh
Stephen said, " Thank you. Sir, I wish you good-day." So
he left Mr. Bounderby sweUing at his own portrait on the
wall, as if he were .going to explode himself into it; and
Mrs. Sparsit still ^mbling on with her foot in her stirrup,
looking quite cast down by the popular vices.

CHAPTER XII

THE OLD WOMAN

Old Stephen descended the two white steps, shutting the
black door with the brazen door-plate, by the aid of the
ta;azejgLiull-stop, to wttrh-he^ave a parting polish with the
sleeve of his coat, observing that his hot hand clouded it
He crossed the street with his eyes bent upon the ground
and thus was walking sorrowfully awav, when he felt a touch
upon his arm.

It was not the touch he needed most at such a moment—
the touch that could calm the wild waters of his soul, as the
uplifted hand of the sublimest love and patience could abate
the raging of the sea—yet it was a woman's hand too. It
was an old woman, tall and shapely still, though withered by
time, on whom his eyes fell when he stopped and turned
She was very cleanly and plainly dressed, had country- mud
upon her shoes, and was newly come from a journey. The
flutter of her manner, in the' ui\wonted/noise of the streets-
the spare shawl, carried unfblded orHier arm; the heavy
umbrella, and little basket; the loo$e_lQng-fingered gloves,
to which her hands were unused; alfb^p^in old woman
from the country, in her plain holiday clothes, come into
'^ketown on an expedition of rare occurrence. Remarking

I
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The Old Woman's Pilgrimage 69

this at a glance, with the quick observationof his class,Stephen
Blackpool bent his attentive face—his face, which, like the
faces of many of his order, by dint of long working with eyes

and hands in the midst of a prodigious noise, had acquired

the concentrated look with which we are familiar in the

countenances of the deaf—the better to hear what she asked
him.

" Pray, Sir," said the old woman, " didn't I see you come
out of that gentleman's house? " pointing back to Mr.
Bounderby's. " I believe it was you, unless I have had the

bad luck to mistake the person in following?
"

" Yes, missus," returned Stephen, " it were me."
" Have you—you'll excuse an old woman's curiosity—have

you seen the gentleman ?
"

" Yes, missus."
" And how did he look. Sir? Was he portly, bold, out-

spoken, and hearty? " As she straightened her own figure,

.and held up her head in adapting her action to her words,

[\he idea crossed Stephen that he had seen this old woman
oefore, and had not quite liked her.)

" O }'es," he returned, observing her more attentively, " he
were all that."

" And healthy," said the old woman, " as the fresh wind ?
"

" Yes," returned Stephen. " He were ett'n and drinking

—as large and as loud as a Hummobee."
" Thank you !

" said the old woman, with infinite content,

"lliankyou!"
He certainly never had seen this old woman before. Yet

there was a vague reme.Tibrance in his mind, as if he had
more than once dreamed of some old woman like her.

She walked along at his side, and, gently accommodating
himself to her humour, he said Coketown was a busy place,

was it not? To which she answered " Eigh sure! Dreadful
busy! " Thien he said, she came from the country, he saw?
To which she answered in the affirmative.

" By Parliamentary, this morning. I came forty mile by
Parliamentary this morning, and I'm going back the same
forty mile this afternoon. I walked nine mile to the station

this morning, and if I find nobody on the road to give me
a lift, I shall walk the nine mile back to-night. That's

pretty well, Sn at my age! " said the chatty old woman^
her eye brightenmg with exultation.

1
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fs"'

*' 'Deed 'tis. Don't do't too often, missus."

A u r
^^' j^* ^** * y**^'" **** answered, shaking her head.

fl I spend my savmgs so, once every- year. I come regular
t to tramp about the streets, and see the gentlemen."

'^
Only to see 'em ? " returned Stephen.

" That's enough for me," she replied, with great earnest-
ness and mterest of manner. " I ask no more ! I have been
standing about, on this side of the way, to see that gentle-
man, tummg her head back towards Mr. Bounderby's again
come out. But, he's late this year, and I have not seen

him. You came out instead. Now, if I am obliged to go
back without a gUmpse of him—I only want a glimpse-
well ! I have seen you, and you have seen him, and I must
make that do." Saying this, she looked at Stephen as if to
fix his features m her mind, and her eye was not so brieht
as It had been.

*

With a large allowance for difference of tastes, and with
all submission to the patricians of Coketown, this seemed so
extraordinary a source of interest to take so much tronble
about, that it perplexed him. But they were passing the
church now, and as his ej e caught the clock, he quickened
his pace.

He was going to his work? the old woman said, quicken-
mg here, too, quite easily. Yes, time was nearly out. On
his telling her where he worked, the old woman became a
more singular old woman than before.

'' An't you happy.? " she asked him.
" Why—there's awmost nobbody but has their troubles,

missus." He answered evasively, because the old woman
appeared to take it for granted that he would be very happy
indeed, and he had not the heart to disappoint her. He
knew that there was trouble enough in the world; and if
the old woman had lived so long, and could count upon his
having so little, why so much the better for her. and none
the worse for him.

" Ay, ay! You have your troubles at home, you mean? "

she said.
*' Times. Just now and then," he answered, slightly.
" But, working under such a gentleman, they don't follow

you to the factory?"
No, no; they didn't follow him there, said Stephen. All

correct there. Everything accordant there. (He did not go
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so far as to say, for her pleasure, that there was a sort of

Divine Right there; but, I have heard claims almost as

magnificent of late years.)

They were now in the black by-road near the plac , and
theHan^were crowding in. The bell was ringing, and the

Serpeiit was a Serpent of many coils, and the Elephant was
getting ready. The strange old woman was delighted with

the very bell. It was the beautifullest bell she had ever

heard, she said, and sounded grand

!

She asked him, when he stopped good-naturedly to shake

hands with her before going in, how long he had worked there ?

" A dozen year," he told her.
" I must kiss the hand," said she, " that has worked in this

fine factory for a dozen year! " And she lifted it, though he

would have prevented her, and put it to her lips. What
harmonyjbesides her age and her simplicityT surrounded hf,
Ifte did^not lEnowj but even in this fantastic action there was
a something neither out of time nor place : a something which

it seemed as if nobody else cou^d have made as serious, or done
with such a natural and touching air.

He had been at his loom full half an hour, thinking about

this old woman, when, having occasion to move round the

loom fjr its adjustment, he glanced through a window which
was in his comer, and saw her still looking up at the pile of

building, lost in admiration. Heedless of the smoke and
mud and wet, and of her two long journeys, she was gazing

at it, as if the heavy thrum that issued from its many stories

were proud music to her.

She was gone by-and-by, and the day went after her, and
the Hghts sprung up again, and the Express whirled in full

sip! it of the Fairy Palac^ oyer tiie arches near: little felt

amidthe jamnV<m thb fAactiiriery, and scarcely heard above
its crash and rattle. Long before then his thoughts had
gone back to the dreary room above the little shop, and to

the shameful figure heavy on thebe^f^ butheavier on his heart.

Machinery slackened; thl-obbrng'^fpebiy like a fainting

pulse; stopped. The bell again ; the'^gl^e of light and heat

dispelled ; the factories, looming heavy in the black wet night
:—their tall chimneys rising up into the air like competing
Towers of Babel.

He had spoken to Rachael only last night, it was true, and
had walked with her a Httle way; but he had his new mis-

.: :

HI
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)

fortune on him, in which no oneelse could give him a moment's
relief, and, for the sake of it, and because he knew himself
to want that softening of his anger which no voice but hers
could effect, he felt he might so far disregard what she had
said as to wait for her again. He waited, but she had eluded
him. She was gone. On no other night in the year could he
so ill have spared her patient face.

01 Better to have no home^in_which^tp lay his head, than
tohavea home'trnd dread to go to it, through such a cause.

He ate and drank,'T6rh6 waS"e3thaasted—tSifBirBtttelaiew
or cared what; and he wandered about in the chill rain,

thinking and thinking, and brooding and brooding.

No word of a new marriage had ever passed between them

;

but Rachael had taken great pity on him years ago, and to
her alone he had opened his closed heart all this time, on
the subject of his miseries; and he knew very well that if he
were free to ask her, she would take him. He thought of

the home he might at that moment have been seeking with
pleasure and pride; of the different man he might have been
that night; of the lightness then in his now heavy-laden
breast; of the then restored honour, self-respect, and tran-
quillity all torn to pieces. He thought of the waste of the
best part of his life, of the change it made in his character
for the worse every day, of the dreadful nature of his exist-

ence, bound hand and foot, to a dead woman, and tormented
by a demon in her shape. He thought of Rachael, how young
when they were first brought together in these circumstances,
how mature now, how soon to grow old. He thought of
the number of girls and women she had seen marry, how
many homes with children in them she had seen grow up
around her, how she had contentedly pursued her own lone
quiet path—for him—and how he had sometimes seen a
shade of melancholy on her blessed face, that smote him
with remorse and despair. He set the picture of her up,
beside the infamous image of last night; and thought. Could
it be, that the whole earthly course of one so gentle, good,
and self-denying, was subjugate to such a wretch as that

!

Filled with these thoughts—so filled that he had an un-
wholesome sense of growing larger, of being placed in some
new and diseased relation towards the objects among which
he passed, of seeing the iris round every misty light turn red
—he went home for shelter.
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CHAPTER XIII

RACHAEL

A CANDLE faintly burned in the window, to which the black

ladder had often been raised for the sliding away of all that

was most precious in his world to a 'itriyin&' wife and a

brood of hungry babies; and Stephen added to his other

thoughts the stem reflection, thatof dl the casualties of this

existence upbrieMtK; not one was dealt out with so unequal

a hand as Deatli. The inequality of Birth was nothii^ to

it. FoiTj say thair the child of a King and the child of a

Weaver were bom to-nigbt_in th? sajne moment, wiiat. was

t@;^paKty, to the death of any human creature who was

\
servic§ble.lo,.or beloyed by, aijpt^her^ wliilejtiMiaijgiidQiied

womaiiJiyed oaL
' From the outside of his home he gloomily passed to the

inside, with suspended breath and with a slow footstep. He
went up to his door, opened it, and so into the room.

Quiet and peace were there. Rachael was there, sitting by

the bed.

She turned her head, and the light of her face shone m
upon the midnight of his mind. She sat by the bed, watching

and tending his wife. That is to say, he saw that some one

lay there, and he knew too well it must be she ; but Rachael's

hands had put a curtain up, so that she was screened from his

eyes. Her disgraceful garments were removed, and some of

Rachael's were in the room. Everything was in its place

and order as he had always kept it, the little fire was newly

trimmed, and the hearth was freshly swept. It appeared to

him that he saw all this in Rachael's face, and looked at

nothing besides. While looking at it, it was shut out from

his view by the softened tears that filled his eyes; but not

before he had seen how earnestly she looked at him, and how
her own eyes were filled too.

She turned again towards the bed, and satisfying herself

that all was quiet there, spoke in a low, calm, cheerful voice.

" I am glad you have come at last, Stephen. You arc

very late."
" I ha' been walking up an' down."

i

II
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" I thought so. But 'tis too bad a night for that. The

rain falls very heavy, and the wmd has risen."
The wind? True. It was blowing hard. Hark to the

thundering in the chimney, and the surging noise! lo have
been out in such a wind, and not to have known it was
blowing

!

" I have been here once before, to-day, Stephen. Landlady
came round for me at dinner-time. There was some one
here that needed looking to, she said. And 'deed she was
right. All wandering and lost, Stephen. Wounded too, and
bruised."

He slowly moved to a chair and sat down, drooping his
head before her.

" I came to do what little I could, Stephen; first, for
that she worked with me when we were girls both, and for
that you courted her and married her when I was her
friend

"

He laid his furrowed forehead on his hand, with a low
groan.

" And next, for that I know your heart, and am right
sure and certain that 'tis far too merciful to let her die, or
ev_en so much as suflPer, for want of aid. Thou knowest who
said, ' Let him who is without sin among you cast the first
stone at her! ' There have been plenty to do that. Thou
art not the man to cast the last stone, Stephen, when she is
brought so low."

"ORachael, Rachael!"
" Thou hast been a cruel sufferer, Heaven reward thfee!

"

she said, in compassionate accents. " I am thy poor friend,
with all my heart and mind."
The wounds of which she had spoken, seemed to be about

the neck of the self-made outcast. She dressed them now,
still without showing her. She steeped a piece of linen in a
basin, into which she poured some liquid from a bottle, and
laid it with a gentle hand upon the sore. The three-legged
table had been drawn close to the bedside, and on it there
were two bottles. This was one.

I*
It was not so far off, but that Steph ^, following her hands

I

with his eyes, could read what was printed on it in large

j
letters. He turned of a deadly hue, and a sudden horror

Vfigemed to fall upon him.
" I will stay here, Stephen," said Rachael, quietly resuming
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her seat,
"

till the bells go Three. 'Tis to be done again at

three, and then she may be left till morning.

" But thy rest agen to-morrow's work, my dear.

"
I slept sound last night. I can wake many mghts

.

when

I am put to it. 'Tis thou who art in need of rest-^o white

and tired. Try to sleep in the chaur there, while I watdi.

Thou hadst no sleep last night, I can well believe. To-

morrow's work is far harder for thee than for me.

He heard the thundering and surgmg out of doors, and it

seemed to him as if his late angry mood were gomg about

trying to get at him. She had cast it out; she would ketp

it out; he trusted to her to defend hun from himself.

" She don't know me, Stephen; she ]ust drowsily mutters

and stares. I have spoken to her times and agam but she

don't notice! 'Tis as well so. When she comes to her right

mind once more, I shall have done what I can, and she never

^^- How'long, Rachael, is 't looked for, that she'll be so?
"

"Doctor said she would haply come to her mind to-

"""^reyes fell again on the bottle, and ^ tremble passed

over him, causing him to shiver in every limb She thought

he waTchiUed v^th the wet. " No," he said, - it was not

that. He had had a fright."

" Av"IyV coming in. When I were walking. When I

were thinking. When I-" It seized him again; and he

stood up, holding by the mantel-shelf, as he pressed his aank

cold hair down with a hand that shook as if it were ggsied^

"Stephen!" , , . u-

She was coining to him, but he stretched out his arm to

**°Pn?' Don't, please; don't. Let me see thee setten by

the bed. Let me see thee, a' so good, and so forgivmg. Let

me see thee as I see thee when I coom in.^^ I can never see

thee better than so. Never, never, never
! ''

, . , , .

He had a violent fit of trembhng, and then sunk mto his

chair After a time he controUed himself, and, resting with

an elbow on one knee, and his head upon that hand, could

look towards Rachael. Seen across the dim candle with his

moistened eyes, she looked as if she had a glory shuung roun

her head. He could have believed she had. He did beUf;ve it.

I

i?

i *
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as the noise without shook the window, rattled at the door
below, and went about the house clamouring and lamenting.

" When she gets better, Stephen, 'tis to be hoped she'll
leave thee to thyself again, and do thee no more hurt. Any-
ways we will hope so now. And now I shall keep silence
for I want thee to sleep."

*

He closed his eyes, more to please her than to rest his
weary head; but, by siow degrees as he listened to the great
noise of the wind, he ceased to hear it, or it changed into the
working of his loom, or even into the voices of the day ^iis
own included) saying what had been really said. Even this
imperfect consciousness faded away at last, and he dreamed
a long, troubled dream.
He thought that he, and some one on whom his heart had

long been set—but she was not Rachael, and that surprised
him, even in the midst of his imj^nary happiness—stood in
the church being married. While the ceremony was per-
formmg, and while he recognized among the witnesses some
whom he knew to be living, and many whom he knew to be
dead, darkness came on, succeeded by the shining of a tre-
mendous light. It broke from one line in the table of com-
mandments at the altar, and illuminated the building with
the 'vords. They were sounded through the church, too, as if
there were voices in the fiery letters. Upon this, the whole
appearance before him and around him changed, and nothing
was left as it had been, but himself and the clergyman. They
stood in the daylight before a crowd so vast, that if all
the people in the world could have been brought together
in' one space, they could not have locked, he thought, more
numerous

; and they all abhorred him, and there was not one
pitying or friendly eye among the millions that were fastened
on his face. He stood on a raised stage, under iiis own loom

;

and, looking up at the shape the loom took, and hearing the
burial service distinctly read, he knew that he was there to
suffer death. In an instant what he stood on fell below him,
and he was gone.

Out of what mystery he came back to his usual life, and to
places that he knew, he was unable to ccnsider; but he was
back in those places by some means, and with this condem-
nation upon him, that he was never, in this world or the
next, through all the unimaginable ages of eternity, to look
on Rachael's face or hear her voice. Wandering to and fro.
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unceasingly, without hope, and in ^^^5^
«fJ^.J^.^^^ ^^

what (h?only knew tJiat he was doomed to seek it), he was

Sxesubject of a nameless, horrible dread, a^^^o^^^^^j

Sne particular shape which everythmg took. Whffo^J?'

he looked at, grew into that form sooner or later. The

objearhismis^rableexistencewastopreventit^^^^^^

by any one among the various people encountered. Hope-

KUirl If hf led them out of rooms where it w^,
^

^shut up drawers and closets where it stood, he drew

SJe axrious from places where he knew it to be se.^
.

jd, and

St Sem out into the streets, the very chimneys of tne milk

Sumed that shape, and round ^^m^^^^^^^^^'l^^
Ce wind was blowing again, the ram was beaUng on the

housetops, and the larger spaces through w.iich he had

^^ontracted to the four walls of his room. Savmg

SSefire Std died out, it was as his eyes had closed upon

T^S s^mcd to haVe faUen mto a doze,m the chair by

the bed She sat wrapped in her shawl, perfectly still. The

table stiod in the same place, close by the bedside, and on rt^

S its real proportions and appearance, was the shape so oiten

''CJ^ought he saw the curtain move. He looked agam

andhewas%ureitmoved. He saw ah
^J^^^^!'^,^.

S^pe about a Uttle. Then the curtain moved more Pe^"

SSv. and the woman in the bed put it back, and sat up

^Uh her woful eyes, so haggard and wild, so h^^^^
large, she looked all round the room, and Pf^f^ t^^J^^^J
wheri he slept in his chair. Her eyes turned to that

S^er jmd she put her hand over Ihem as a shade, while

SrSikTd into it. Again they went all round the room,

sSrcely^^ach. fl ii at all, and returned to that comer

S^ thoufcrThe once more shaded them-not so much

Sol^g at him, as looking for him with a bru^sh josUnrt

that he was there-that no single trace was left m those

dXuched features, or in the mind that went along with

them of the womak he had married eighteen years before

B t tl^t he had seen her come to this by mches, he never

could have believed her to be the same.
„„ri^„ie«

All this time, as if a speU were on him, he was motionless

and powerless, except to watcb her.
.

Stupidly dozing, or communing with her incapable self

aboS nothing,^e sat for a Uttle while with her hands at
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ha ears, and her head resting on them. Presently, she
resumed her staring round the room. And now, for the
first time, her eyes stopped at the table with the bottles
on it.

Straightway she turned her eyes back to his comer, with
the defiance of last night, and moving very cautiously and
softly, stretched out her greedy lumd. She drew a mug into
the bed, and sat for a while considering which of the two
bottles she should choose. Finally, she laid her insensate
pa^p uponthebottle that haH s,yfiit anH certain death in it,

. SMTBeJore nis ey^TpuUed Wt the c"ork"wfth HerJeetE'
Dream or reality, he had no voice, nor Had he power to

stir. If this be real, and her allotted time be not yet come,
wake, Rachael, wake!
She thought of that, too. She looked at Rachael, and very

slowly, very cautiously, poured out the contents. The
draught was at her lips. A moment and she would be past
all help, let the whole world wake and come about her with
its utmost power. But in that moment Rachael started up
with a suppressed cry. The creature struggled, struck her,
seized her by the hair; but Rachael had the cup.
Stephen broke out of his chair. " Rachael, am I wakin'

or dreamin' this dreadfo' night? "

" Tis all well, Stephen. I have been asleep, myself. Tis
near three. Hush! I hear the bells."

The wind brought the sounds of the church clock to the
window. They listened, and it struck three. Stephen
looked at her, saw how pale she was, noted the disorder of
her hair, and the red marks of fingers on her forehead, and
felt assured that his senses of sight and hearing had been
awake. She held the cup in her hand even now.

" I thought it must be near three," she said, calmly pouring
from the cup into the basin, and steeping the linen as before.
" I am thankful I stayed ! 'Tis done now, when I have put
this on. There! And now she's quiet again. The few
drops in the basin I'll pour away, for 'tis bad stuff to leave
about, though ever so little of it." As she spoke, she drained
the basin into the ashes of the fire, and br \e the bottle on
the hearth.

She had nothing to do, then, but to cover herself with her
shawl before going out into the wind and rain.

"Thou'lt let me walk wi' thee at this hour, Rachael?"
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" No, Stephen. Tis but a minute, and I'm home."

"Thou'rt not fearfo';" he said it in a low voice, as

they went out at the door; "to leave me alone wi'

her!"
As she looked at him, saying, " Stephen? " he went down

on his knee before her, on the poor mean stairs, and put an

end of her shawl to his lips.

•• Thou art an Angel. Bless thee, bless thee
!

"

I am, as I have told thee, Stephen, thy poor friend.

Angels are not like me. Between them, and a working

woman fu' of faults, there is a deep gulf set. My little sister

is among them, but she is changed."

Sli rajsed her eyes for a moment as she said the words;

, n they fell again, in all their gentleness and mild-

: >ii his face.

.ou changest me from bad to good. Thou mak'st me
..^lably ' ihfo' to be more like thee, and fearfo' to lose

thee when this life is ower, and a' the muddle cleared awa*.

Thou'rt an Angel; it may be, thou hast saved my soul

alive!"

She looked at him, on his knee at her feet, with her shawl

still in his hand, and the reproof on her lips died away when

she saw the working of his face.

" I coom home desp'rate. I coom home wi'out a hope,

and mad wi' thinking that when I said a word o' complaint

I was reckoned a onreasonable Hand. I told thee I had had

a fright. It were the Poison-bottle on table. I never hurt

a livin' creetur; but happenin' so suddenly upon 't, I ^owt^
' How can / say what I might ha' done to myseha, or EerTor

both!'"
She put her two hands on his mouth, with a face of terror,

to stop him from saying more. He caught them in his un-

occupied hand, and holding them, and still clasping the

border of her shawl, said hurriedly:
" But I sec thee, Rachael, setten by the bed. I ha' seen

thee, aw this night. In my troublous sleep I ha' known thee

still to be *here. Evermore I will see thee there. I never-

more will see her or think o' her, but thou shalt be beside

her. I nevermore will see or think o' anything that angers

me, but thou, so much better than me, shalt be by th' side

on't. And so I will try t' look t' th' time, and so I will try

t' trust t' th' time, when thi - i me at last shall walk

^1
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together far awa', beyond the deep gulf, in th' country

where thy little sister is."

He kissed the border of her shawl again, and let her gOi

She bade him good night in a broken voice, and went out

into the street.

The wind blew from the quarter where the day would soon

appear, and still blew strongly. It had c eared the sky

before it, and the rain had spent itself or travelled else-

where, and the stars were bright. He stood bareheaded in

the road, watching her quick disappearance. As the shining

stars were to the heavy.(^dlfiin the window, so waskachael;

"trthe rugged faiu^ of this man, to the common experiences

of hJs life.

r

CHAPTER XIV

THE GREAT MANUFACTURER

/

Time went on in Coketown like its own machinery: so

much material wrought up, so much fuel consumed, so

many powers worn out, so much money made. But, less

inexorable than iron, steel, and brass, it brought its varying

seasons even into that wilderness of smoke and brick, and

made the only stand that ever was made in the place against

almost a
I

Its direful uniformity.
" Louisa is becoming," said Mr. Gradgrind,

young woman."
Time, with his innumerable horse-power, worked away,

not minding v. hat anybody said, and presently turned out

young Thomas a foot taller than when his father had last

taken particular notice of him.
" Thomas is becoming," said Mr. Gradgrind, " ahnost a

young man."
Time passed Thomas on in luC mill, while his father was

thinking about it, and there he stood in a long-tailed coat

and a stifiE shirt-collar.

" Really," said Mr. Gradgrind, " the period has arrived

when Thomas ought to go to Bounderby."

Time, sticking to him, passed him on into Bounderby's

Bank, made him an uunate of Bounderby's house.
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uecessiuted the purchase of his first razor, and exercised

him diligently in his calculations relative to number one.

The same great manufacturer, always with an immense

variety of work on hand, in every stage of development,

passed Sissy onward in his mill, and worked her up into

a very pretty article indeed.

"I fear, Jupe," said Mr. Gradgrind, "that your con-

tinuance at the school any longer would be useless."

"I am afraid it would. Sir," Sissy answered with a
curtsey.
*" I canrot disguise from you, Jupe," said Mr. Gradgrind,

knittip'^ his brow, " that the result of your probation there

has J. pointed me; has greatly disappointed me. You
have now acquired, under Mr. and Mrs. M*Choakumchild,

anything like that amount of exact knowledge which I

looked for. You are extremely deficient in your facts.

Your acquaintance with figures is very limited. You arc

altogether backward, and below the mark."
*' I am sorry, Sir," she returned; *' but I know it is quite

true. Yet I have tried hard. Sir."

" Yes," said Mr. Gradgrind, " yes, I believe you have tried

hard ; I have observed you, and I can find no fault in that

respect."

"Thank you, £. . I have thought sometimes;" Sissy

very timid here; " that perhaps I tried to learn too much,
and that if I had asked .o be allowed to try a little less,

I might have "

"No, Jupe, no," said Mr. Gradgrind, shaking his head

in his profoundest and most eminently practical way. " No.

The course you pursued, you pursued according to the system

—the system—and there is no more to be said about it. I

can only suppose that the circumstances of your early life

were too unfavourable to the development of your reasoning

powers, and that we began too late. Still, as T have said

already, I am disappointed."
" I wish I could have made a better acknowledgment, Sir,

of your kindness to a poor forlorn girl who had no claim

upon you, and of your protection of her."
•' Don't shed tears," said Mr. Gradgrind. " Don't shed

tears. I don't complain of you. You are an affectionate,

earnest, good young woman - jid — and we must make
that do."

4



82 Hard Times

" Thank you, Sir, ver>' much," said Sissy, with a grateful

curtsey.
" You arc useful to Mrs. Gradgrind, and (in a generally

rvading way) you are serviceable in the family also; so

i understand from Miss Louisa, and, indeed, so I have

observed myself. I therefore hope," said Mr. Gradgrind,
" that you can make yourself happy in those relations."

" I should have nothing to wish, Sir, if
"

" I understand you," said Mr. Gradgrind; " you still refer

to your father. I have heard from Miss Louisa that you

still preserve that bottle. Well! If your training in the

science of arriving at exact results had been more successful,

you would have been wiser on tnese points. I will say no

morp."
He really liked Sissy too well to have a contempt for her;

otherwise he held her calculating powers in such very slight

estimation that he must have fallen upon that conclusion.

Somehow or other, he had become possessed by an idea that

there was something in this girl which could hardly be set

forth in a tabular ioim. Her capacity of definition might

be easily stated ' ; very low figure, her mathematical

knowledge at nothing; yet he was not sure that if he had

been required, for example, to tick her off into colunuis in

a parliamentary return, he would have quite known how to

divide her.

In some stages of his manufacture of the human fabric,

the processes of Time are very rapid. Young Thomas and

Sissy being both at such a stage of their working up, these

changes were effected in a year or two ; while Mr. Gradgrind

himself seemed stationary in his course, and underwert no
alteration.

Except one, which was apart from his necessary progress

through the mill. Time hustled him into a little noisy and

rather dirty machinery, in a by-comer, and made him Member
of Parliament for G>ketown: one of the respected members
for ounce weights and measures, one of the representatives

of the multiplication table, one of the deaf honourable

gentleme-^ dumb honourable gentlemen, blind honourable

geatler , lame honourable gentlemen, dead honourable

gentlemen, to every other consideration. Else wherefore

I
live we in a Christian land, eighteen hundred and odd years

\ after our Master?
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All thiF while, Louisa had been passing on, so quiet and

reserved, and so much a 'cn to watching the bnght ashes at

twilight as they fell into the grate and became extinct, that

rom the period when her father had said she was ahnost

a voung woman- which seemed but yesterday -she had

scarcely attracted his notice again, when he found her quite

*
-°Qiitr™ySung woman," said Mr. Gradgrind, musing.

'

sJon Tfter this discover> . he became more thoughtful than

usual for several days, and seemed much engrossed by one

subject. On a certiin night, when "^e was gomf out, and

C\sa came to bid him good-bye ^lore his dej ure-a*

he was not to be home until late and she v-ould n see him

again until the moming-he held her m hts .-.rms, looking

at her in his kindest manner, and said:

" My dear Louisa, you are a \ -i an

.

, 1 ^t *u«

She answered with the old, c,. ck, searohmg look of the

night when she was found at the Circus; then cast down

her eves. " Yes, father." .

" My dear," said Mr. Gradgrind, " I must speak with you

alone 4nd seriously. Come to me in my room after breakfast

to-morrow, will you?
"

" Yes, father."
. ^ «. ^n>"

" Your hands are rather cold, Louisa. Areyounot well?

" Quite well, father."

" And cheerful?

"

, . , ,. „„„,
She looked at him ag?'

'

and smiled in K.r peculiar manner

"
I am as cheerful, fac. as I usually am, or usually have

^^'"xhat's well," said Mr. Gradgrind. So, he kissed her and

went away; and Louisa returned to the serene apartment

of ?L Setting character, and leaning her elbov on her

^d! looked again at the short-lived sparks that so soon

subsided into ashes.
, 1 • • * t.u^

'« Are you there, Loo? " said her brother, looking m at tlie

door. He was ^ite a young gentleman of pleasure now,

and not quite atprefiossessing[one. u •
i,;«>

"Dear Tom,^she answeAd, nsing and embracing him,

" how long is it since you have been to see me ?

'«Whv I have been otherwise engaged. Loo, m tne

evenings; and in the daytime old Bounderby has been
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keeping me at it rather. But I touch him up with you
when he comes it too strong, and so we preserve an under-
standing. I say! Has father said anything particular to

you to-day or yesterday, Loo? "

" No, Tom. But he told me to-night that he wished to

do so in the morning."
" Ah! That's what I mean," said Tom. " Do you know

where he is to-night? "—with a very deep expression.
" No."
" Then I'll tell you. He's with old Bounderby. They are

having a regulaifconfajj) together up at the Bank. Why at

the Bank, do yovfTKmk? Well, I'll tell you again. To
keep Mrs. Sparsit's ears as far off as possible, I expect."

With her hand upon her brother's shoulder, Louisa still

stood looking at the fire. Her brother glanced at her face

with greater interest than usual, and, encircling her waist

with his arm, drew her coaxingly to him.
" You are very fond of me, an't you, Loo? "

" Indeed I am, Tom, though you do let such long intervals

go by without coming to see me."
" Well, sister of mine," said Tom, " when you say that,

you are near my thoughts. We might be so much oftener

together—mightn't we? Always together, almost—mightn't
we? It would do me a great deal of good if you were to

make up your mind to I know what. Loo. Itlwould J3e_a

splendid thing for me. It would be uncpmrn^lyjollyj
"

Her thoughtfulness baffled his cunning scrutiny. He could

make nothing of her face. He ]^ressed her in his arm, and
kissed her cheek. She returned the kiss, but still looked at

the fire.

" I say. Loo! I thought I'd come, and just hint to you
what was going on: though I supposed you'd most likely

guess, even if you didn't know. I can't stay, because I'm
engaged to some fellows to-night. You won't forget how
fond you are of me? "

" No, dear Tom, I won't forget,"
" That's a capital girl," said Tom. " Good-bye, Loo."
She gave him an affectionate good-night, and went out

with him to the door, whence the fires of Coketown could

be seen, making the distance lurid. She stood there, looking

steadfastly towards them, and listening to his departing

steps. They retreated quickly, as glad to get away from
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Stone Lodee: and she stood there yet, when he was gone

^dallw« quiet. It seemed as if, first in her own fire

;5Srthe house, and then in the fiey haze ^^J^out^she

Scd to discover what kind of woof Old Time that greatwt

.Sd long^t-established Spimier of aU, would weave fom
I Se thrlds he had already spun mto a woman But lus

i factory is a secret place, his work is noiseless, and his Hands

I are mutes.

CHAPTER XV

FATHER AND DAUGHTER

AiTirniirH Mr Gradgrind did not take after Blue Beard, his

room wTquite a Sue^amber in its abundance of blue books.

Xt^v^rThey could prove (which is usually anything you

EIhey proved there, in an' army constantly strengthenmg

bv the Sal of new recruits. In that charmed apartment,

^e mos^ompUcated social qu^tions were cast up, got mo
«act totals, and finally settled-if those concerned could

oX have bUn brought to know it. ^ if ?« ^t'^o^Xt
observator / should be made without any wmdows, and the

S^^omer within should arrange the starry universe solely

Sf̂ n^k,^d paper, so Mr. Gradgrind, in hts Observatory

iLdth^e are ma"y like it), had no need to cast an eye upon

the teeming myriads of human^bemgs around him, but could

^^eS their destinies on a^Ial5>and wipe out all their

tears with one dirtv little bit of sponger/

ToT^ Observatory, then: a stemVoom, with a deadly

statistical clock in it, which me^ured every second vnth a

St like a rap upon a coffin-Ud; Louisa repaired on the

anointed mo^in^ A window looked towards Coketown;

3 when she sat down near her father's table she saw he

high chimneys and the long tra-ts of smoke loommg m the

'^^y'^SL&'aid her father, «' I prepared you last

nighfL give me yfur s^^^^^^^^^^^

we are now going to nave togetner. xuu iw-vc u

tbe education you have received, that I have perfect con
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I

I I
iidence in your good sense. Ypu arejiot ugEslsiveiYWi -W«

\ |not.^antic, you are accustomed to vi^i^everyiEM fromW ?ml.!^°Ji'^si6n^e grbiplTr^on anj calculation.
^-^

i IFrom that ground alone, I know you will view ancl' cbiisiaer
what I am going to communicate."
He waited, as if he would have been glad that she said

something. But she said never a word.
" Louisa, my dear, you are the subject of a proposal of

marriage that has been made to me."
Again he waited, and again she answered not one word.

This so far surprised him, as to induce him gently to repeat,
" a proposal of marriage, my dear." To which she returned,
without any visible emotion whatever:

" I hear you, father. I am attending, I assure you."
•• Well! " said Mr. Gradgrind, breaking into a smile, after

being for the momttit at a loss, " you are even more dispas-
sionate than I expected, Louisa. Or, perhaps, you are not
unprepared for the announcement I have it in charge to
make? "

" I cannot say that, father, until I hear it. Prepared or
unprepared, I wish to hear it all from you. I wish to hear
you state it to me, father."

Strange to relate, Mr. Gradgrind was not so collected at
this moment as his daughter was. He took a paper-knife in
his hand, turned it over, laid it down, took it up again, and
even then had to look along the blade of it, considering how
to go on.

" What you say, my dear Louisa, is perfectly reasonable.
I have undertaken then to let you know that in short,
that Mr. Bounderby has inforaied me that he has long
watched your progress with particular interest and pleasure,
and has long hoped that the time might ultimately arrive
when he should offer you his hand in marriage. That time,
to which he has so long, and certainly with great constancy'
looked forward, is now come. Mr. Bounderby has made his
proposal of marriage to me, and has entreated me to make
it known to you, and to express his hope that you will take
it into your favourable consideration."

Silence between them. The deadly statistical clock very
hollow. The distant smoke very black and heavy.

" Father," ;:aid Louisa, " do you think I love Mr. Bouu-
- derby?"
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Mr. Gradgrind was extremely discomfited by this unex-

pected question. «'WeU,my chUd," he returned, I-really

—cannot take upon myself to say."
" Father," pursued Louisa in exactly the same voice as

before, " do you ask me to love Mr. Bounderby?
" My dear Louisa, no. No. I ask nothmg.

" Father," she stiU pursued, " does Mr. Bounderby ask me

to love him?
" .,,,.. j'rc u *.»

" Really, my dear," said Mr. Gradgnnd, it is difficult to

answer your question
"

, v » >»

" Difficult to answer it, Yes or No, father ?

" Certainly, my dear. Because; " here was something to

demonstrate, and it set him up again; " because the reply

depends so materially, Louisa, on the sense m which we use

the expression. Now, Mr. Bounderby does not do you the

iniustice, and does not do himself the.mjustice, of pretendmg

to anything fanciful, fantastic, or (I am using synonymous

terms) sentimental. Mr. Bounderby would have seen you

grow up under his eyes, to very little purpose, if he could so

far forget what is due to your good sense, not to say to his,

as to address you from any such ground. Therefore, perhaps

the expression itself—I merely suggest this to you, my dear

•may be a little misplaced."
, j rofi,„? »•

" What would you advise me to use in its^5|ead, father.'-

" Why my dear Louisa," said Mr. Gradgnnd, completely

Irecovered by this time, " I would advise you (smce you ask

me) to consider this question, as you have been accustomed

jto consider every other question, simply as one of tangible

'sliFact. The ignorant and the giddy may embairass such

TSubiects with irrelevant fancies, and other absurdities that

^
have no existence, properly viewed-really no existence-but

it is no compliment to you to say, that you know better.

Now, what are the Facts of this case ? You are, we will say

in round numbers, twenty years of age; Mr. Bounderby is,

we wiU say in round numbers, fifty. There is some disparity

in your respective years, but in yourmeans and positions there

is none: on the contrary, there is a great sultab^llt>^ Then

^ the question arises, Is this one disparity sufficient to operate

as a bar to such a marriage? In considering this question,

it is not unimportiuit to take into account the stati ics ot

marriage, so far as they have yet been obtamed, in England

and Wales. I find, on reference to the figures, that a large
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^ propr rtion of these marriages are contracted between parties

N^
I

of very unequal ages, and that the elder of these contracting

\
parties is, in rather more than three-fourths of these instances,

the bridegroom. It is remarkable as showing the wide pre-

valence of this law, that among the natives of the British

possessions in India, also in a considerable part of China, and
among the Calmucks of Tartary, the 'best means of computa-
tion yet furnished us by travellers, yield similar results. The

I disparity I have mentioned, therefore, almost ceases to be
^disparity, and (virtually) all but disappears."

' What do you recommend, father," asked Louisa, her
reserved compo.5ure not in the least affected by these gratify-

ing results, '* that I should substitute for the term I used just

now? For the misplaced expression?
"

" Louisa," returned her father, " it appears to me that

nothing can be plainer. Confining yourself rigidly to Fact,

the question of Fact you state to yourself is: Does Mr.
Bounderby ask me to marry him? Yes, he does. The sole

remaining question then is: Shall I marry him? I think

nothing can be plainer than that? "

" Shall I marry him? " repeated Louisa, with great de-

liberation, f .;

" P^fciyfety. Arid it is satisfactory to me, as your father,

my dear Louisa, to know that you do not come to the con-

sideration of that question with the previous habits of mind,
and habits of life, that belong to many young women."

" No, father," she returned, " I do not."
" I now leave you to judge for yourself," said Mr. Giad-

grind. " I have stated the case, as such cases are usually

stated among practical minds ; I have stated it, as the case

of your mother and myself was stated in its time. The rest,

m3i dear Louisa, is for you to decide."

."""^xoTO. the beginning, she had sat looking at him fixedly.

/ As he now leaned back in his chair, and bent his deep-set

/ eyes upon her in his turn, perhaps he might have seen one
/ wavering moment in her, when she was impelled to throw
/ herself upon his breast, and give him the pent-up confidences

/ of her heart. But, to see it, he must have overleaped at a

't

t bound the\artificial barriers he .ad for many years been
I erecting, between himself and all those subtie essences of

(humanity which will elude the utmost cup-'ng of algebra}

until the last trumpet ever to be sounded shall blow even

IH
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jal«bra to wreck. The barriers were too many and too high^

C such a leap. With his u» bending, utihtanan, matter-of- U

ifact face, he l^rdened her again; and the mo nent shot away

into the plumbless depths of the past, to mi. ;le with all the l

iost opportunities that arp drowned there.
i«„n:„„

^Removing her eyes from him she sat so long booking

silently towards the town, that hn said, at length, i^je

you consulting the chimneys of the Coketownv^rks, Lou^?/

"There seems to be nothing there but langhid and m6hd-

fcSn'otis staSeV:/ Yet when the night comes, Firr: bursts out,

father! " she answered, tummg quickly.

" Of course I know that, Louisa. I do not see the app ica-

tion of the remark." To do him justice he did not, at aU.

She passed it away with a sUght motion of he^.h^nd ^^"^

concentrating hor attention upon hun '^g?"^^f^/p, -f^^f;!
have often bought that life is very short.' -This was so

distinctly one of his subjects that he interposed

V -"It is short, no doubt, my dear. Still, tha average

; duration of human Ufe is proved to have increased of late

'

vears The calculations of various Ufe assurance and annuity

i office^, among other figures which cannot go wrong, have

established the fact."
^^

"
I speak of my own life, father.

. , ,, ^ ,

>-t!r?naBc9? %fin:," saicT Mr. Gradgrind, " I need not

point out to you, Louisa, that it is^ governed by the laws

which govern lives in the aggregate."
,. . _ ^, .,

" While it lasts, I would wish to do the littie I can, and the

little I am fit for. ^^Sat3QM:.a3BigiitL"

Mr. Gradgrind seeined rather at a loss to understand the

la. four words; replying, "How, matter? What matter,

"^
" ]^!^Bounderby," she went ou in a steady, straight way,

without regarding this, " ^ks me to "^^"y. .%J.
^j!

question I have to ask myself is, shall I marry hunr .hat is

so, father, is it not? You have told me so, father. Have

you not?
"

" Certainly, my dear."
, .^ ,., ^ 4.„i,« r«.

" Let it be so. Since Mr. Bounderby likes to take me

thus I am sr ,«fied to accept his proposal. TeU him, father,

as soon as y.a please, that this w^ my ,af^"- .
^^P^^^^*;

word for word, if you can, because I should wish him to know

what I said."

i

I

I

If
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" It is quite right, my dear," retorted her father approv-
ingly, " to be exact. I will observe your very proper request.

Have you any wish in reference to the period of your
marriage, my child ?

"

•* None, father. What does it matter ?
"

Mr. Gradgrind had drawn his chair a little nearer lo her,

and taken her hand. But, her repetition of these words
seemed to strike with some little discord on his ear. He
paused to look at her, and, still holding her hand, said:

" Louisa, I have not considered it essential to ask you one
question, because the possibility implied in it appeared to me
to be too remdffer iBut perhaps I ought to do so. You have
never entMairied in secret any other ^«>^al?'

" Father," she returned, almost scornfully,

nrnposa] ^^j
have been ma

W^fttJiaY?-l,bc<rP^'*W^'*t yf| my heart's exper
" My dear Louisa," returned Mr. Gradgrind, reassured and

satisfied. " You correct me justly. I merely wished to dis-

^charge my duty."
" ' What do / know, father," said Louisa in her quiet

(manner, " of tastes and fancies; of aspirations and affections

;

of all that part of my nature in which such light things

might have been nourished.? What escage have I had from
problems thatxpuld be demonstrated^Mg^SSfies'tBat could

U^eg^gg^^iS sKerig^ulfit, sh'6 unconsciously closed her

KSnoTasu" upon a solid object, and slowly opened it as

thotigh she were releasing dust or ash.
" My dear," assented her eminently practical parent,

/' quite true, quite true."

I
" Why, father," she pursued, " what a strange question to

I ask me I The baby-preference that even I have heard of as

I common among children, has never had its innocent resting-

I
place in my breast. \you have been so careful of me, that

I I never had a child's heart. You have trained me so well,

I that I never dreamed a child's dream. You have dealt so

[wisely with me, father, from my cradle to this hour, that I

Miever had a child's belief or a child's fear.'H

\ Mr. Gradgrind was quite mqvgd by his suwess, and by this

testimony to it. " My dear''Louisa,^'"sard he, " you abun-
dantly repay my care. Kiss me, my dear girl."

So, his daughter kissed him. Detaining her in his embrace,

he said, " I may assure you now, my favourite child, that

^
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T am made haopv bv the sound decision at which you have

aiS^^ Mr sCaerby is a very remarkable man; and

Xuttle disparity ca^ be said to exist between you-if

^virmore than counterbalanced by the tone your mmd

SSI acquTre^ It has always been my object so to educate

;S^,Tthat you might, while still in your early youth be

Si may so express myself) almost any age. Kiss mc once

more Louisa. W, let us go and find your mother.

\crordingly, they went dowr to the drawmg-rgom, where

th; eTeemed lidy w^th no nomense about her, was r ocumheitf 7

2 usSwhSe ^SiTsy worked beside her. She gave some

feeble sknlo returi^ing animation when they entered a«d

pre^Sit^the^f^^^ transparency' was presented m a stttmg

***' Mrs' Gradgrind," said her husband, who had waited for

the acSevS of'this feat with some impatience, alow

me to present to you Mrs. Bounderby.

'•Oh" said Mrs. Gradgrind, "so you have settled it!

Well I'm sure I hope your health may be good, L9Ujsa; or

H your head begins to spUt as soon as you are married, which

wi ?he case with minefI camiot consider that you are to be

:n"iS!tTough I have'no doubt. you thinjc you ar^'j^,^^

eirls do. However, I give you joy. .i.y dear-and I hope

?ou may now turn ku your ological studies to good account,

r^ sure I do! I must give you a kiss of congratulation,

Lo^saTbut don't touch my right shoulder, for there^^^^ome;

tWn- Amning down it all day long. And now you see

Sp«ed Mrs. Gradgrind, adjusting her shawk a^ter the

^ectionate ceremony, « I shall be worrying myself, morning,

noon, and night, to know what I am to call him

!

"Mrs. Gradgrind," said her husband, solemnly, what do

^°"
Whatever I am to call him^ Mr. Gradgrind, when he is

married to Louisa! I must call liim something, "s im

poSe,'' safd Mrs. Gradgrind, with a mingled sense of Pdi^e-

ness and iniurv,
" to be constantly addressmg him and never

SSma?ine. I cannot call him Josiah for the name

STnsupportable to me. You yourself wouldn't hear of Joe,

you veS^ well know. Am I to call my own son-m-law,

SSter? Not, I believe, unless the time has arrived when

JTan invalid, I am to be trampled upon by my relatio.--

rhen, what am I to call him?
"

t

sit
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Nobody present having any suggestion to oflFer in the
remarkable emergency, Mrs. Gradgrind departed this life for
the time bein^, after delivering the following ^^pni to her
remarks already executed:

" As to the wedding, all I ask, Louisa, is,—and I ask it

with a fluttering in my chest, which actually extends to the
soles of my feet,—that it may take place soon. Otherwise,
I know it is one of those subjects I shall never hear the
last of."

When Mr. Gradgrind had presented Mrs. Bounderby, Sissy
had suddenly turned her head, and looked, in wonder, in pity,
in sorrow, in doubt, in a multitude of emotions, towards
Louisa. Louisa ha ' known it, and seen it, without looking
at her. . From that, nioment she was impassive^ proud and
cold—held Sissy at a distahce-^hange^to'liaraltogether.

iiO-
/J

^-"^'jjLv^
1^'

CHAPTER XVI

HUSBAND AND WIFE

Mr. Bounderby's first disquietude on hearing of his happi-
ness, was occasioned by the necessity of imparting it to
Mrs. Sparsit. He could not make up his mind how to do
that, or what the consequences of the step might be. Whether
she would instantly depart, bag and ba^i^rage, to Lady
Scadgers, or would positively refuse to budge from the
premises; whether she would be plaintive or abusive, tearful
or tearing; whether she would break her heart, or break the
looking-glass; Mr. Bounderby could not at all foresee.
However, as it must be done, he had no choice but to do it;

so, after attempting sevend letters, and failing in them all, he
resolved to do it by word of mouth.
On his way home, on the evening he set aside for this

momentous purpose, he took the precaution of stepping into
a chemist's shop and buying a bottle of the very strongest
smelling-salts. " By George !

" said Mr. Bounderby, " if she
takes it in the fainting way, I'll have the skin ofE her nose,
at all events !

" But, in spite of being thus forearmed, he
entered his own house with anything but a courageous air;
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and appeared before the object of his misgiviMS^Jke a dog

who was conscious of coming direct from the pantry.^

"Goodevening, Mr. Bounderby!"
" Good evening, ma'am, good evemng." He drew up his

chair, and Mrs. Sparsit drew back hers, as who should say,

" Your fireside, Sir. I freely admit it. It is for you to

"^§^oi'ti!;;is:NS?;rma^^
" Thank you, Sir," said Mrs. Sparsit, and returned, though

short of her former position.
. ^ . • * i

Mr. Bounderby sat looking at her, as, with the pomts oi

a stiff, sharp pair of scissors she picked o^^t )^ioTSome

inscrutable ornamental purpose, m a piece of^wjy ^
operation which, taken in connexion with the bushy eyebrows

2id the Roman nose, suggested with some hyehness the idea

of a hawk engaged upon the eyes of a tough little bird. She

was so steadfastly occupied, that many minutes elapsed before

she looked up from her work ; when she did so Mr. Bounderby

bespoke her attention with a hitch of his head.

"Mrs. Sparsit, ma'am," said Mr. Bounderby, Pitting his

hands in his pockets, and assunng hunself with his nght hand

that the cork of the little bottle was ready for use, I have

on occasion to say to you, that you are not only a lady bom

and bred, but a devilish sensible woman.
, ^ ^ ,.

"
Sir," returned the lady, " this is indeed not the first time

that you have honoured me with similar expressions of your

^°°
Mre! Sparsit, ma'am," said Mr. Bounderby, " I am going

to astonish you."- \ '
. . . , ,

" Yes Sir? " returned Mrs. Sparsit, mterrogatively, and

in the most tranquil manner possible. She generally wore

mittens, and she now laid down her work, and smoothed

those mittens.' , ., ^
" I am going, ma'am," said Bounderby, to marry Tom

Gradgrind's daughter."
" Yes, Sir," returned Mrs. Sparsit. " I hope you may be

happv, Mr. Bounderby. Oh, indeed I hope you may be

happy Sir!" And she said it with such great condescension 3..

as well as with such great compassion for him, that Boun-

derby,—far more disconcerted than if she had thrown her

workbox at the mirror, or swooned on the hearthrug,—corked

up the smelling-salts tight in his pocket, and thought, Now
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m^

{'confoundHhis woman, who could have even guessed that she

"^uld take it in this way? "

" I wish with all my heart, Sir," said Mrs. Sparsit, in

a highly superior manner ; somehow she seemed, in a moment,
to have established a right to pity him ever afterwards ;

" that

you may be in all respects very happy."
" Well, ma'am," returned Bounderby, with some resent-

ment in his tone: which was clearly lowered, though in spite

of himself, " I am obliged to you. I hope I shall l^."
•' Do you. Sir? " said Mrs. Sparsit, with great ,affabi]iij^

" But naturally you do: of course you do."

A very awkward pause on Mr. Bounderby's part, succeeded.

Mrs. Sparsit sedately resumed her work and occasionally gave

a small cough, which sounded like the cough of conscious

strength and forbearance.
" Well, ma'am," resumed Bounderby, " under these circum-

stances, I imagine it would not be agreeable to a character

like yours to remain here, though vou would be very welcome

here."
" Oh, dear no. Sir, I could on no account think of that!

"

Mrs. Sparsit shook her head, still in her highly superior

manner, and a little changed the small cough—coughing now,

as if the spirit of prophecy rose within her, but had better

be coughed down.
" However, ma'am," said Bounderby, " there are apart-

ments at the Bank, where a bom-and-bred lady, as keeper of

the place, would be rather a catch than otherwise; and if the

same terms
"

" I beg your pardon, Sir. You were so good as to promise

that you would always substitute the phrase, annual com-

pliment."
" Well, ma'am, annual compliment. If the same annual

compliment would be acceptable there, why, I see nothing

to part us, unless you do."
" Sir." returned Mrs. Sparsit. " The proposal is like

yourself, and if the position I shall assume at the Bank is

one that I could occupy without descending lower in the

social scale
"

" Why, of course it is," said Bcanderby. " If it was not,

ma'am, you don't suppose that I should offer it to a lady

I

who has moved in the society ynu have moved in. Not that

I care for such society, you know ! But you do."

• r ." 1
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" Mr. Bounderby, you are very considerate."

" You'll have your own private apartments, and you U have

your coals and your candles, and all the rest of it, and you'll

have your maid to attend upon you, and you'll have your

light porter to protect you, and you'll be what I take the

liberty of considering precious comfortable," said Bounderby.

" Sir," rejoined Mrs. Sjiarsit, " say no more. In yielding

up my trust here, I shall not be freed from the necessity of

eating the bread of dependence: " she might have said the

sweetbread, for that delicate article in a savoury brown sauce

was her favourite supper :
" and I would rather receive it from

your hand, than from any other. Therefore, Sir, I accept

your offer gratefully, and with many sincere acknowledg-

ments for past favours. And I hope. Sir," said Mrs. Sparsit,

concluding in an impressively compassionate manner, ' I

fondly hope that Miss Gradgrind may be aU you desire, and

deserve!"
Nothic* moved Mrs. Sparsit from that position any more.

It was in v.un for Bounderby to bluster or to assert himself

in any of h»s explosive ways; Mrs. Sparsit was resolved to

have compassion on him, as a Victim. She was polite,

obtigteg; cheerful, hopeful; but, the more polite, the more

obliging, Che more cheerful, the more hopeful, the more

Exemplary altogether, she; the forlomer Sacrifice and Victim,

lGe: She had that tenderness for his melancholy fate, that his

great red countenance used to break out into cold perspira-

tions when she looked at him.
. . • j

Meanwhile the marriage was appointed to be solemnized

in eight weeks' time, and Mr. Bounderbv went every evening

to Stone Lodge, as an accepted v Love was made

on these occasions in the IojsljqL t tts; and, on all

occasions during the period o^betro^a,i^i^ook a manufacturing

aspect. Dresses were made, ]«weliefy ^as made, cakes aiid

gloves were made, settlements were made, and an exten'^iv^

assortment of Facts did appropriate honour to the contracts

The business was all Fact, from first to last. The Hours did

not go through any of those rosy performances, which fooUsh

poets have ascribed to them at such times; neither did the

clocks go any faster, or any slower, than at other seasons^

The deadly statistical recorder in the Gradgrind observatory

knocked every second on the head as it was bom, and buried

it with his accustomed regularity^

I
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So the dav came, m all other days come to people who
will only stick to reason; and when it came, there were

married in the church of the florid wooden legs—that popular

order of architecture—Josiah Bounderby Esquire of Coke-

town, t<^ Louisa eldest daughter of Thomas Gradgrind Esquire

of Stone Lodge, M.P. for that borough. And when they were

united in holy matrimony, they went home to breakfast

at Stone Lodge aforesaid.

There was an improving party assembled on the auspicious

occasion, who knew what everything they had to cat and

drink was made r>f, and how it was imported or exported,

and in what quantities, and in what bottoms, whether native

or foreign, and all about it. The bridesmaids, down to little

Jane Gradgrind, were, in an intellectual point of view, fit

helpmates for the calculating boy; and there was no non-

sense about any of the company.

After breakfast, the bridegroom addressed them in the

following terms:
" Ladies and gentlemen, I am Josiah Bounderby of Coke-

town. Since you have done my wife and myself the honour

of drinking our healths and happiness, I suppose I must

acknowledge the same; though, as you all know me, and

know what I am, and what my extraction was, you won't

expect a speech from a man who, when he sees a Post, says

'that's a Post,' and when he sees a Pump, says 'that's

a Pump,' and b not to be got to call a Post a Pump, or a

Pump a Post, or either of them a Toothpick. If you want a

speech this morning, my friend and father-in-law, Tom
Gradgrind, is a Member of Parliament, and you know where

to get it I am not your man. However, if I feel a little

independent when I look around this table to-day, and reflect

how little I thought of marrying Tom Gradgrind's daughter

when I was a ragged street-boy, who never washed his face

unless it was at a pump, and that not oftener than once a

fortnight, I hope I may be excused. So, I hope you like my
feeling independent; if you don't, I can't help it. I do feel

independent. Now I have mentioned, and you have men-

tioned, that I am this day married to Tom Gradgrind's

daughter. I am very glad to be so. It has long been my
wish to be so. I have watched her bringing-up, and I believe

she is worthy of me. At the same time—not to deceive you—
I believe I am worthy of her. So, I thank you, on both our

i
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parts, for the good-will you have shown towards us
;
and the

b«t wish I can give the unmarried part of the present com-

pany, is this: I hope every bachelor may find as good a wife

as I have found. And I hope every spinster may find as

good a husband as my wife has found." —
Shortly after which oration, as they were gomg on a huptiar]/

trip to Lyons, in order that Mr. Bounderby might taKe uie /

opportunity of seeing how the Hands got on m those parts,

and whether they, too, required to be fed with gold spoons;

the happy pair departed for the railroad. The bnde, in

passing downstairs, dressed for her journey, found Tom

^ine for her—flushed, either with his feelings or the

/<mouj5pait of the breakfast.

"'^What a game girl you are, to be such a first-rr •; sister,

Loo !
" whispered Tom.

She clung to him as she should have clung to some far

better nature that day, and was a little shaken ii. her reserved

composure for the first time.
,

" Old Bounderby's quite readv," said Tom. Time s up.

Good-bye ! I shall be on the look-out for you, when you come

back. Isay,mydearLoo! An't ituncommonly jolly now!

END OF THE HRSX BOOK
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BOOK THE SECOND. REAPING

I

CHAPTER I

p, EFFECTS IN THE BANK

A SUNNY midsummer day. There was such a thing some-

times, even in Coketown.

,, „,Seen from a distance in such weather, Coketown lay
"

riteouded in a Haze ot its own, which appeared impervious

to the sun's rays. You only knew the town was there,

because you knew there could have been no such sulky

^blotch upon the prospect without a town. A blur of soot

Imd OTioke, now confusedly tending this way, now that way,

now aspiring to the vault of Heaven, now murkily creeping

along the earth, as the vind rose and fell, or changed its

quarter: a dense formlessijuinble, with sheets of cross light

in it, that showed nothingbut rhasses of darkness:—Coke-

town in the distance was suggestive of itself, though not

j:^ brick of it could be seen.

The wonder was, it was there at all. It had been ruined

so often, that it was amazing how it had borne so many
shocks. Surely there never was such fragile china-ware as

that of which the f'g^QfiK^of Coketown were made. Handle

them never so liglitly, and they fell to pieces with such ease

that you might suspect th€^ of having been flawed before,

' They were rumed, wh^^ they'were required to send labouring

children to school; they were ruined when inspectors were
' appointed to look into their works; they were ruined, when

such inspectors considered it doubtful whether they were

quite justified in chopping people up with their machinery;

they were utterly undone, when it was hinted that perhaps

they need not always make quite so much smoke. Besides

Mr. Bounderby's gold spoon which was generally received

in Coketown, another prevalent fiction was very popular
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there. It took the form of a threat. Whenever a Coke-

towner felt he was ill-used—that is to say, whenever he was

not left entirely alone, and it was proposed to hold him

accountable for the consequences of any of his acts—he was

sure to come out with the awful menace, that he would

"sooner bitch his property into the Atlantic." This had

terrified the Home Secretary within an inch of his life, n

several occasions.

However, the Coketowners were so patriotic after all, that

they never had pitched their property into the Atlantic yet,

but, on the contrary, had been kind enough to take mighty

good care of it. So there it was, in the haze yonder; and it

increased and multiplied.

The streets were hot and dusty on the summer day, and

the sun was so bright that it even shone through the heavy

vapourjlrodpmg^ver Coketown, and could not be looked at

steadilyT^tolcers>merged from low underground doorways

into factory"^fds, and sat on steps, and posts, andjpalin^

wiping their swarthy visages, and contemplating coals. The

whole town seemed to be frying in oil. There was a stifling

smell of hot oil everywhere. The steam-engines shone with

it, the dresses of the glands were soiled with it, the miUs

throughout their many stbrife oozed and trickled it. The

atmosphere of those Fairy palaces was like the breath of the

^simoomh and their inhabitants, wasting with heat> toiled

languidly in the desert. But no temperature made the

melancholy mad elephants more mad or more sane. Their

wearisome heads went up and down at the same rate, in hot

weather and cold, wet weather and dry, fair weather and foul.

The measured motion of their shadows on the walls, was the

substitute Coketown had to show for the shadows of rustling

woods ; while, for the summer hum of insects, it could offer,

all the year round, from the dawn of Monday to the night

of Saturday, the whirr of shafts and wheels.

Drowsily they whirred all through this sunny day, making

the passenger more sleepy and more hot as he passed the

humming walls of the mills. Sun-blinds, and sprinklings of

water, a little cooled the main streets and the shops ; but the

mills, and the courts and alleys, baked at a fierce heat . Down
upon the river that was black and thick with dye, some Coke-

town boys who were at large—a rare sight there—rowed a

crazy boat, which made a Spumous;,track upon the water as

II
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it jogged along, while every dip of an ^ar_£tirred up vile

smells. ^But the sun itself, however tSeneficent) generally,

wa3 less kind to Coketov^a than hard froTt, andrarely looked

intently into any of its closer regions without engendering

more death than life. So does the eye of Heaven itself

become an evil eye, when incapable ofi^sordisP hands are

\
interposed between it and the things it loots upon to bless.

^ Mrs. Sparsit sat in her afternoon apartment at the Bank,

on the shadier side of the frying street. Office-hours were

over: and at that period of the day, in warm weather, she

usually embellished with her genteel presence, a managerial

board-room over the public office. Her own private sitting-

room was a story higher, at the window of which post of

observation she was ready, every morning, to greet Mr.

Bounderby, as he came across the road, with the sympathizing

recognition,jipprflpriatfr to aYictim; He had been panied
now a year; and Mrs. Sparsit had never released him from

het determined pity a moment.
The Bank offered no violence to the wholesome monotony

of the town. It was another red brick house, with black

outside shutters, green inside blinds, a black street-door up

two white steps, a brazen door-plate, and a brazen door-

handle full stop. It was a size larger than Mr. Bounderby's

house, as other houses were from a size to half-a-dozen sizes

smaller; in all other particulars, it was strictly according to

pattern.

Mrs. Sparsit was conscious that by coming in the evening-

tide among the desks and writing implements, she shed a

feminine, not to say also aristocratic, grace upon the office.

Seated, with her needlework or netting apparatus, at the

window, she had a self-laudatory sense of correcting, by her

Jadylike deportment, the rude business aspect of the place.

Twith this impression of her interesting character upon her,

Mrs. Sparsit considered herself, in some sort, the Bank Fairy.

Tbe_ townspeople who^jnjheir passing _«id repassing, saw

tier there, regarded her as the Bank Dragon keeping watch

. over thetreasures of the mine.
^ What those treasures were, Mrs. Sparsit knew as little as

t'.iey did. Gold and silver coin, precious paper, secrets that

if divulged would bring vague destruction upon vague persons

(geheirially," however, people whom she disliked), were the

chief items in her ideal catalogue thereof. For the rest, she

fe
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knew that after office-hours, she reigned supreme over all the

office furniture, and over a locked-up iron room with three

loc\s, against the door of which strong chamber the light

porter laid his head every night, on a ImcPTb^.that^
disappeared at cockcrow. Further, she was lady^E^i^qunt

over certain vaults in the basement, sharply ^spiked off from

communication with the predatory world; and over the rehcs

of the current day's work, consisting of blots of ink, worn-out

pens, fragments of ^waters; and scraps of paper torn so small,

that nothing interesting could ever be deaphered on them

when Mrs. Sparsit tried^ Lastly, she was guardian over a

little armoury of i@EIaisf^ and carbines, arrayed in vengeful

order above one ofthe official chimneypieces; and over that

respectable tradition never to be separated from a place of

business claiming to be wealthy—a row of f^re-buckets—

vessels calculated to be of no physical utility on uny occasion,

butjisefved to exercise a fine moral influence, ahnost equal

to^ujUo©, on most beholders.

j!r3eaf serving-woman and the light porter completed Mrs.

Sparsit's empire. The deaf serving-woman was rumoui^d to

be wealthy; and a saying had for years gone about among

the lower orders of Coketown, that she would be murdered

some night when the Bank was shut, for the sake of her

money. It was generally considered, indeed, that she had

been due some time, and ought to have fallen long ago;

but she had kept her life, and her situation, with an ill-

conditioned tenacity that occasioned much offence and dis-

appointment. ~^l- , ^ U1

Mrs. Span's tea was just set for her on a^rt little table,

with its tnpo4 of legs in an attitude, which she insinuated

after office-hours, into the company, of the stern leathern-)

topped, long board-table that(bestrode>he middle of the room.

The light porter placed the tea-tray on it, knuckling his fore-

head as a form of homage.
" Thank you, Bitzer," said Mrs. Sparsit.

" Thank you, ma'am," returned the light porter. He was

a very light porter indeed; as light as in the days when uc

[bimicmgly) defined a horse, for girl number twenty.

" All is shut up, Bitzer? " said Mrs. Sparsit.

" All is shut up, ma'am."
^^

.

" .\nd what," said Mrs. Sparsit, pouring out her tea, is

the news ofthe day? Anything?"

'J
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" Well, ma'am, I can't say that I have heard anything

particular. Our people are a bad lot, ma'am ; but that is

no news, unfortunately."
" What are the restlcss wretches doing now? " asked Mrs^

Sparsit.
>-'" Merely going on in the old way, ma'am. Uniting, and

f
leaguing, and engaging to stand by one another."

V " It is much to be regretted," said Mrs. Sparsit,jmaking

her nose more Roman and her eyebrows moretCbnolanlah in

the strength of her severity, " that the united mastersliirow

of any such class-combinations."

/" Yes, ma'am," said Bitzer.

/ " Being united themselves, they ought one and all to set

their faces against employing any man who is united with

\ any other man," said Mrs. Sparsit.

J
" They have done that, ma'am," returned Bitzer; " but it

* rather fell through, ma'am."
" I do not pretend to understand these things," said Mrs.

Sparsit, with dignity, " my lot ha\ang been signally cast in a

widely different sphere; and Mr. Sparsit, as a Powler, being

also quite out of the pale of any such dissensions. I only

know that these people must be conquered, and that it's high

time it was done, once for all."

" Yes, ma'am," returned Bitzer, with a demonstration of

great respect for Mrs. Sparsit's bracuJa^ authority. " You
couldn't put it clearer, I am sure^ nw'am."
As this was his usual hour for having a little confidential

chat with Mrs. Sparsit, and as he had already caught her

eye and seen that she was going to ask him something, he

made a pretence of arranging the rulers, inkstands, and so

forth, while that lady went on with her tea, glancing through

the open window, down into the street.

"Has it been a busy day, Bitzer?" asked Mrs.

Sparsit.
" Not a very busy day, my lady. About an average day."

He now and then slided into my lady, instead of ma'am, as

an involuntary acknowledgment of Mrs. Sparsit's personal

dignity and claims to reverence.

"The clerks," said Mrs. Sparsit, carefully brushing an

imperceptible crumb of bread aildJjutter from her left-hand

iftitteh, " are trustworthy, (punctual, and industrious, of

course?
"
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*' Yes, ma'am, pretty fair, ma'am. With the usual ex-

ception."

^He held the respectable office of general spy and inforaier

in the establishment, for which volunteer service he received

a present at Christmas, over and above his weekly wage. He
had grown into an extremely clear-headed, cautious, prudent

young man, who was safe to rise in the world. His mind was

so exactly regulated, that he had no affections or passions.

All his proceedings were the result of the nicest and coldest

calculation; and it was not without cause that Mrs. Sparsit

habitually observed of him, that he was a young m^n of the

steadiest principle she had ever known. ^Having satisfied

himself, on his father's death, that his mother had a right of

settlement in Coketown, this excellent young economist had

asserted that nght for her with such a steadfast adherence

to the principle of the case, that she had been shut up in the

workhouse ever since. It must be adr itted that he allowed

her half a pound of tea a year, which weak in him ; first,

because all gifts have an inevitable U icy tojpauperise'the

recipient, and secondly, because his 01 1 y reasonable transac-

' tion in that commodity would have been to buy it for as little
^^

as he could possibly give, and sell it for as much as he could

possibly gti, it having been clearly ascertained by pLlIc-

sophers that in this is comprised the whole duty of man—not
a part of man's duty, but the v/hole.

" Pretty fair, ma'am. With the usual exception, ma'am,"

repeated Bitzer.
" Ah—h! " said Mrs. Sparsit, shaking her head over her

tea-cup " ^d taking a long gulp.
" M jmas, ma'am. I doubt Mr. Thomas very much,

ma'am jn't like his - -ys at all."

" Bitzer," said Mrs. Sparsit, in a very impressive manner,
" do you recollect my having said anything to you respecting

names ?
"

" I beg your pardon, ma'am. It's quite true that you did

object to names being used, and they're always best avoided."
•' Please to remember that I have a charge here," said Mrs.

Sparsit, with her air of state. " I hold a trust here, Bitzer,

under Mr. Bounderby. However improbable both Mr.

Bounderby and myself might have deemed it years ago, that

he would ever become my patron, making me an annual

compliment, I cannot but regard him in that light. From

\
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Mr. Bounderby I have received every acknowledgment of my
sodal station, and every recognition of my family descent,

that I could possibly exgect^^Jlfire, far more. Therefore, to

my patron I will be
j

^rupinously)true. And I do not con-

sider, I will not consider, I cannot consider," said Mrs.

Sparsit, with a most extensive stock on hand of honour and

morality, " that I should he scrupulously true, if I allowed

names to be mentioned under this roof, that are unfortun-

ately—most unfortunately—no doubt of that—connected

with his."
. , . ,. J

Bitzer knuckled his forehead again, and again begged

pardon.
. ,. ., ,

" No, Bitzsr," continued Mrs. Sparsit, " say an individual,

and I will hear you ; sayMr. Thomas,and you must excuse me."
" With the usual exception, ma'am," said Bitzer, trying

back, " of an individual."
" Ah—h ! " Mrs. Sparsit repeated the ejaculation, the shake

of the head over her tea-cup, and the long gulp, as taking

up the conversation again at the point where it had been

interrupted.
" An mdividual, ma'am," said Bitzer, " has never been

what he ought to have been, since he first came into the

place. He is a dissipated, extravagant idler. He is not

worth his salt, ma'am. He wouldn't get it either, if he

hadn't a friend and relation at court, ma'am!
"

"Ah—h!" said Mrs. Sparsit, with another melancholy

shake of her head.
, • r •

" I only hope, ma'am," pursued Bitzer, " that his fnend

and relation may not supply him with the means of carrying

on. Otherwise, ma'am, we know out of whose pocket that

money comes !"

** Ah—h! " sighed Mrs. Sparsit again, with another melan-

choly shake of her head.

"He is to be pitied, ma'am. The last party I have

alluded to, is to be pitied, ma'am," said Bitzer.

" Yss_£itzer," said Mrs. Sparsit. " I have always pitied

the ^elusion) always."
" As fo an individual, ma'am," said Bitzer,^dropping his

voice and drawing nearer, " he is as unproyident^as any of

the people in this town. And you know what their improvi-

dence is, ma'am. No one could wish to know it better than

a lady of yorr eminence does."

fc:,^M
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" They would do weU," returned Mrs. Sparsit, " to take

example by you, Bitzer."
" Thank you, ma'am. But, since you do refer to me, now

look at me, ma'am. I have put by a little, ma'am, already,

frhat cratuity which I receive at Christmas, ma am :
I never

touch it. I don't even go the length of my wages, though

they're not high, ma'am. VOljLcan't they do as I have_done,

ma'am? WJiat qne person can do, another can do. 1

• This again was among the fictions of Coketown. Any

fcapitalistthere, who had made sixty thousand pounds out of

/ sixpence, always professed to wonder why the sixty thousand

nearest Hands didn't each make sixty thousand pounds out

of sixpeltHerWid more or less reproached them every one for

not accompUshing the Uttie feat. What I did you can do.

Why don't you go and do it?
, , -j nu^^-^

" As to their wanting recreations, ma am said Bitzer,

"
it's stuff and nonsense. / ^on't want recre^vions. I never /

did, and I never shaU ; I don't like 'em. As to their combm-

1

ing together; there are many of them, I have no doubt, i

that by watching and informing upon one another coud
|

earn a trifle now and then, whether in money or good will,
j

and improve their UveUhood. Then, why don't they improve

it, ma'am! It's the first consideration of a rational creaturej

and it's what they preten^ to want."
' -^

'• Pretend indeed I " said Mrs. Sparsit.

" I am sure we are constantly hearing, ma am, till it

becomes quite nauseous, concerning tl^eir wives and famihes,

said Bitzer. " Why look at me, ma'aml I don t want a wife

and family. WEjTShould-they^^^ 7:Z\
"^^ecause they are im^rssSiixSQX" said Mrs. Sparsit.

" Yes, ma'am," returned Bitzer, " tliat's where it is. If

they were more provident and less perverse, ma'am, what

would they do ? They would say, ' While my hat covers my

family,' or * while my bonnet covers my family,'—as the case

might be, ma'am—' I have only one to feed, and thats the

person I most like to feed.'
"

. r'~^^-)
" To be sure," assented Mrs. Sparsit, eating (muffin^

" Thank you, ma'am," said Bitzer, knuckUng his forehead

i

again, in return for the favour of Mrs. Sparsit s improv-

mg conversation. " Would you wish a little more hot water,

ma'am, or is there anything else that I could fetch you?

" Nothing just now, Bitzer."

f-
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" Thank you, ma'am. I shouldn't wish to disturb you at

your meals, ma'am, particularly tea, knowing your partiality

for it," said Bitzer, craning a little to look over into the
street from where he stood; " but there's a gentleman been
looking up here for a minute or so, ma'am, and he has come
across as if he was going to knock. That is his knock,
ma'am, no doubt."

He stepped to the wmdow ; and looking out, and drawing
in his head again, confirmed himself with, " Yes, ma'am.
Would you wish the gentleman to be shown in, ma'am? "

" I don't know who it can be," said Mrs. Sparsit, wiping
her mouth and arranging her mittens.

" A itranger, ma'am, evidently."
" What a stranger can want at the Bank at this time of

the evening, unless he comes upon business for which
he is too late, I don't know," said Mrs. Sparsit, " but I hold
a charge in this establishment from Mr. Bounderby, and I
will never shrink from it. If to see him is any part of the
duty I have accepted, I will see him . Use your own discretion,

Bitzer."

Here the visitor, all unconscious of Mrs. Sparsit'sTmag-
fnanimous^'words, repeated his knock so loudly that thelight
porter hastened down to open the door; while Mrs. Sparsit
took the precaution of concealing her little table, with all

its appliances upon it, in a cupboard, and then lieciamped
upstairs, that she might appear, if needful, with the greater
dignity.

" If you please, ma'am, the gentleman would wish to see
you," said Bitzer, with his light eye at Mrs. Sparsit's keyhole.
So, Mrs. Sparsit, who had improved the interval by touching
up her cap, took her classical features downstairs agam,^d
entered the board-room in the manner of a Roman f^trd^
going outside the citv walls to treat with an invadmg
general.

The visitor having strolled to the window, and being
then engaged in looking carelessly out, was as unmoved by
tihis impressive entry as man could possibly be. He stood
whistling to himself with all imaginable coohiess, with his

hat still on, and a certain air of exhaustion upon him, in

part arising from excessive summer, and in part from exces-
sive gentility. For it was to be seen with half an eye that
he was a thorough gentleman, made to the model of the time;
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weary of everything, jmd putting no more faith in anything

than Lucifer. „ . ., • u^j *^ ««
" I beUeve, Sir," quoth Mrs. Sparsit, you wished to see

"
I beg your pardon," he said, turning and removing his

hat; " pray excuse me." »„*«.i„

"Humph! " thought Mrs. Sparsit, as she made a stotely

bend.
" Five-and-thirty, good-looking, good figure, good

teeth, good voice, good breeding, wel -dressed, dark hair

bold eyes." All which Mrs. Sparsit observed in her

womanly way-like the Sultan who put his head in the

pail of water—n-rely in dipping down and coming up

again. „
" Please to be seated, Sir," said Mrs. Sparsit.

"Thank you. Allow me." He placed a chair for her, but

remained lamself carelessly lounging against the table. 1

left my servant at the railway lookmg after the luggage-

very heavy train and vast quantity of it »" Jl^^/^^-^"^
strolled on, looking about me. Exceedingly odd place. Will

you allow me to ask you if it's always as black ^ this ?

" In general much blacker," returned Mrs. Sparsit, m her

uncompromising way.
„at;«A T

"Is it possible! Excuse me: you are not a native, 1

think >
"

J
'' No Sir," returned Mrs. Sparsit. " It was once my good

or ill fortune, as it may be-before I becwne a widow-

to move in a very different sphere. My husband was a

^**'^Beg your pardon, really
! " said the stranger. " Was— ?

"

Mrs Soarsit repeated, " A Powler."
.

" Fowler Family," said the stmnger, after reflectmg a few

moments. Mrs. Sparsit . signified ass^t. The stranger

seemed a little more fatigued th^ before.

'™You must be very much bored here? " was the inference

he drew from the communication.
c„««.;^

"
I am the servant of circumstances, Sir," said Mrs. Sparsit

" and I have long adapted myself to the governing power of

"^^'
Very philosophical," returned the stranger, " and very

exeniplaVancH^u-aable] and-" It seemed to be scarcely

worth hi7whilelo finisVthe sentence, so he played with his

watch-chain wearily.

i

1

i'.

I

i i
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" May I be permitted to ask, Sir/' said Mrs. Sparsit, " vo

what I am indebted for the favour of
—

"

" Assuredly," said the stranger. " Much obliged to you
for reminding me. I am the l^arer of a letter of introduc-
tion to Mr. Bounderby the banker. Walking through this

extraordinarily black town, while they were getting dinner
ready at the hotel, I asked a fellow whom I met; one of the
working people ; who appeared to have been taking a shower-
bath of somethin^-flOHyi which 1 assume to 1^ the raw
material:

—

Mrs. Sparsit inclined her head.
"—Raw material—where Mr. Bounderby, the banker,

might reside. Upon which, misled no doubt by the word
Banker, he directed me to the Bank. Fact being, I presume,
that Mr. Bounderby the Banker does not reside in the edifice

in which I have the honour of offering this explanation? "

" No, Sir," returned Mrs. Sparsit, " he does not."
" Thank you. I had no intention of delivering my letter

at the present moment, nor have I. But strolling on to the
Bank to kill time, and having the good fortune to observe
at the window," towards which he languidly waved his hand,
then slightly bowed, " a lady of a very superior and agreeable

appearance, I considered that I could not do better than
take the Hberty of asking that lady where Mr. Bounderby
the Banker does live. Which I accordingly venture, with all

suitable apologies, to do."

The inattention and indolence of his manner were
sufficiently relieved, to Mrs. Sparsit's thinking, by a certain

gallantry at ease, which offered her homage too. Here he
was, for instance, at this moment, all but sitting on the table,

and yet lazily bending over her, as if he acknowledged an
attraction in her th*k" made her charming—in her way.

" Banks, I know, are always suspicious, and officially must
be," said the stranger, whose lightness and smoothness of

speech were pleasant likewise; suggesting matter far more
sensible and humorous than it ever contained—which was
perhaps a shrewd device of the founder of this numerous sec^
whosoever may have been that great man :

" therefore I may
observe that my letter—here it is—is from the member for

this place—Gradgrind—whom I have had the pleasure of

knowing in London."
Mrs. Sparsit recognized the hand, intimated that such

If,

ail
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confimation wasquite unnecessary, andgave Mr.Bounderby's

ftddi jss, with aU needful clues and directions in aid.

" Thousand thanks," saio the stranger. " Of course you

know the Barker well?

"

. ..t ^.«-«^«.nt
" Yes, Sir," rejoined Mrs. Sparsit. In my dependent

relation towards him, I have known him ten years.

"Quite an eternity! I think he married Gradgnnds

"Yes/' said Mrs. Sparsit, suddenly compressing her mouth,

" he had that—honour."
" The lady is quite a philosopher, I am told f

" Indeed, Sir," said Mrs. Sparsit. " Is sht?

" Excuse my impertinent curiosity," pureued the stranger,,

.fluttering over Mrs. Sparsit's eyebrows, with a<^P>t^«.tory

a^. " but you know the family, and know the wbtld. I am

abiut to know the family, and may have much to do with

them. Is the lady so very alarming? Her father gives her

such a portentously hard-headed reputation, that I have a

burning desire to know. Is she absolutely unapproachable ?

Repelkntly and stumiingly clever? I see, by your meaning

smile, you think not. You haj^ P?"^^ ^^^^ ^J?^J?:
anx-ous soul. As to age, now. Forty? Five-and-thirty?

Mr.). Sparsit laughed outright. " A chit," said she. "Not

twenty when she was married." „ , „ ^ j *u-
"I tdve you my honour, Mrs. Fowler," returned the

stranger, detaching himself from the table, " that I never

was so astonished in my life
!

"

^ ^ * ^t

It really did seem to impress hun, to the utmost extent of

his capacity of being impressed. He looked at his informant

for full a quarter of a minute, and appeared to have the

STrprise in his hand all the time. 7.,assure you, Mrs.

Powler,' ne then said, much exhausted, " that the fathers

manner prepared me for a grim and stony matunty. I am

obliged to you, of all things, for correcting so absurd a

misteke. Pray excuse my intrusion. Many thanks. Good

day'

"

• • u
He bowed himself out; and Mrs. Sparsit, hiding m the

window cuit".in, saw him languishing down the street on the

shadv side of the way, observed of all the town.

" What do you think of the gentleman, Bitzer ? she asked

the light porter, when he came to take away.
^^

" Spends a deal of money on his dress, ma am.

i
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" It must be admitted/' laid Mrs. Sparsit, " that it's very

tasteful."
" Yes, ma'am/' returned Bitzer, " if that's worth the

money."
" Besides which, ma'am/' resumed Bitzer, while he was

polishing the table, " he looks to me as if he gamed."
" It's immoral to game," said Mrs. Sparsit.
" It's ridiculous, ma'am," saidBitzer, " because the chances

are against the players."

Whether it was that the heat prevented Mrs. Sparsit from
working, or whether it was that her hand was out, she did

no work that night. She sat at the window, wL-'\ the sue

b^an to sink behind the smoke; she sat there, when the

smoke was burning red, when the colour faded from it, when
darkness seemed to rise slowly out of the ground, and creep

upward, upward, up to the house-tops, up the church steeple,

up to the summits of the factory diimneys, up to the sky.
^'

a candle in the room, Mrs. Sparsit sat at the

V th her hands before her, not thinking much of

the .
' evening; the whooping of boys, the barking

of dogs, .... rumbling of wheels, the steps and voices of

passengers, the shrill street cries, the clogs upon the pave-

ment when it was their hour for going by, the shutting-up

of shop-shutters. Not until the light porter announced that

her nocturnal sweetbread was ready, did Mrs. Sparsit arouse

herself from her reverie, and convey her dense black eye-

brows—by that time creased with meditation, as if they
needed ironing out—upstairs.

" 0, you Fool
!

" said Mrs. Sparsit, when she was alone at

her supper. Whom she meant, she did not say; but she

could scarcely have meant the sweetbread.
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JJ-' ^CHAPTER II

MR. JAMES HARTHOUSE

The Gradgrind party wanted assistance in cutting the throats

of the Graces. They went about recruiting; and where could

they enlist recruits more hopefully, than among the fine

gentlemen who, having found out everything to be worth

nothing, were equally ready for anything?

Moreover, the healthy spirits who had mounted to this

sublime height were attractive to many of the Gradgrind

school. They liked fine gentlemen; they pretended that

they did not, but they did. They became exhausted in

imitation of them; and they yaw-yawedjsrtheir speech like

them; and they served out, with axi^sxais^ air, the little

tfhouldy^tions of political economy, on which theyvjeg^ed)

their ^ciples. There never before was seen on earth such

a wonderful hybrid race as was thus produced.

Among the fine gentlemen not regularly belonging to the

Gradgrind school, there was one of a good family and a better

appearance, with a happy turn of humour which liad told

immensely with the House of Conmions on the occ?^ion of his

entertaining it with his (and the Board of Directors') view

of a railway accident, in which the most careful officers ever

known, employed by the most liberal managers ever heard

of, assisted by the finest mechanical contrivances ever

devised, the whole in action on the best line ever constructed,

had killed five people and wounded thirty-two, by a casualty

without which the excellence of the whole system would have

been positively incomplete. Among the slain was a cow, and
among the scattered articles unowned, a widow's cap. And
the honourable meml t had so tickled the House (which has

a delicate sense of humour) by putting the cap on the cow,

that it became iirf)atient of any serious reference to the

Coroner's Inquest, and brought the railway off with Cheers

and Laughter.

Now, this gentleman had a younger brother of still better

appearance than himself, who had tried life as a Comet of

Dragoons, and found it a bore; and had aftenvards tried it

in the train of an English minister abroad, and found it a

i
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bore; and had then strolled to Jerusalem, and got bored

there; and had then gone yachting about the world, and got

bored everywhere. To whom this honourable and jocular

member fraternally said one day, " Jem, there's a good open-

ing among the hard Fact fellows, and they want men. I

wonder you don't go in for statistics." Jem, rather taken

by the novelty of the idea, and very hard up for a change,

was as ready to " go in " for statistics as for anything else.

So, he went in. He coached himself up with a blue-book or

two; and his brother put it about among the hard Fact

fellows, and said, " If you want to bring in, for any place,

a handsome dog who can make you a devilish good speech,

look after my brother Jem, for he's your man." After a few

dashes in the public meeting way, Mr. Gradgrind and a

council of political sages approved of Jem, and it was resolved

to send him down to Coketown, to become known there and

in the neighbourhood. Hence the letter Jem had last night

shown to Mrs. Sparsit, which Mr. Bounderby now held in his

hand; superscribed, " Josiah Bounderby, Esquire, Banker,

Coketown. Specially to introduce James Harthouse,

Esquire. Thomas Gradgrind."

Within an hour of the receipt of this dispatch and Mr.

James Harthouse's card, Mr. Bounderby put on his hat and

went down to the Hotel. There he found Mr. James Hart-

house looking out of window, in a state of mind so dis-

consolate, that he was abeady half-disposed to "go in " for

something else.

" My name, Sir," said the visitor, " is Josiah Bounderby,

of Coketown."
Mr. James Harthouse was very happy indeed (though he

scarcely looked so) to have a pleasure he had long expected.

" Coketown, Sir," said Bounderby, obstinately taking a

chair, " is not the kind of place you have been accustomed

to. Therefore, if you will allow me—or whether you will or

not, for I am a plain man—I'll tell you something about it

before we go any further."

Mr. Harthouse would be charmed.

Don't be too sure of that," said Bounderby. " I don't

promise it. First of all, you see our smoke. That's meat

and drink to us. It's the healthiest thing in the world in

all respects, and particularly for the lungs. If you are one

of those who want us to consume it, I differ from you. We
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are not going to wear the bottoms of our boilers out auy

faster than we wear 'em out now, for all the humbugging

sentiment in Great Britain and Ireland."

By way of " going in " to the fullest extent, Mr. Harthouse

rejoined, " Mr. Bounderby, I assure you I am entirely and

completely of your way of thinking. On conviction."

" I am glad to hear it," said Bounderby. " Now, you have i

heard a lot of talk about the work in our^millsj .po doubt. /

You have? Very good. I'll state the fact of it to youy

At's the pleasantest work there is, and it's the lightest worl^

( there is, and it's the best-paid work there is. More thaA

*-eRat, we couldn't improve the mills themselves, unless w©^

laid down Turkey carpets on the floors. Which we're not \
a-going to do." }

" Mr. Bounderby, perfectly right."

" Lastly," said Bounderby, " as to our Hands. There s not

a Hand in this town. Sir, man, woman, ot child, but has one

ultimate object in life. That object is, to bejed^n turtle

soup and venison with a gold spoon. Now, they re not a-

"going—none^5r-*em'--<vcr to be fed- on turtle soup aiid

venison with a gold spoon. And now you know the place."

""Mr. Harthouse professed himself in the highest degree

instructed and refreshed, by this condensed epitome of the

whole Coketown question.
" Why, you see," replied Mr. Bounderby, " it suits my

disposition to have a full understanding with a man, par-

ticularly with a public man, when I make his acquaintance.

I have only one thing more to say to you, Mr. Harthouse,

before assuring you of the pleasure with which I shall respond,

to the utmost of my poor ability, to my friend Tom Grad-

grind's letter of introduction. You are a man of family.

Don't you deceive yourself by supposing for a moment that

I am a man of family. I am a bit of dirty riff-raff, and a

genuine scrap of tag, rag, and bobtail."

If anything could have exalted Jem's interest m Mr.

Bounderby, it would have been this very circumstance. Or,

so he told him.
" So now," said Bounderby, " we may shake hands on

equal terms. I say, equal terms, because although I know

what I am, and the exact depth of the'^tter I have lifted

myself out of, better than any man does, I am as proud

as you are, I am just as proud as you are. Having now
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asserted my independence in a proper manner, I may come
to how do you find yourself, and I hope you're pretty well."

The better, Mr. Harthousegaye him to understand as they
shook hands, for the '^alumT^ air of Coketown. Mr.
Bounderby received the answer with favour.

" Perhaps you know," said he, " or perhaps you don't

know, I married Tom Gradgrind's daughter. If you have
nothing better to do than to walk up town with me, I shall

be glad to introduce you to Tom Gradgrind's daughter."
" Mr. Bound. rby," said Jem, " you anticipate my dearest

wishes."

They went < ".t without further discourse; and Mr.

Bounderby piiii.id the new acquaintance who so strongly

contrasted with him, to the private red brick dwelling, with

the black outside shutters, the green inside blinds, and the

black street door up the two white steps. In the drawing-

room of which mansion, there presently entered to them the

most remarkable girl Mr. James Harthouse had ever seen.

r'Bhe was so constrained, and yet so careless ; so reserved, and
/ yet so watchful; so cold and proud , and yet so sensitively

I ashamed of her husband'^jBraggart; humility—from which

I
she shrunk as if every example oFil were a cut or a blow;

that it was quite a new sensation to observe her. In face

she was no less remarkable than in manner. Her features

were handsome; but their natural play was so locked up,

that it seemed impossible to guess at their genuine expres-

sion. Utterly indifferent, perfectly self-reliant, never at a
loss, and yet never at her ease, with her figure in company

, with them there, and her mind apparently quite alone—^it

.was of no use " going in " yet awhile to comprehend this

igirl, for she baffled all penetration. *

^From the mistress of the house, the visitor glanced to the

house itself. There was no mute sign of a woman in the

room. No graceful little adornment, no fanciful little device,

however trivial, anywhere expressed her influence. Cheerless

and comfortless, boastfully and doggedly rich, there the room
stared at its present occupants, unsoftened and unrelieved

by the least trace of any womanly occupation. As Mr.

Bounderby stood in the midst of his household gods, so

those unrelenting divinities occupied their places around Mr.

Bounderby, and they were worthy of one another, and well

matched.

m^
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" This, Sir," said Bounderby, " is my wife, Mrs. Boun-

derby: Tom Gradgrind's eldest daughter. Loo, Mr. James

Harthouse. Mr. Harthouse has joined your father'smuster- .,

roll. If he is not Tom Gradgrind's colleague before long, 1

believe we shall at last hear of him in connexion with one of

our neighbouring towns. You observe, Mr. Harthouse, that

my wife is my junior. I don't know what she saw in me to

marry me, but she saw something in me, I suppose, or she

wouldn't have married me. She has lots of expensive know-

ledge, Sir, political and otherwise. If you want to cram for

anything, I should be troubled to recommend you to a better

adviser than Loo Bounderby."

To a more agr- '
'v adviser, or one from whom he would

be more likely tc - Mr. Harthouse could never be recom-

mended.
" Come ! " said his host. " If you're m the complimentary

line, you'll get on here, for you'll meet with no competition^

I have never been in the way of learning compliments my-

self, and I don't profess to understand the art of paying 'em.

In fact, despise 'em. But, your bringing-up was^ different

from mine; mine was a real thing, by George '.(Jfou're a

gentleman, and I don't pretend to be one. I am. Josiah

Bounderby of Coketown, and that's enough for me.J How-

ever, though I am not influenced by manners and station,

Loo Bounderby may be. She hadn't my advantages—dis-

advantages you would call 'em, but I call 'em advantages—

so you'll not waste your power, I dare say."

" Mr. Bounderbv," said Jem, turning with a smile to

Louisa, "
is a noble animal in a comparatively natural ^tate,

quite free from the harness in which a conventional ^Lacltf

like myself works."

"You respect Mr. Bounderby very much," she quietly

returned. " It is nat-ral that you should."

He was disgracefully thrown out, for a gentleman who

had seen so much of the world, and thought, " Now, how

am I to take this?
"

" You are going to devote yourself, as I gather from what

Mr. Bounderby has said, to the service of your country. You

have made up your mind," said Louisa, still standing b^re

him where she had first stopped—in all the singular (con^

traiktyiof her self-possession, and her being obviously very ill

at ease—"to show the nation the way out of all its difficulties."

u i.\

I
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" Mrs. Bounderby," he returned, laughing, " upon my

honour, no. I will make no such pretence to you. I have
seen a little, here and there, up and down; I have found it

all to be very worthless:, as everybody has, and as some con-

fess they have, and some do not ; and I am going in for your
respected father's opinions—really because I have no choice

oi opinions, and may as well back them as anything else."
" Have you none of your own? " asked Louisa. n
" I have not so much as the slighteslTpiedilectioipeftJ I

assure you I attach not the least importance to any opinions.

The result of the varieties of boredom I have undergone, is

a conviction (unless conviction is too industrious a word for

the lazy sentiment I entertain on the subject), that any set

of ideas will do just as much good as any other set, and just

"asTHnch harm aa any other setQ There's an English family

with a charming Italian motto. What will be, will be. It's

the only truth going !

"

This vicious assumption of honesty and dishonesty

—

a. vice

so dangerous, so deadly, and so common— seemed, he
observed, a little to impress her in his favour. He followed

up the advantage, by saying in his pleasantest manner; a
manner to which she might attach as much or as little

meaning as she pleased :
" The side that can prove anything

in a line of units, t'^ns, hundreds, and thousands, Mrs. Boun-
derby, seems to me to afford the most fun, and to give a man
the best chance. I am quite as much attached to it as if I

believed it. I am quite ready to go in for it, to the same
extent as if I believed it. And what more could I possibly

do,ifIdidbeUeveit!"
" You are a singular politician," said Louisa.
" Pardon me; I have not even that merit. We are the

largest party in the state, I assure you, Mrs. Bou- derby, if we
all fell out of our adopted ranks and were reviewed together,"

Mr. Bounderby, who had been in danger of bursting in

silence, interposed here with a project for postponing the

family dinner till half-past six, and taking Mr. James Hart-

house in the meantime on a round of visits to the voting and
interesting notabilities of Coketown and its vicinity. The
round of visits was made; and Mr. James Harthouse, with

a discreet use of his blue coaching, came off triumphantly,

though with a considerable accession of boredom.

In the evening, he found the dinner-table laid for four, but
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thev sat down only three. It was an appropriate occasion

for^ Bounderby to discuss the flavour 0! the ha'p orth of

? ^A fpU he had Durchased in the streets at eight yi Jrs

:^^dTtdalso^ftTnf^L water s^^^^^^^^

Jhe dust, with which he had washed down thatJ^ He

at le^t toe horses under the guise oCpfllonu , and saveloys;

siLht but veiy graceful, looked as pretty as it looked nus-

an unexpeVed shape. Tom appeared. She changed as .he

n^Tru^SSrMf>me:T^^^^^^ -t have

tho'^ugrsotVc^ofit,^^^^^^^^^

her fmpassive face. She put out her hand-a pretty l^tle

soft ha!id; and her fingers closed upon her brothers, as it

^^^^^^^\S^Sr^- ^^^Wwhelpis the only

lation was not flattering, but not unmented
,

^v" When I was your age, young Tom, said BounderDy,

" I was punctual, or I get no dinner

!

"men you were my age," returned Tom, you hadn t a

wroiTba^rce to get right, and hadn't to dress afterwards.

-Never mind that now," said Bounderby.
, „

" WeU then," grumbled Tom. " Don't bepn ^^.^
"J?;.

«< Mr^Bounderl^," said Harthouse P-f^^^^^^^^^^^

under-strain as it went on; your brother s face
^

quue

familiar to me. Can I have seen hmi abroad? Or at some

public school, perhaps?

"

,, ^
" No " she returned, quite interested, he ^^^^^^ ":",

abroad vet and was educated here, at home.- Tom, love, I

:^ elling Mr. Harthouse that he never saw .'ou abroad.

M
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" No such luck, Sir," said Tom.
There was little enough in him to brighten her face for hewas a suJJen young fellow, and ungradoSs m hismS even

£r SLrt^ "i"f
*^* ^"^^^^ °^"^* ^^^ be«« the solitude of

"l^hTK^* ^" ""'^
u°

'°"* °"^ °" ^hom to bestow itSo much the more is this whelp the only creature she hi

C^iZl' ,.
So much the more. So much the more "

yiioth m his sister's presence, and after she had left the

JHn '^
^help took no pains to hide his exempt for

servation of that independent man, by making wrv' faces orshutting one eye 1 Without responding to thSeSwccommumcations, Mr. Harthouse'oicouriged himmuS thecourse of the evening, and showed an unusual likSg for him!

i St'^ ? u' 'T ^° "^"^""^ *° ^« hotel, and wis a litUedoubtful whether.h£. knew the way by i^ght, the whelnimmediately proffered his services as guide, Ind turned outwith hun to escort him thither.

CHAPTER III

THE WHELP

SeS?rnTL'?;t''"'^'^l^'-
'^^^ ^ .y°""S gentleman who had

£traint £ ^^u^^^u
°"' ^o^^inuous system of unnatural

L?thS T.
"^ ^' * hypocrite; but it was certainly the case

minnt!! ^ i". t^ *° *"' °'^'' guidance for five consecutiveminutes should be incapable at last of governing himself

fJhS^ 5ftleman whose imagination had been strangled

L fo^ ij'J.^-^5:
^'"^ inconvem-enced by its ghost in

t^::^6^::^Br^^^ ^^liii£?_aionster.
^

c4?t?thereh ' " "'^' ""'' ^^^ «^^^--' -^- they-"

" I believe you ! " said Tom.
He could do no less than ask Tom up; uid Tom could do
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no less than go up. What with a cooling drink adapted to

the weather^ but not so weak as cool; and what with a rarer

tobacco than was to be bought in those parts; Tom was soon
in a highly free-and-easy state at his end of the sofa, and
more than ever disposed to admire his new friend at the
other end.

Tom blew his smoke aside, after he had been smoking a
little while, and took an observation of his friend. " He don't
seem to care about his dress," thought Tom, " and yet how
capitally he does it. What an easy swell he is !

"

Mr. James Harthouse, happening to catch Tom's eye,

remarked that he drank nothing, and filled his glass with his

own negligent hand.
" Thank'ee," said Tom. " Thank'ee. Well, Mr. Harthouse,

I hope you have had about a dose of old Bounderby to-night."

Tom said this with one eye shut up again, and looking over
his glass knowingly at his entertainer.

" A very good fellow indeed! " returned Mr. James Hart-
house.

" You think so, don't you? " said Tom. And shut up his

eye again.

Mr. James Harthouse smiled; and rising from his end of

the sofa, and lounging with his back against the chimney-
piece, so that he stood before the empty fire-grate as he
smoked, hi front of Tom and looking down at him, ob-

served :

" What a comical brother-in-law you are!

"

" What a comical brother-in-law old Bounderby is, I think

you mean," said Tom.
" You are a piece of caustic, Tom," retorted Mr. James

Harthouse.
Ther^ was something so very agreeable in being so inti-

mate with such a waistcoat; in being called Tom, in such an
intimate way, by such a voice; in being on such off-hand

terms so soon, with such a pair of whiskers ; that Tom was
uncommonly pleased with himself.

"Oh! I don't care for old Bounderby," said he, " if you
mean that. I have always called old Bounderby by the

same name when I have talked about him, and I have
always thought of him in the same way. I am not going to

begin to be polite now, about old Bounderby. It would be
rather late in the day."

Ak
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" Don't mind me," returned James; " but take care when

his wife is by, you know."
"His wife?" said Tom. "My sister Loo? O yes!"

And he laughed, and took a little more of the cooling
drink.

James Harthouse continued to lounge in the same place
and attitude, smoking his cigar in his own easy way, and
looking pleasantly at the whelp, as if he knew himself to be
a kind of agreeable demon who had only to hover over him,
and he must give up his whole soul if required. It cer-

tainly did seem that the whelp yielded to this influence. He
looked at his companion sneakingly, he looked at him ad-
miringly, he looked at him boldly, and put up one leg on the
sofa.

" My sister Loo? " said Tom. " She never cared for old
Bounderby."

" That's the past tense, Tom," returned Mr. James Hart-
house, striking the ash from his cigar with his little finger.
" We are in the present tense, now."

" Verb ircuter, not to care. Ind^'cative mood, present
tense. First person singular, I do not care; second person
singular, thou dost not care; third person singular, she does
not rare," returned Tom.
"Good! Very quaint!" said his friend. "Though you

don't mean it."

[.
"But I do mean it," cried Tom. "Upon my honour!

Why, you won't tell me, Mr. Harthouse, that you really

suppose my sister Loo does care for old Bounderby."
" My dear fellow," returned the other, " what am I bound

to suppose, when I find two married people living in harmony
and happiness? "

Tom had by this time got both his legs on the sofa. If his

second leg had not been already there when he was called a
dear fellow, he ^' uld have put it up at that great stage of the
conversation, x eeling it necessary to do something then,
he stretched himself out at greater length, and, reclining with
the back of his head on the end of the sofa, and smoking with
an infinite assumption of negligence, turned his common face,

and not too sober eyes, towards the face looking down upon
iiLn so carelessly yet so potently.

" You know our governor, Mr. Harthouse," said Tom, " and
therefore, you needn't be surprised that Loo married old
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Bounderby. She never had a lover, and the governor pro-

posed old Bounderby, and she took him."
" Very dutiful in your interesting sister," said Mr. James

Harthouse. .-»

" Yes, but she wouldn't have been as dutiful, and it would
J

not have come off as easily," returned the whelp, " if it hadn't I

been for me."
The tempter merely lifted his eyebrows ; but the whelp was

obliged to go on.

"/ persuaded her," he said, with an edifying air of

superiority.
'

' I was stuck into old Bounderby's bank (where

I never wanted to be), and I knew I should get into scrapes

there, if she put old Bounderby's pipe out; so I told her my
wishes, and she came into them. She would do anything

for me. It was very game of her, wasn't it?
"

" It was charming, Tom !

"

" Not that it was al igether so important to her as it was

to me," continued Tom coolly, "because my liberty and

comfort, and perhaps my getting on, depended on it; and

she had no other lover, and staying at home was like staying

in jail—especially when I was gone. It wasn't as if she gave

up another lover for old Bounderby; but still it was a good ,

thing in her."
" Perfectly delightful. And she gets on so placidly."

" Oh," returned Tom, with contemptuous patronage, " she's

a regular girl. A girl can get on anywhere. She has settled

down to the life, and she don't mind. It does just as well

as another. Besides, though Loo is a girl, she's not a common
sort of girl. She can shut herself up within herself, and

think—as I have often known her sit and watch the firf,—for

an hour at a stretch."

"Ay, ay? Has resources of her own," said Harthouse,

smoking quietly.

"Not so much of that as you may suppose," returned

Tom; " for our governor had her crammed with all sorts.of

dry bones and sawdust. It's his system."

"Fonned his daughter on his own model?" suggested

Harthouse.

"His daughter? Ah! and gicrybody else. Why he

formed Me that way? " said Tom.
"Impossible!"
" He did, though," said Tom, shaking his head. " I mean
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to say, Mr. Harthouse, that when I first left home and went
to old Bounderby's, I was as flat as a warming-pan, and knew
no more about life, than any oyster does."

" Come, Tom ! I can hardly believe that. A joke's a joke."
" Upon my soul !

" said the whelp. " I am serious; I am
indeed!" He smoked with great gravity and dignity for
a little while, and then added, in a highly complacent tone,
"Oh! I hav* picked up a little since. I don't deny that.
Butlliavedc it myself; no thanks to the governor."

'* And your mtelligent sister.^
"

" My intelligent sister is about where she was. She used
to complain to me that she had nothing to fall back upon,
that girls usually fall back upon; and I don't see how she
a_^^ve got over that since. But she don't mind," he

I sa^gfliu^ added, puffing at his cigar again. " Girls can
always get on, somehow,"

" Calling at the Bank yesterday evening, for Mr. Bounder-
by's address, I found an anciei^ lady ther^, who seems to
entertain great' Haffefritioii for you/siS'ter,^ observed Mr.
James Harthouse, throwing away the last small remnant of
the agar he had now smoked out.

"Mother Sparsit!" said Tom. "What! you have seen
her already, have you? "

His friend nodded. Tom took his cigar out of his mouth,
to shut up his eye (which had grown rather unmanageable)
with the greater expression, and to tap his nose several times
with his finger.

" Mother Sparsit's feeling for Loo is more than admiration,
I should think," said Tom. " Say affection and devotion.
Mother Sparsit never set her cap at Bounderby when he was
a bachelor. Oh no!"
These were the last words spoken by the whelp, before

a ^ddy drowsiness came upon him, followed by complete
oblivion. He was roused from the ktter state by an uneasy
dream of being stirred up with a boot, and also of a voice
saying; " Come, it's late. Be off!"

" Well !
" he said, scrambling from the sofa. " I must take

my leave of you though. I say. Yours is very good tobacco.
But it's too mild."

" Yes, it's too mild," returned his entertainer.
" It's—it's ridiculously mild," said Tom. " Where's the

door? Goodnight!"



Men and Brothers 123

He had another odd dream of being taken by a waiter

through a mist, which, after givinn; him some trouble and
difficulty, resolved itself into the main street, in which he
stood alone. ^He then walked home pretty easily, though
not yet free from an impression of the presence and influence

of his new friend^as if he were lounging somewhere in the

air, in the samcnegligent attitude, regarding him with the

same look.

The whelp went home, and went to bed. If he had had
any sense of what he had done that night, and had been less

of a whelp and more of a brother, he might have turned

short on the road, might have gone down to the ill-smelling

river that was dyed black, might have gone to bed in it for

good and all, and have curtained his head for ever with its

filthy waters. ^ i ;

CHAPTER IV

MEN AND BROTHERS

*^ * Oh my friends, the down-trodden operatives of Coketown fccr

Oh my friends and fel't - -countrymen, the slaves of an iron-

handed and a grinding despotisxu ! Oh my friends and fellow-

sufferers, and fellow-workmen, and fellow-men! I tell you
that the hour is come, when we must rally round one another

as One united power, and crumble into dust the oppressors

that too long have battened upon the plunder of our families,

upon the sweat of our brows, upon the labour of our hands,

upon the strength of our sinews, upon the God-created

glorious rights of Humanity, and upon the holy and eternal

pri\ileges of Brotherhood !

"

L- " Good ! " " Hear, hear, hear !
" " Hurrah !

" and other

cries, arose in many voices from various parts of the densely

crowded and suffocatingly close Hall, in which the orator,

perched on a stage, delivered himself of this and what other

froth and fume he had in him. Hi had declaimed himself

into a violent heat, and was as hoarse as he was hot. By
dint of roaring at the top of his voice under a flaring gaslight,

clenching his fists, knitting his brows, setting his teeth, and
pounding with his arms, he had taken so much out of himself

^
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r
b)' this time, that he was brought to a stop, and called for .'x

glass of water.

As he stood there, trying to quench his fiery face with his

drink of water, the comparison between the orator and the

crowd of attentive faces turned towards him, was extremely

to his disadvantage. Judging him by Nature's evidence, he

was above the mass in very little but the stage on which he

stood. In many great respects he was essentiallyjbelqw thenj.

He was not so honest, he was not so manly, he was not so

good-humoured; he substituted cunning for their simplicity,

and passion for their safe solid sense. Ah Hl-made, high-

shouldered man, with lowering brows, and his features

crushed into an habitually sour_exprcssion, he contrasted

most unfavourably, even in his mongrel dress, with the great

body of his hearers in their plaui working clothes.. Strange

as it always is to consider any assembly in the act of sub-

missively resigning itself to the dreariness of some^omplacent

person, lord or commoner, whom three-fQurths of it cQiild,

by no human means, raise out of the slough of inajttig/ to

their own intellectual level, it was particularly strange, and

it was even particularly affecting, to see this crowd of earnest

,

faces^ whose honesty in the main no competent; observer

free from bias could doubt, so agitated by such a leader.

i Good! Hear, hear! Hurrah! The eagerness both of

attention and intention, exhibited in all the countenances,

made them a most impressive sight. There was no careless-

ness, no languor, no idle curiosity; none of the many shades

of indifference to be seen in all other assemblies, visible for

one moment there.f That every man felt his condition to

be, somehow or otnSr, worse than it might be; that every

man considered itiinaimben^on him to join the rest, towards

the making of it better; that every man felt his only hope

to be in his allying himself to the comrades by whom he was

surrounded ; and that in this belief, right or wrong (unhappily

wrong then), the whole of that crowd were gravely, deeply,

faithhiUy in earnest -I must have been as^lain.to any one

who chose to see whkt was there, as the bare beams of the

roof and the whitened brick wails. Nor could any such

spectator fail to know in his own breast, that these men,

through their very delusions, showed jgrt^t qualities, sus-

ceptible of being turned to thelttppiest and best account;

and that to pretend (on the strength of sweeoing axioms.
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howsoever cut and dried) that they went astray wholly with-

out cause, and of their ow^ irrational wills, was to pretend

that there could be smoke JUt fire, death without birth,

har\'est without seed, any _,
or everything produced from

nothing.

The orator having refreshed himself, wiped his corrugated^ >

forehead from left to right several times with his handkerchief

folded into a pad, and concentrated all his revived forces, in^

a sneer of great disdain and bitterness. 'I
" But, oh my friends and brothers! Oh men and English-

men, the down-trodden operatives of Coketown ! What shall

we say of that man—that working-man, that I should find

it necessary so to^b<»I)the glorij)i^,nwne—who, being prac-

tically and well acquainted with the grievances wid wrongs of

you, the injured pith and marrow of this land, and having

heard you, with ia noble and majestic unanimity that will

make Tyrants tremble, resolve for to subscribe to the funds

of the United Aggregate Tribunal, and to abide by the

injunctions issued by that body for your benefit, whatever

they may be—what, J ask you, will you say of that working-

man, since such I must acknowledge him to be, who, at such

a time, deserts his post, and sells his flag; who, at such a

time, turns a traitor and a craven and a recreant; who, at

such a time, is not ashamed to make to you the dastardly -,

and humiliating-avCwal that he will hold himself aToof, and
will not be one of those associated in the gallant stand for

Freedom and for Right? "
. /

The assembly was divided at this point. There were some
groans and hisses, but the general sense of honour was much
too strong for the condemnation of a man unheard. " Be
sure you're right, Slackbridge!" ''Put him up!" "Let's

hear him !
" Such things were said on many sides. Finally,

one strong voice called out, " Is the man heer? If the man's

heer, Slackbridge, let's hear the man himseln, 'stead o' yo."

Which was received with a round of applause.

Slackbridge, the orator,' Idoteo'about him with a withering

smile; and, holding out his right hand at arm's length (as

the manner of all Slackbridges is), to still the thundering

sea, waited until there was a profound silence.

" Oh my friends and fellow-men
! " said Slackbridge then,

shaking his head with violent scorn, " I do not wonder that

you, the prostrate. sons of labour, are incredulous of the

]\
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I

existence of such a man. But he who sold his birthright

for a mess of pottage existed, and Judas Iscariot existed, and
Castlereagh existed, and this man exists

!

"

Here, a brief press and confusion near the stage, ended in

the man himself standing at the orator's side before the con-

course. He was pale and a little moved in the face—^his lips

especially showed it; but he stood quiet, with his left hand
at his chin, waiting to be heard. There was a chairman to

regulate the proceedings, and this functionary now took the

case into his own hands.
" My friends," said he, " by virtue o' my office as your

president, I ashes o' our friend Slackbridge, who may be a
little over better in this business, to take his seat, whiles this

man Stephen Blackpool is heem. You all know this man
Stephen Blackpool. You know him awlung o' his misfort'ns,

and his good rame."
With that, the chairman shook him frankly by the hand,

and sat down again. Slackbridge likewise sat down, wiping

his hot forehead—always from left to right, and never the

reverse way.
" My friends," Stephen began, in the' midst of a dead calm;

" I ha* hed what's been spok'n o' me, and 'tis lickly that I

shan'tmend it. But I'd liefer you'd beam the truth concemin
myseln, fro my lips than fro onny other man's, though I never

cud'n speak afore so monny, wi'out being moydert and
muddled."

Slackbridge shook his head as if he would shake it off, in

his bitterness*
" I'm th' one single Hand in Bounderby's mill, o' a' the

men theer, as don't coom in wi' th' proposed reg'lations. I

canna' coom in wi' 'em. My friends, I doubt their doin' yo
onny good. Licker they'll do yo hurt."

Slackbridge laughed, folded his arms, and frowned sarcas-

tically.

" But 't an't sommuch for that as I stands out. If that

were aw, I'd coom in wi' th' rest. But I ha' my reasons

—

mine, yo see—for being hindered ; not on'y now, but awlus
—awlus—life long !

"

Slackbridge jumped up and stood beside him, gnashing and
tearing. ^"Qh my friends, what iMit this did I tell you?
Oh my fellow-countrymen, what warning but this did I give

you? And how shows this recreant conduct in a man on
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Jthom unequal laws are known to have fallen heavy? Oh
^oiT^glishmen, I ask you how does this subornation show
m one of yourselves,who is thus consenting to his own undoing
and to yours, and to your children's and your children's
dhildfen^s? "

There was some applause, and some crying of Shame upon
the man; but the greater part of the audience were quiets
They looked at Stephen's worn face, rendered more pathetic
by the homely emotions it evinced; and, in the kindness of
their nature, they were more sorry than indignant.

" 'Tis this Delegate's trade for t' speak," said Stephen, " an'
he's paid for 't, an' he knows his work. Let him keep to 't.

Let him give no heed to what I ha' had'n to bear. That's
not for him. That's not for nobbody but me."
There was a propriety, not to say a dignity in these words,

that made the hearers yet more quiet and attentive. The
same strong voice called out, " Slackbridge, let the man be
heem, and howd thee tongue !

" Then the place was wonder-
fully still.

^ "My brothers," said Stephen, whose low voice was dis-
tinctly heard, "and my fellow-workmen—for that yo are
to me, though not, as I knows on, to this delegate here—

I

ha' but a word to sen, and I could sen nommore if I was to
speak till Strike o' day. I know weel, aw what's afore me. I
know weel that yo aw resolve to ha' nommore ado wi' a man
who is not wi' yo ir this matther. I know weel that if I was
a lyin parisht i' th' road, yo'd feel it right to pass me by, as
a forrenner and stranger. What I ha' getn, I mun mak th'
best on."

" Stephen Blackpool," said the chairman, rising, " think
on 't agen. Think on 't once agen, lad, afore thou'rt shunned
by aw owd friends."

There was an universal murmur to the same effect, though
noman articulated a word. Every eye was fixed on Stephen's
face. To repent of his determination, would be to take a
load from all their minds. He looked around him, and knew
that it was so. [Not a grain of anger with them was in his
heart; he knew'them, far below their surface weaknesses and
misconceptions, as no one but their fellow-labourer could.j
" I ha' thowt on 't, above a bit. Sir. I simply canna coom

in. I mun go th' way as lays afore me. I mun tak my
leave 0' aw hecr."

E
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He made a sort of reverence to them by holding up his

arms, and stood for the moment in that attitude; not speak-

ing until they slowly dropped at his sides.

" Monny's the pleasant word as soom heer has spok'n wi'

me; monny's the face I see heer, as I first seen when I were

young and lighter heart'n than now. I ha' never had no
fratch afore, sin ever I were bom, wi' any o' my like;

Gonnows I ha' none now that's o' my makin'. Yo'U ca' me
traitor and that—yo I mean t' say," addressing Slackbridge,
" but 'tis easier to "a' than mak' out. So let be."

He had moved away a pace or two to come down from the

platform, when he remembered something he had not said,

and returned again.
" Haply," he said, turning his furrowed face slowly about,

that he might as it were individually address the whole

audience, those both near and distant; " haply, when this

question has been tak'n up and discoosed, there'll be a threat

to turn out if I'm let to work among yo. I hope I shall die

ere ever such a time cooms, and I shall work solitary among
yo unless it cooms—truly, I mun do 't, my friends; not to

brave yo, but to Uve. I ha' nobbut work to Uve by; and
wheerever can I go, I who ha' worked sin I were no heighth

at aw, in Coketown heer? I mak' no complaints o' bein

turned to the wa', o' being outcasten and overlooken fro this

time forrard, but hope I shall be let to work. If there is

any right for me at aw, my friends, I think 'tis that."

Not a word was spoken. Not a sound was audible in the

building, but the slight rustle of men moving a Uttle apart,

all along the centre of the room, to open a means of pa..sing

out, to the man with whom they had all bound themselves

to renounce companionship. Looking at no one, and going

his way with a lowly steadiness upon him that asserted

nothing and sought nothing, Old Stephen, with all his troubles

on his head, left the scene.

^Then Slackbridge, who had kept his oratorical arm ex-

tended durigg the going out, as if he were repressing wth
ijfipitft .^nBoiliilp anrrl hy n wnnrffgfuljnoral pnwey the ^ni-
m^t passions of the ibtrmttidfe,applied himself to raising their

spirits. Had not the Roman Brutus, oh my British country-

men, condemned his son to death; and had not the Spartan

mothers, oh my soon to be victorious friends, driven their

Hying children on the points of their enemies' swords? Then

.'V

^
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was Jt not the sacred duty of the men of Coketown, with>^

—

forefathers before them, an admiring world in company with
them, and a posterity to come after them, to hu.'l out traitors

from the tents they had pitched in a sacred aixd a Godlike
cause? The winds of heaven answered Yes; and bore Yes,
east, west, north, and south. And consequently three cheers

for the United Aggregate Tribunaljj
Slackbridge acted as fugleman, and gave the time. The

multitude of doubtful faces (a little conscience-stricken)

brightened at the sound, and took it up. Private feeling

must yield to the common cause. Hurrah! The roof yet
vibrated with the cheering, when the assembly dispersed.

r Thus easily did Stephen Blackpool fall into the loneliest .

' of lives, the life of solitude among a familiar crowd. The
stranger in the land who looks into ten thousand faces fc

.

some answering look and never finds it, is in cheering society

as compared with him who passes "^en averted faces daily,

that were once the countenances of friends. Such experience
^ ;js to be Stephen's now, in every waking moment of his life;

n Js work, on his way to it and from it, at his door, at his

Jow, everywhere. By general consent, they even avoided
t side of the street on which he habitually walked ; and

leic it, of all the working men, to him only.

He had been for many years, a quiet silent man, associating

but little with other men, and used to companionship with his

own thoughts. He had never known before the strength of

the want in his heart for the frequent recognition of a nod, "

a look, a word; or the immense amount of relief that had
been poured into it by drops through such small means.C It

was even harder than he could have believed possible, to
separate in his own conscience his abandonment l^y all his

fellows from a baseless sense of shame and disgrace, j
The first four days of his endurance were days so long and

heavy, that he began to be appalled by the prospect before

him. Not only did he see no Rachael all the time, but he
avoided every chance of seeing her; for, although he knew
that the prohibition did not yet formally extend to the women
working in the factories, he found that some of them with
whom he was acquainted were changed to him, and he feared

to try others, and dreaded that Rachael might be even singled

out from the rest if she were seen in his company. So, he
had been quite alone during the four days, and had spoken

u

md
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to no one, when, as he was leaving his work at night, a young
man of a very light complexion accosted him in the street.

" Your name's Blackpool, ain't it? " said the young man.
Stephen coloured to find himself with his hat m his hand,

in his gratitude for being spoken to, or in the suddenness of

it, or both. He made a feint of adjusting the lining, and
said, " Yes."

" You are the Hand they have sent to Coventry, I mean? "

said Bitzer, the very light young man in question.

Stephen answered " Yes," again.
" I s\ipposed so, from their all appearing to keep away from

you. Mr. Bounderby wants to speak to you. You know his

house, don't you? "

Stephen said " Yes," agam.
"Then go stra'ght up there, will you?" said Bitzer.

" You're expected, and have only to tell the servant it's you.
I belong to the Bank; so, if you go straight up without me
(I was sent to fetch you), you'll save me a walk."

Stephen, whose way had been in the contrary direction,

r turned about, and betook himself as in duty bound, to the
— "f:j|ed brick (»stle^of the giant L junderbyj

CHAPTER V

MEN AND MASTERS

>V^

" Well, Stephen," said Bounderby, in his windy manner,
"what's this 1 hear? What have these pests of th* earth

been doing toyou ? Come in, and speak up."

It was into the drawing-room that he was thus bidden.

A tea-table was set out; and Mr. Bounderby's young wife,

and her brother, and a great gentleman from London, were
^present. To whom Stephen made his 0bei^Q^ closing the
door and standing near it, with his hatm hu hand.

" This is the man I was telling you about, Harthouse,"
said Mr. Bounderby. The gentleman he addressed, who was
talking to Mrs. Bounderby on the sofa,j;Qt up, saying in an
iaddent way, " Oh really? " and[dawdled to the hearthrug
where Mr. Bounderby stood^
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" Now," said Bounderby, " speak up!

"

After the four days he had passed, this address fell rudely
and discordantly on Stephen's ear. Besides being a rough
handling of his wounded mind, it seemed to assume that he
really v as the self-interested deserter he had been called.

•' What were it. Sir," said Stephen, " as yo were pleased
to want wi* me? "

" Why, I have told you," returned Bounderby. " Speak
up like a man, since you are a man, and tell us about yourself
and this Combination."

" Wi' yor pardon. Sir," said Stephen Blackpool, *'
I ha'

nowt to sen about it."

Mr, Bounderby, who v/as always more or less like a Wind,
finding something in his way here, began to blow at it directly.

" Now, look here, Harthouse," said he, " here's a specimen
of 'em. When this man was here once before, I warned this

man against the mischievous strangers who are always about—and who ought to be hanged wherever they are foind—and
I told this man that he was going in the wrong direction. ,'

Now, would you believe it, that although they have put this

mark upon him, he is such a slave to them still, that he's
afraid to open hiis lijiS about them? "

j
" I sed as I had nowt tc sen. Sir; not as I was fearfo' o*

openin' my lips."

" You said. Ah ! I know what you said ; more than that,

I know what you mean, you see. Not always the same thing,
by the Lord Harry! Quite different things. PYou had better
tell us at once, that that fellow Slackbridge is not in the
town, s-cirring up the people to(mutiny) and that he is not
a regular qualified leader of the' people: that is, a most
confounded scoundrel.3 You had better tell us so at once;
you can't deceive me. You want to tell us so. Why don't
you?"

" I'm as sooary as yo. Sir, when the people's leaders is

bad," said Stephen, shaking his head. " They taks such as
offers. Haply 'tis na' the sma'est o' their misfortuns when
they can get no better."

The wind began to get boisterous. Ui

"Now, you'll think this pretty well, Harthouse," said^
Mr. Bounderby. " You'll think this tolerably strong. You'll I

say, upon my soul this is a tidy specimen of what my friends

have to deal with; but this is nothing, Sir! You shall hear

II



13* Hard Times

me ask this man a question. Pray, Mr. Blackpool "—wind
springing up very fast

—
" may I taJce the liberty of asking

you how it happens that you refused to be in this Com-
bination."

" How 't happens?"
" Ah! " said Mr. Bounderby, with his thiunbs in the arms

of his coat, and jerking his head and shutting his eyes in

confidence with the opposite wall: " how it happens."
" I'd leefer not coom to 't, Sir; but sin you put th' question

—an' not want'n t' be ill-mMiner'n—I'll answer. I ha'

passed a promess."
"

" Not to me, you know," said Bounderby. (Gusty weather
with '^'^^''iM^i^^ V"'? r>^HiiI?fflJ'''ryftiii[iiIW^

^

no, Sir. Not to yo.
" As for me, any consideration for me has had just nothing

at all to do with it," said Bounderby, still in confidence

with the wall. " If only Josiah Bounderby of Coketown had
been in question, you would have joined and made no bones

about it?
"

"Why yes. Sir. 'Tis true."

"Though he knows," said Mr. Bounderby, now blowing

a gale, " that there are a set of rascals and rebels yrhom
transportation is too good for! Now, Ifr. Harthouse, you
have been knocking about in the world some time. Did you
ever meet with anjrthing like that man out of this blessed

country? " And Mr. Bounderby pointed him out for in-

spection, with an angry finger.
" Nay, ma'am," said Stephen Blackpool, staunchly pro-

testing against the words that had been used, and instinctively

addressing himself to Louisa, after glancing at her face^

"Not rebels, nor yet rascals. Nowt o' th' kind, ma'am,
nowt o' th' kind. They've not doon me a kindness, ma'am,
as I know and feel. But there's not a dozen men arooong

*em, ma'am

—

& dozen? Not six—^but what believes as he has

doon his duty by the rest and by himseln. God f<gbid as I,

tbat-hai knnwn,,andiiad'n experience o' these men aw my
^ iiib—I, that ha' ett'n an' droonken wi' 'an, an' seet'n wi' 'qn,
' and toil's wi' 'on, and lov'n 'em, should fsul fur to stan by
*em wi' the truth, let 'em ha* doon to me what they may!

"

^_p::^He spoke witfa the nj^ed earnestness of his place and
y!/<aaracter—deepened perliat»~byyproug'consciousness that

I
he was faithful to his class under-aU -their muiiust; but he
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fully remembered where he was, and did not even raise^his

voice.
'

' " No, ma'am, no. They're true to one another, faithfo' to

one another, fectionate to one another, e'en to death. Be
poor amoong 'em, be sick amoong 'em, grieve amoong 'em for

onny o' th' monny causes that carries grief to the poor man's

door, an' they'll be tender wi' yo, gentle wi' yo, comfortable

wi' yo, Chrisen wi' yo. Be sure o' that, ma'am. They'd be

riven to bits, ere ever they'd be di£Eerent."

" In short," said Mr. ?ounderby, " it's becaxise they are so

full of virtues that thej liave turned you adrift. Go through

with it while you are about it. Out with it."

" How 'tis, ma'am," resumed Stephen, appearing still to

find his natural refuge in Louisa's face, " that what is best

in us fok, seems to turn us most to trouble an' misfort'n an*

mistake, I dimno. But 'tis so. I know 'tis, as I know the

heavens is over me ahint the smoke. We're patient too, an*

wants m general to do right. An' I canna think the fawt

is aw wi' us."
" Now, my friend," said Mr. Bounderby, whom he could

not have exasperated more, quite unconscious of it thou^
he was, than by seeming to appeal to any one else, " if you
will favour me with your attention for half a minute, I

should like to have a word or two with you. You said just

now, that you had nothing to teil us about this business..

You are quite sure of that before we go any further."
" Sir, I am sure on 't."

" Here's a gentleman from London present," Mr. Boun-
derby made a backhanded point at Mr. James Harthouse

with his thumb, " a Parliament gentleman. I should like

him to hear a short bit of dialogue between you and me, in-

stead of taking the substance of it—for I know precious well,

beforehand, what it will be; nobody knows better than I do,

take notice!—instead of receiving it on trust from my
mouth."

-y Stephen bent his head to the gentleman from London, and
-showsTa rather more troubled mind than usual. He turned

his eyes involuntarily to his former refuge, but at a look

from that quaiter (expressive though instantaneous) he

settled them on Mr. Bounderby's face.

" Now, what do you complain of? " asked Mr. Boun-
derby.
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" I ha* not coom here, Sir," Stephen reminded him, " to

complain. I coom f )r that I were sent for."

" What," repeated Mr. Bounderby, folding his arms, " do
you people, in a general way, complain of?

"

Stephen looked at him with some little irresolution for

a moment, and then seemed to make up his mind.
" Sir, I were never good at showin' o 't, though I ha' had'n

my share in feeling o 't. 'Deed we are in a muddle. Sir.

Look round town—^so rich as 'tis—^and see the numbers o*

people 85 has been broughten into bein heer, fur to weave,

an' to card, an* to piece out a livin*, aw the same one way,

somehows, 'twixt their cradles and their graves. PLook how
we live, an' wheer we live, an' in \ '

' -.umbers, ^n by what
chances, and wi' what sameness; and look how the mills is

awlus a goin, and how they never works us no nigher to onny
dis'ant object—ceptin awlus. Death. Look how you con-

siders of us, and writes of us, and talks of us, and goes up wi'

yor deputations to Secretaries o' State 'bout us, and how yo

\^ are awlus right, and how we are awlus wrong^nd never had'n

I no reason in us sih ever we were bom. D)6k how this ha'

'i growen an' growen, Sir, bigger an' bigger, broader an' broader,

'1 harder an' harder, fro year to year, fro generation unto genera-

» tion^_Whocan look on 't. Sir, and fairly tell a man 'tis not

" Of course,*^ said Mr. Bounderby. " Now perhaps you'll

let the gentleman know, how you would set this muddle (as

you're so fond of calling it) to rights."
" I donno, Sir. I canna be expecten to 't. 'Tis not me

as should be looken to for that. Sir. 'Tis themjs is4>ut ower

me, and ower aw the rest of us. What do^ Uiey tak upon
themseln. Sir, if not to do 'tl*

"

^ " I'll tell you something towards it, at any rate," returned

Mr. Bounderby. "We will make an example of half-a-dozen

Slackbridges. We!lL»dkt the blackguards for jjfelony, and
"^et 'em shipped off to penal settlements."

Stephen gravely shook his head.
" Don't tell me we won't, man," said Mr. Bounderby,

by this time blowing a hurricane, " because we will, I tell

you!"
" Sir," returned Stephen, with the quiet confidence of

abscdute certainty, " if yo was t' tak a hundred Slackbridges

—aw as there is, and aw the number ten times towd—an'



All a Muddle '35
' wpiS t' sew 'em up in separate sacks, an' sink 'em in the deepest
ocean as were made ere ever dry land coom to be, yo'd leave
the muddle just wheer 'tis. Mischeevous strangers

! " said
Stephen, with an anxious smile; " when ha' we not heem, I

am sure, sin ever we can call to mind, o' th' mischeevous
strangers! 'Tis not by them the trouble's made. Sir. Tis
not wi' them 't commences. I ha' no favour for 'em—I ha' no
reason to favour 'em—but 'tis hopeless and useless to dream
o' takin them fro their trade, 'stead o' takin their trade fro-
them! Aw that's now about me in this room were heer
afore I coom, an' will be heer when I am gone. Put that
clock aboard a ship an' pack it off to Norfolk Island, an'
the time will go on just the same. So 'tis wi' Slackbridge
every bit."

Reverting for a moment to his former refuge, he observed
a cautionary movement of her eyes towards the door.
Stepping back, he put his hand upon the lock. But he had
not spoken out of his own will and desire; and he felt it in

his heart a noble return for his late injurious treatment to be
faithful to the last to those who had repudiated him. He
stayed to finish what was in his mind.

" Sir, I canna, wi' my little learning an' my common way,
tell the genelman what will better aw this—though some
working men o' this town could, above my powers—but I can
tell him what I know will never do 't. The strong hand will

.

never do 't. Vict'ry and triumph will never do 't. Agreeing
fur to mak one side unnat'rally awlus and for ever right,

and toother side unnat'rally awlus and for ever wrong,
will never, never do't. Nor yet lettin alone will never do 't.

Let thousands upon thousands alone, aw leading the like lives

and aw faw'en into the like muddle, an*: they will be as one,
and yo will be as anoother, wi' a black unpassable world be-
twixt yo, just as long or short a time as sitch-like misery can
last. Not drawin nigh to fok, wi' kindness and patience an'
cheery ways, that so draws nigh to one another in their monny
troubles, and so cherishes one another in their distresses wi'

what they need themseln—like, I humbly believe, as no people
the genelman ha' seen in aw his travels can beat—will never
do 't till th* Sun turns t' ice. Most o' aw, rating 'em as so
much Power, and reg'latin 'em as if they was figures in a
soom, or machines: wi'out loves and likens, wi'out memories
and inclinations, wi'out souls to weary and souls to hope

—

1
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when aw goes quiet, draggin on wi' 'em as if they'd nowt o'

th' kind, and when aw goes onquiet, reproachin 'em for their

want 0' sitch humanly feelins in their dealins wi' yo—this
will never do 't, Sir^ i^ God's work is.onmade."
Stephen stood with the open door in his hand, waitirg to

know if anything more were expected of him.
" Just stop a moment," said Mr. Bounderby, excessively

red m the face. " I told you, the last time you were here
with a grievance, that you had better turn about and come
out of that. And I also txAd you, if you remember, that I

was up to the^ld spoon look-oi^t,"
" I were not up tu 't mys8ln7§ir; I do assure yo."
" Now it's clear to me," said Mr. Bounderby, " that you

are one of those chaps who have always got a grievance^

And you go about, sowing it and raising crops. T nt's the
business ci(voKy life, my friend."

StephensHook fiis head, mutely protesting that udeed he
had other business to do for his life.

** You are such a waspish, raspish, ill-conditioned chap, you
see," said Mr. Bcmderby, " that even your own Union, the
men who know you best, will have nothing to do with you^
I never thought those fellows could be right in anything; but
I tell you what ! I so far go along with them for a novelty,

that I'll have nothing to do with you either."

Stephen raise his eyes quickly to his face.
" You can finish off what you're at," said Mr. Boimderby,

with a meaning nod, and then go elsewhere."
" Sir, yo know weel," said Stephen expressively, " that if I

canna get work wi' yo, I canna get it elsewheer."

The reply was, " What I know, I know; and what you
know, you know. I have no more to say about it."

Stephen glanced at Louisa again, but her eyes were raised

to his no more; therefore, with a sigh, and saying, barely

above his breath, 'jJEIeavenhelp-usawin this world!'' he
departed.
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CHAPTER VI

FADING AWAY

It was falling dark when Stephen came out of Mr. Boun-

derby's house. The shadows of night had gathered so fast,

that he did not look about him when he closed the door, but

plodded straight along the street. Nothing was further from

his thoughts than the curious old woman he had eacountered

on his previous visit to the same house, when he heard a step

behind him that he knew, and turning, saw her in Rachael's

company.
He saw Rachael first, as he had heard her only.

" Ah, Rachael, my dear ! Missus, thou wi' her !

"

" Well, and now you are surprised to be sure, and with

reason I must say," the old woman returned. " Here I am
a;,ain, you see."

" But how wi' Rachael? " said Stephen, fallmg mto their

step, walking between them, and looking from the one to

the other.
" Why, I come to be with this good lass pretty much as I

came to be with you," said the old woman, cheerfully, taking

the reply upon herself. " My visiting time is later this year

than usual, for I have been rather troubled with shortness of

breath, and so put it off till the weather was fine and warm.

For the same reason I don't make all my journey in one day,

but divide it into two days, and get a bed to-night at the

Travellers' Coffee House down by the railroad (a nice clean

house), and go back Parliamentary, at six in the morning.

Well, but what has this to do with this good lass, says you?

I'm going to tell you. I have heard of Mr. Bounderby bemg

married. I read it in the paper, where it looked grand—

oh, it looked fine! " the old woman dwelt on it with strange

enthusiasm :
" and I want to see his wife. I have never seen

her yet. Now, if you'll believe me, she hasn't come out of that

house since noon to-day. So not to give her up too easily,

I was waiting about, a little last bit more, when I passed

close to this good lass two or three times ; and her face being

so friendly I spoke to her, and she spoke to me. There!

"

said the old woman to Stephen, " you can make all the rest

out for yourself now, a deal shorter than I can I dare say 1

"

iit

Jk
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Once again, St?) nen hati fo conquer an instinctiv q^ pro-
pensity to dislike t s old v.c aroi, thoush her manner wariu
honest and simple ;*s a n.) it possibly could be. With a
gentleness that was i<s natiir 1 to him as he knew it to be to
Rachael, \e pursued the subje( t that interested her in her
old age.

" Well, missus," aid he, " I ha' seen the lady, and she were
young and hansom. Wi' fine dark thinkin eyes, and a still

way, Rachael, as I ha' never seen the like on."
"Young and handsome. Yesl" cried the old woman,

quite delighted. " As bonny as a rose ! And what a happy
wife!"

'* Aye, missus, I suppose she be," said Stephen. But with
a doubtful glance at Rachael.

' Suppose she be? She must be. She's your master's
wife," returned the old woman.

Stephen nodded assent. " Though as to master," said he,

glancing again at Rachael, " not master onny more. That's
cw enden 'twixt him and me."

I
" Have you left his work, Stephen? " asked Rachael,

anxiously and quickly.
" Why, Rachael," he replied, " whether I ha' lef'n his work,

or whether his work ha' lef'n me, cooms t' th' same. His
work and me are parted. 'Tis as weel so—better, I were
thinkin when yo coom up wi' me. It would ha' brougnt'n

trouble upon trouble if I had stayed theer. Haply ' cis a kind-

ness to monny that I go; haply 'tis a kindness to myseln;
anyways it mun be done. I mun turn my face fro Coketown
fur th' time, and seek a fort'n, dear, by beginnin fresh."

" Where will you go, Stephen? "

" I donno t'night," said he, lifting off his hat, and smooth-
ing his thin hair with i flat of his hand .

'

' But I'm not goin

t'night, Rachael, nor yet t'morrow. 'Tan't easy overmuch
t' know wheer t' turn, but a good heart will coom to me."

Herein, too, the sens • of even thinkinu unselfishly aided

him. Before he had so much as closed Mr. Bounder i)y "s door,

he had reflected that a»^ least his being bliged to gc away
was good for her, as it would save her irom the chance of

being brought into question for not withdrawing frwi* him.
Though it would cost him a hard pang lo leave he and
though he could think of no similar place in which hi^ on-

demnation would not pursue him, perhaps it w^s almost a
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relief to be forced away from the endurance of the test four

davi. even to unknown difficulties and distresses.

So he said, with truth. " I'm niore le«*t,ome, Rachael under

't than I could n ha* believed. ' It wr ^ not her port to mak"

hte burden heavier. She ai *ere. vith I r comfortuiK

smUe, and the three walked on togetii r ....
Ace.espenall when it trives to be self-reliai. andcheerful,

finds much consideration among the poor. T\ - old woman

was so decent and contented, and made so light of her in-

firmities, though thev had increased upon her smce her former

interview with Stephen, that they both took an mterest m
her. She was too sprightly to allow of their walkmg at a slow

pace on her accou.u but she was very grateful to be talked

to. and very willing to talk to any extent: so, when r

came to their part of the towr, she was n ore bnsk at ..

vivacious than ever. .

" Coom to my poor place, missu- ." said Stephen, and tak

a coop o' tea. Rachael will coom hen; and arterwai I H

see thee safe t' thy Tra Uen;' 'odgin. 'T may » ong,

K^chael, ere ever I ha' th cnance < thy .mpany

_ i>

They complied, and the three went on to the m;^ where

he lodged. Whe- they t' rned into a narrov sti .t, ftephoj

Klanc^ at his *mdow with a dread that v ^ys haunted

his desolate honu ; but it was open, as h- hud ieft it, and no

one was there ihe evil spirit of his m^ ha flitted away

again, month, ago ana he had heard no m* re ot .er smce.

The only evidence of her last return .ov^ were the scantier

movables i i his lOom, and the greyer hair up his bead.

He lightr . a candle, srt out his little m « ^
got hot

water from below, and bi )ught in smal' ns of tea and

suear, a loaf, and ^ome butter from the shop, ine

bread was new and ci Jst^ the hi ter fresh, id the sugar

lump, of course—in fulfilment of tne standard -«^tunony of

the Coketown magnates, that these people lived like pnnc«.

Sir. RacHael made the tea (so large a party necessitated the

borrowing of a cup), and the visitor enjoyed it mightily, it

was the first ^limp=- of sociality the ho'^ had had for many

days. He too, wi h the world a wide heath before him,

enjoyed the meal- again in corroboration of the magnates^

as exemplifying the utter want oHSlcuTation on the part ot

these people, Sir,
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" o' askin
" I ha' never thowt yet, missus," said Stephen,

thy name."
\ The old lady announced herself as " Bits. Pegler."

" A widder, I think? " said Stephen.
" Oh, many long years! " Mrs. Pegler's husband (one of

the best on record) was ah-eady dead, by Mrs. Filer's calcu-
lation, when Stephen was bom.

" *Twere a bad job, too, to lose so good a one," said Stephen.
" Onny children? " ^

Mrs. Pegler's cup, rattling against her saucer as she held
it, denoted some nervousness on her part. " No," she said.
" Net now, not now."
" Dead, Stephen," Rachael softly hinted.
" I'm sooary I ha' spok'n on 't," said Stephen, •' I ought t*

hadn in my mind as I might touch a sore place. I—I blame
myseln."

While he accused himself, the old lady's cup rattled more
and more. " I had a son," she said, curiously distressed, and
not by any of the usual appearances of sorrow; " and he
did well, wonderfully well. But he is not to be spoken of if

you please. He is—" Putting down her cup, she moved
her hands as if she would have added, by her action, " dead 1

"

Then she said aloud, " I have lost him."
Stephen had not yet got the better of his having given

the old lady pain, when his landlady came stimibling up the
iiarrow stairs, and calling him to the door, whispered in
his ear. Mrs. Pegler was by no means deaf, for she caught a
^ord as it was uttered.

" Bounderby! " she cried, in a suppressed voice, starting
up from the table. " Oh hide me! Don't let me be seen
for the world. Don't let him come up till I've got away.
Pray, pray! " She trembled, and was excessively agitated;
getting behind Rachael, when Rachael tried to reassure her;
and not seeming to know what she was about.
"But hearken, missus, hearken," said Stephen, aston-

ished. " 'Tisn't ISi. Bounderby; 'tis his wife. Yor not
fearfo' o' her. Yo was hey-go-mad about her, but an
hour sin."

" But are you sure it's the lady, and not the gentleman? "

she asked, still trembling.

"Certain sure!"
" Well then, pray don't speak to me, nor yet take any
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notice of me," said the old woman. " Let me be quite to

myself in this comer."

Stephen nodded; looking to Rachael for an explanation,

which she was quite unable to give him; took the candle,

went downstairs, and in a few moments returned, lighting

Louisa into the room. She was followed by the whelp.

Rachael had risen, and stood apart with her shawl and

bonnet in her hand, when Stephen, himself profoundly

astonished by this visit, put the candle '>n the table. Then

he too stood, wi h his doubled hand upon the table near it,

waiting to be addressed.
.

/
For the first time in her life Louisa had come mto one QL_r

the dwellings of the Coketown Hands; for the first time in

her life she was face to face with anything, like individuality

in connexion with them. Shejcnew of their existence by

hundreds and by thousands. She knew what results m work

a given number of them would produce in a given space of

time. She kncv them in crowds passing to and from their

nests, like ants or beetles. But she knew from her reading

infinitely more of the ways of toiling insects than of these

tpilingjaea-and women.
Something to be worked so much and paid so much, and

there ended; something to be infallibly settled by laws of

supply and demand; something that blundered against those

laws, and<JounderecPinto difficulty; something that was a

little pinched when wheat was dear, and over-ate itself when

wheat was cheap; sonifiSbing that increased at such a rate of

percentage, and yielded such anptho; percentage of crime, and

such another percentage of j&uperSm^ something wholesale,

of which vast fortunes were made; something that occasion-

ally rose like a sea, and did some harm and waste (chiefly to

itself), and fell again; this she knew the Coketown Hands.,

to be. But, she had scarcely thought more of separating

them into units, than of separating the sea itself into its com-

/
ponent drops.

She stood -for some moments looking round the room.

From the few chairs, the few books, the common prints,

and the bed, she glanced to the two women, and to

Stephen.
" I have come to speak to you, in consequence of what

passed just now. I should like to be serviceable to you, if

you will let me« Is this your wife ?
"

I
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Rachad raised her eyes, and they sufficiently answered no,
pud dropped again.

" I remembo-," said Louisa, reddening at her mistake; " I
recollect, now, to have heard your domestic misfortunes
spokoi of, though I was not attending to the particulars at
tte time. It was not my meaning to ask a question that
would give pain to any one here. If I should ask any other
<]uestion that n.iy happen to have that result, give me credit,
if you please, for being in ignorance how to speak to vou as
I ought."

As Stephen had but a little while ago instinctively
addressed himself to her, so she now instinctively addressed
hereeUto Rachael. Her manner was short and abrupt, yet
BKotq^ and timi^. ^ '

" He has told you what has passed between himself and
my husbai.H ? You would be his first resource, I think."

'' I have I ?ard the end of it, young lady," said Rachael.
" Did I understand, that, beingJcejecte.di>jijwie.filiiplQyer,

he would probably^ rejected by all ? I thought he said as
much? "

" The chances are very small, young lady—next to nothing
—for a man who gets a bad name among them."
"What shall I understand that you mean by a bad

name?"
" The name of being troublesome."
"Then, by the prejudices of his own class, and by the pre-

judices of the other, he is sacrificed alike? Are the two so
deeply separated in this town, that there is no place what-
ever for an honest workman between them? "

Rachael shook her head in silence.
" He fell into suspicion," said Louisa, " with his fellow-

weavers, because he had made a promise not to be one of
them. I think it must have been to you that he made that
promise. Might I ask you why he made it?

"

Rachael burst into t ars. " I didn't seek it of him, poor
lad. I prayed him to avoid trouble for his x.vm good, little
thmkmg he'd come to it through me. But I know he'd die
a hundred deaths, ere ever he'd break his word. I know that
of him well."

Stephen had remained quietly attentive in his usual
thoughtful attitude, with his hand at his chin. He now
spoke in a voice rather less steady than usual.,
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** No one, excepting myseln, can ever know what honour

an' what love, an' respect, I bear to Rachael, or wi' what
cause. When I passed that promess, I towd her true, she

were th' Angel o my life. "Twere a solemn promess. Tis

gone fro' me, for ever."

Louisa turned her head to him, and bent it with a

deference that was new in her. She looked from him to

Rachael, and her features softened. " What will you do? "

she asked him. And her voice had softened too.
" Wed, ma'am," said Stephen, making the best of it, with

a smile; " when I ha' finished off, I mun quit this part, and

try another. Fortnet or misfortnet, a man can but try;

there's newt to be done wi'out tryin'—cept laying down and
dying.''

" How will you travel?
"

" Afoot, my kind ledy, afoot."

Louisa coloured, and a purse appeared in her hand. The
rustling of a bank-note was audible, as she unfolded one and
laid it on the table.

" Rachael, will you tell him—^for you know how, without

offence—^that this is freely his, to help him on his way?
Will you entreat him to take it?

"

" I canna do that, young lady," she answered, turning her

head aside. " Bless you for thinking o' the poor lad wi' such

tenderness. But 'tis for him to know his heart, and what is

light according to it."

Louisa looked, in part incredulous, in part frightened, in

part overcome with quick sjmtipathy, when this man of so

much self-command, who had been so plain and steady

through the late interview, lost his composure in a moment,
and now stood with his hand before his face. She stretched

out hers, as if she would have touched him; then checked

herself and remained still.

" Not e'en Rachael," said Stephen, when he scood again

with his face uncovered, " could mak sitch a kind offerin, by
onny words, kinder. T' show that I'm not a man wi'out

reason and gratitude, I'll tak two pound. I'll borrow 't for

t' pay 't back. 'Twill be the sweetest work as ever I ha'

done, that puts it in my power t' acknowledge once more
my lastin thankfulness for this present action."

She was fain to take up the note again, and to substitute

the much smaller simti he had named. He was neither

1 i

m0>tOiM
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courtly, nor handsome^ nor picturesque, in any respect; and

/ yet his manner of accepting it, and of expressing his thanks

[
without more words, had a grace in it that Lord Chesterfield

^; V cotUd not havejtaught his son in a cfmtury.

y Tomhad sat upOITtlxe^ bed, swinging one leg and suckinjg

his walking-stick with sufficient unconcern, until the visit

had attained this stage . Seeing his sister ready to depart, he

got up, rather hurri^ly, and put in a word.
" Just wait a moment. Loo! Before we go, I should like

to speak to him a moment. Something comes into my head.

If you'll step out on the stairs, Blackpool, I'll mention it.

Never mind a light, man ! " Tom was remarkably impatient

of his moving towards the cupboard, to get one. " It don't

want a light."

Stephen followed him out, and Tom closed the room door,

and held the lock in his hand.
" I say I " he whispered. " I think I can do you a good

turn. Don't ask me what it is, because it may not come to

anything. But there's no harm in my trying."

His breath fell like a flame of fire on Stephen's ear, it was

so hot.
" That was our light porter at the Bank," said Tom, " who

brought you the message to-night. I call him our light

porter, because I belong to the Bank too."

Stephen thought, " What a hurry he is in I " He spoke

so confusedly.

"Weill" said Tom, "Now look here! When are you

off?"
"V day's Monday," replied Stephen, considering. " Why,

Sir, Friday or Saturday, nigh 'bout."
" Friday or Saturday," said Tom. " Now look here ! I am

not sure that I can do you the good turn I want to do you
—^that's my sister, you know, in your room—but I may be

able to, and if I should not be able to, there's no harm done.

So I tell you what. You'll know our light porter again?
"

" Yes, sure," said Stephen.
" Very well," returned Tom. " When you leave work of

a night, between this and your going away, just hang about

the Bank an hour or so, will you? Don't take on, as if you

meant anything, if he should see you hanging about there;

because I shan't put him up to speak to you, unless I find

I can do you the service I want to do you. In that case he'll
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have a note or a message for you, but not else. Now look

here I You are sure to understand."

He had wormed a finger, in the darkness, through a button-

hole of Stephen's coat, and was screwing that comer of the

garment tight up round and round, in an extraordinary

manner.
" I understand. Sir," said Stephen.
" Now look here! " repeated Tom. " Be sure you don't

make any mistake then, and don't forget. I shall tell my
sister as we go home, what I have in view, and she'll approve,

I know. Now look here I You're all right, are you? You

understand all about it? Very well then. Come along,

Loo!"
He pushed the door open as he called to her, but did not

return into the room, or wait tp be lighted down the narrow

stairs. He was at the bottom when she began to descend,

and was in the street before she could take his arm.

Mrs. Pegler remained in her comer until the brother and

sister were gone, and until Stephen came back with the

candle in his hand. She was in a state of inexpressible

admiration of Mrs. Bounderby, and, Lkc an unaccountable

old woman, wept, " because she was such a pretty dear." Yet

Mrs. Pegler was so^urrie^est the object of her admiration

should return by chance, or anybody else should come, that

her cheerfuhiess was ended for that night. It was late too,

to people who rose early and worked hard; therefore the

party broke up; and Stephen and Rachael escorted their

mysterious acquaintance to the door of the Travellers' Coffee

House, where they parted from her.

They walked back together to the comer of the street

where Rachael lived, and as th'^y drew nearer and nearer

to it, silence crept upon them. V*^hen they came to the dark

comer where their unfrequent meetings always ended, they

stopped, still silent, as if both were afraid to speak.

" I shall strive t' see thee agen, Rachael, afore I go, but if

not
"

" Thou wilt not, Stephen, I know. 'Tis better that we

make up our minds to be open wi' one another."

" Thou'rt awlus right. 'Tis bolder and better. I ha' been

thinkin then, Rachael, that as 'tis but a day or two that

remains, 'twere better for thee, my dear, not t' be seen wi' me,

'T might bring thee into trouble, fur no good."

I
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qji^j^djugsfiiBfint. Tis for that."

/ "Weli,weU," said he. " Tis better, onnyways."
/ "Thou'lt write to me, and tell me all that happens,

Stephen?"
" Yes. What can I say now, but Heaven be wi' thee,

Heaven bless thee. Heaven thank thee and reward

. thee!"
\ " May it bless thee, Stephen, too, in all thy wanderings,

I and send thee peace and rest at last
!

"

> "I tpwd thee, my dear," said Stephen Blackpool—" that

r night—that I would never see or think o' onnything that

angered me, but thou, so much better than me, should'st be

beside it. Thou'rt beside it now. Thou mak'st me see it

wi' a better eye. Bless thee. Good night. Good-bye !

"

ilt was but a hurried parting in a common street, yet it was

a sacred remembrance to these two common people. Utili-

tarian economists, skeletons of schoolmasters. Commissioners

of Fact, genteel and used-up infidels, gabblers of many little

dog's-eared creeds, the poor you will have always with you^

^ ."^Cultivate in them, while there is yet time, *.he utmost graces

'^i the fancies and affections, to adorn their lives so much in

need of ornament; or, in the day of your triumph, when
romance is utterly driven out of their souls, and they and

a bare existence stand face to face, Reality will take a wolfish

I turn, and make an end of you.

Stephen worked the next day, and the next, uncheered by
a word from any one, and shunned in all his comings and
goings as before. At the end of the second day, he saw land

;

at the end of the third, his loom stood empty.

He had overstayed his hour in the street outside the Bank,

on each of the two first evenings ; and nothing had happened

there, good or bad. That he might not be remiss in his part

of the engagement, he resolved to wait full two hours, on

this third and last nights

There was the lady who had once kept Mr. Bounderby's

house, sitting at the first-floor window as he had seen her

before; and there was the light porter, sometimes talking

with her there, and sometimes looking over the blind below

which had Bank upon it, and smnetimes coming to tlM door

and standing on the steps for a breath of air. When he first

came out, Stephen thought he might be looking tm him, and
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passed near; but the light porter only cast his winking eyes

upon him slightly, and said nothing.

Two hours were a long stretch of lounging about, after

a long day's labour. Stephen sat upon the step of a door,

leaned against a wall under an archway, strolled up and down,
listened for the church clock, stopped and watched children

playing in the street. Some purpose or other is so natural

to every one, that a mere loiterer always looks and feels

remarkable. When the first hour was out, Stephen even

began to have an uncomfortable sensation upon him of being

for the time a disreputable character.

Then came the lamplighter, and two lengthening lines of

light all down the longf perspective of the street, until they

were blended and lostin the distance. Mrs. Sparsit closed

the first-floor window, drew down the blind, and went upstairs^

Presently, a light went upstairs after her, passing first the

fanlight of the door, and afterwards the two staircase win-

dows, on its way up. By-and-by, one comer of the second-

floor blind was disturbed, as if Mrs. Sparsit's eye were there;

also the other comer, as if the lighf porter's eye were on that

side. Still, no communication was made to Stephen. Much
relieved when the two hours were at last accomplished, he

went away at a quick pace, as a recompense for so much
loitering.

He had only to take leave of his landlady, and lie down
on his temporary bed upon the floor; for his bundle was made
up for to-morrow, and all was arranged for his departure.

He meant to be clear of the town very early; before the

Hands were in the streets.

It was barely daybreak, when, with a parting look round

his room, moumfully wondering whether he should ever see

it again, he went out. The town was as entirely deserted as

if the inhabitants had abandoned it, rather than hold com-

munication with him. Everything looked wan at that hour.

Even the coming sun made but a pale waste in the sky, like

a sad sea.

By the place where Rachael lived, though it was not in his

way; by the red brick streets; by the great silent factories,

not trembling yet ; by the railway, where the danger-lights

were waning in the strengthening day; by the railway's

crazy neighbourhood, half pulled down and half built up;

by scattered red brick villas, where the besmoked evergreens

I
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were spiinkled with a dirty powder, like untidy snufi-takers;

by coal-dust paths and many varieties of ugliness; Stephen

got to the top of the hill, and looked back.

Day was shining radiantly upon the town then, and the

bells were going for the morning work. Domestic fires were

not yet lighted, and the high chimneys had the sky to them-

selves. Puffing out their poisonous volumes, they would not

be long in hiding it; but, for half an hour, some of the

many windows were golden, which showed the Coketown

people a sun eternally in eclipse, through a medium of smoked

glass.

So strange to turn from the chimneys to the birds. So

strange to have the road-dust on his feet instead of the coal-

grit. So strange to have lived to his time of life, and yet to

be beginning like a boy this summer morning ! With these

musings in& mind, and his bundle under his arm, Stephen

took his attentive face along the high road. And the trees

arched over him, whispering that he left a true and loving

heart behind.

r;

CHAPTER VII

GUNPOWDER

Mr. James Harthouse, " going in " for his adopted party,

soon began to score. With the aid of a little more coaching

for the political sages, a little more genteel listlessness for the

general society, and a tolerable management of the assumed

honesty in dishonesty, most effective and most patronized of

the polite deadly sins, he speedily came to be considered of

much promise. The not bemg troubled with earnestness was

a grand point in his favour, enabling him to take to the

hard Fact fellows with as good a grace as if he had been bom
one of the tribe, and to throw all other tribes overboard, as

conscious hypocrites.

"Whom none of us believe, my dear Mrs. Bounderby,

and who do not believe themselves. The only difference

between us and the professors of virtue or benevolence, or

philanthropy—never mind the name—is, that we know it is
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aU meaningless, and say so; while they know it equally and

will never say so."
, ^ ^. . ^- »

Why should she be shocked or warned by this reiteration?

It was not so unlike her father's principles, and her early

training, that it need startle her. Where was the great

difference between the two schools, when each chained her

down to material realities, and inspired her with no faith in

anything else? What was there in her soul for James Hart-

r^ouse to destroy, which Thomas Gradgrind had nurtured

Lthere in its state of innocence I
. • v

'
It was even the worse for her at this pass, that in her

mind—implanted there before her eminently practical father

began to form it— a struggling disposition to beUeve in

a wider and nobler humanity than she had ever heard of,

constantly strove with doubts and resentments. With '

doubts, because the aspiration had been so laid waste in her

youth. With resentments, because of the wrong that had been

done her, if it were indeed a whisper of the truth. Upon a

nature long accustomed to self-suppression, thus torn and

divided, the Harthouse philosophy came as a rehef and

justification. Everything being hollow and worthless, she

had missed nothing and sacrificed nothing. What did it

matter, she had said to her father, when he proposed her

husband. What did it matter, she said still. With a

scornful self-reliance, she asked herself, What did anything

matter—and went on.
, , , j

Towards what? Step by step, onward and downward,

towards some end, yet so gradually, that she beheved herself

to remain motionless. As to Mr. Harthouse, whither hs

tended, he neither considered nor cared. He had no par-

ticular design or plan before him; no energetic wickedneM

ruffled hi^lassitude. He was as much amused and interested,

at present; as Tt~Became so fine a gentleman to be; perhaps

even more than it would have been consistent with lus

reputation to confess. Soon after his amval he languidly

vrote to his brother, the honourable and jocular member,

that the Bounderbys were " great fun"; and further, that

the female Bounderby, instead of being the Gorgon he had

expected, was young, and remarkably pretty. After that, he

wrote no more about them, and devoted his leisure chiefly to

their house. He was very often In their house, in his flittmgs

and visitings about the Coketown district; and was much
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encouraged by Mr. Boonderby. It wm quite in Mr. Boun-
derby's gusty way to boast to all his world that he didn't

care about your highly connected people, but that if his wife

Tom Gradgrind's daughter did, she was welcome to their

company.

I

Mr. James Harthouse began to think it would be a new
sensation, if the face which changed so beautifully for the
whelp, would change for him.
He was quick enough to observe; he had a good memory,

and did not forget a word of the brother's revelations. He
interwove them with everything he saw of the sister, and
he began to understand her. To be sure, the better and
profounder part of her character was not within his scope
of perception; for in natures, as in seas, depth answers unto
depth ; but he soon began to read the rest with a student's eye.

Mr. Bounderby had taken possession of a house and
grounds, about fifteen miles from the town, and accessible

within a mile or two, by a railway striding on many arches
over a wild country, undermined by deserted coal-shafts,

and spotted at night by fires and black shapes of stationary
engines at pits' mouths. This country, gradually softening
towards the neighbourhood of Mr. Bounderby's retreat, there
mellowed ijitD -a xustic landscape, golden with heathy and
snowy with hawthorn'tn the spring of the year, and'i^femulous
with leaves and their shadows ^1 the summer time. "The
bank had foreclosed a mortgage effected on the property thus
pleasantly situated, by one of the Coketown magnates, who,
in his determination to make a shorter cut than usual to
an enormous fortune, overspeculated himself by about two
hundred thousand pounds. These accidents did sometimes
happen in the best r gulated families of Coketown, but the
bankrupts had no connexion whatever with the improvident
classes.^

" " —
It afforded Mr. Bounderby supreme satisfaction to instal

himself in this snug little estate, and with deBapnstratixe

TH™i[ijyj2-jE°?L cabbages in the flower-gardSnTTFTde-
lighted to liv^arracRashion, among the elegant furniture,
and he bullied the very pictures with his origin. " Why,
Sir," he would say to a visitor, " I am told that Nickits," the
late owner, " gave seven hundred pound for that Seabeach.
Now, to be plain with you, if I ever, in the whole course of
my life, take seven looks at it, at a hundred pound a look,
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it will be as much as I shall do. No, by George! I don't

forget that I am Josiah Bounderby of Coketown. For years

upon years, the only pictures in my possession, or that

I could have got into my possession, by any means, unless

I stole 'em, were the engravings of a man shaving himself in

a boot, on the blacki' ? bottles that I was overjoyed to use m
cleaning boots with, Jid that I sold when they were empty

for a farthing a-piece, and glad to get it
!

"

Then he would address Mr. Harthouse in the same style.

"Harthouse, you have a couple of horses down here.

Bring half-a-dozen more if you like, and we'll find room for

'em. There's stabling in this place for a dozen horses ;
and

unless Nickits is belied, he kept the full number- A round

dozen of 'em. Sir. When that man was a boy, he went to

Westminster School. Went to Westminster School as a

King's Scholar, when I was principally living on garbage,

and sleeping in market baskets. Why, if I wanted to keep

a dozen horses—which I don't, for one's enough for me—
I couldn't bear to see 'em in their stalls here, and thmk what

my own lodging used to be. I couldn't look at 'em, Sir, and

not order 'em out. Yet so things come round. You see

this place; you know what sort of a place it is; you are

aware that there's not a completer place of its size m this

kingdom or elsewhere—I don't care where—and here, ^ot

into the middle of it, Uke a maggot into a..nut, is Josiah

Bounderby. While Nickits (as a man came into my office,

and told me yesterday), Nickits, who used to act m Latin, in

the Westminster School plays, with the chief-justices and

nobility of this country applauding him till they were black

in the face, is drivelling at this minute—drivelling, Sir!—in

a fifth floor, up a narrow dark back street in Antwerp."

It was among the leafy shadows of this retirement, m the

long/sultry summer days, that Mr. Harthouse began to prove

the face which had set him wondering when he first saw it,

and to try if it would change for him.
" Mrs. Bounderby, I esteem it a most fortunate accident

that I find you alone here. I have for some time had a

particular wish to speak to you."

It was not by any wonderful accident that he found her,

the time of day being that at which she was always alone,

and the place being her favourite resort. It was an opening

in a dark wood, where some felled trees lay, and where she

t

I

I
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would sit watching the fallen leaves of last year, at she had
watched the falling ashes at home.
V He sat down beside her, with a glance at her face.

" Your brother. My young friend Tom "

Her colour brightened, and she turned to him with a look

of interest. " I never in my life," he thought, saw any-
thing so remarkable and so captivating as the lighting of

those features
!

" His face betrayed his thoughts—perhaps

without betraying him, for it might have been according to

its instructions so to do.
" Pardon me. The expression of your sisterly interest is

so beautiful—^Tom should be so proud of it—I know this is

inexcusable, but I am so compelled to admire."

J\ " Being so impulsive," she said composedly.

^ "Mrs. Bounderby, no: you know I make no pretence

I with you. You know I am a sordid piece of brr^ian nature,

\ ready to sell myself at any time for any r^-asonable sum,
I and altogether incapable of any Arcadian proceeding what-
Lever."

" I am waiting," she returned, " for your further referoice

to my brother."
" You are rigid with me, and I deserve it. ^IjnLasjtorths

less a dog as }K)u.wiU find, exceptJhatj am not false—not
false. But you surprised and started me from my subject,

which was your brother. I have an interest in him."
" Have you an interest in anything, Mr. Harthouse? " she

asked, half incredulously and half gratefully.
" If you had asked roe when I first came here, I should

have said no. I must say now—even at the hazard of

appearing to make a pretence, and of justly awakening your
incredulity—yes."

She made a slight movement, as if she were trying to

speak, but could not find voice; at length she said, "Mr.
Harthouse, I give you credit for being interested in my
brother."
" Thank you. I claim to deserve it. You know how little

I do claim, but I will go that length. You have done so

much for him, you are so fond of him; your whole life,

Mrs. Bounderby, expresses such charming self-forgetfulne^

on his account—pardon me again—I am running wide of

the subject. I am interested in him for his own sidce."

She had made the slightest action pcssilile, as if she would
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have risen in a hum and gone away. He had turned the

coune of what he said at that instant, and she remame l

.

" Mrs. Boundcrby/' he resumed, in a hghter manner, and

yet with a show o! effort in assuming it, which was even m >re

expressive than the manner he dismissed; "it is no irre-

vocable offence in a young feUow oi your brothTS years,

if he is heedless, inconsiderate, and expensi e-a tie di: si-

pated, in the common phrase. Is he?
"

Yes?
"

" Allow me to be frank. Do you think he g^asnc^ ai all?
"

" I thin'^ he makes bets." Mr. Harthouse waiting, as if

that were not her whole answer, she added, " I know he

does."
" Of course he loses?

"

*' Yes "

" Everybody does lose who bets. Ma^ I hint at the prob-

ability of your sometimes supplying him with money for

these purposes?

"

, . , .

She sat, looking down; but, at this question, raised her

eyes searchingly and a little resentfully. ^ „ d
" Acquit me of iinpertinent curiosity, my dear Mrs. Boun-

derby. I think Tom may be gradually falhng into trouble,

and I wish to stretch out a helping hand to him from the

depths of ray wicked experience.—Shall I say again, for his

sake? Is that necessary?
"

.

She seeme.1 to try to answer, but nothing came of it.

" Candidly to confess everything that has occurred to me,

said James Harthouse, again gUding with the iiine app^r-

ance of effort into ids more airy manner; I will confade

to you my doubt whether he has had many advantages.

Whether—forgive my plainness—whether any great amount

of confidence is likely to have been estabhshed between

himself and his most worthy father."

"I do not," said Louisa, flushing with her own great

remembrance in that wise, " think it likely."

" Or, between himself, and—I may trust to your perfect

understanding of my meaning, I am sure-and his highly

esteemed brother-in-law." , • ,-^ „k«,
She flushed deeper and deeper, and was bunung r«i rhen

she repUed in a fainter voice, " I do not think that Ukely,

**
"Mrs. Bounderby," said Harthouse, after a short silence,

: ;

Jt
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1'

*' may there be a better confidence between yourself and me?
Tom has borrowed a considerable sum of you ?

"

" You will understand, Mr. Harthouse," she returned, after

some indecision: she had been more or less uncertain, and
troubled throughout the conversation, and yet had in the

main preserved her self-contained manner; " you will under-

stand that if I tell you what you press to know, it b not

by way of complaint or regret. I would never complain of

anything, and what I have done I do not in the least regret."
" So spirited, too! " thought James Harthouse.
" When I married, I found that my brother was even at

that time heavily in debt. Heavily for him, I mean.
Heavily enough to oblige me to sell some^ifiTcetes. They
were no sacrifice. I sold them very willingly. Tattached no
value to them. They were quite worthless to me."

Either she saw in his face that he knew, or she only feared

in her conscience that he knew, that she spoke of some of

her husband's gifts. She stopped, and reddened again. If

he had not known it before, he would have known it then,

though he had been a much duller man than he was.
" Since then, I have given my brother, at various times,

what money I could spare: in short, what money I have
had. Confiding in you at all, on the faith of the interest

you profess for him, I will not do so by halves. Since you
have been in the habit of visiting here, he has wanted in

one sum as mtjch as a hundred pounds. I have not been
able to give it to him. I have felt uneasy for the conse-

quences of his being so involved, but I have kept these secrets

until now, when I trust them to your honour. I have held

no confidence with any one, because—you anticipated my
reason just now." She abruptly broke off.

He was a ready man, and he saw, and seized, an oppor-

timity here of presenting her own image to her, slightly

disguised as her brother.
" Mrs. Bounderby, though a graceless person, of the world

worldly, I feel the utmost interest, I assure you, in what you
tell me. I cannot possibly be hard upon your brother. I

understand and share the wise consideration with which you
r^;ard his errors. With all possible respect both for Mr.
Gradgrind and for Mr. Bounderby, I think I perceive that

he hiia not been fortunate in his training. Breid at a disad-

vantage towards the society in which he has his part to
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Dlay, he rushes into these extremes for himself, from oppo-

Ste extremes that have long been forced-with the very

best intentions we have no doubt—upon hmu Mr. coun-

derby's fine fiS) English independence, though a most

charming chSicreristic, does not-as we have agreed-

invite confidence. If I might venture to remark that it is

the least in the world deficient m that dehcacy to which a

youth mistaken, a character misconceived, and abiUti^

misdirected, would turn for relief and guidance, I should

express what it presents to my own view."

As she sat looking straight before her, across the changing

Ughts upon the grass into the darkness of the wood beyond,

he saw m her face her application of his very distmctly

uttered words. j„ t Ko,r»
" All allowance," he contmued, must be made. I have

one great fault to find with Tom, however, which I cannot

forgive, and for which I take him heavily to account.

Louik turned her eyes to his face, and asked him what

fault was that? T)^,Ua„c
'• Perhaps," he returned, " I have said enough. Perhaps

it would have been better, on the whole, if no allusion to it

had escaped me." _> , 1 •..

»

" You alarm me, Mr. Harthouse. Pray let me know it.

" To relieve you from needless apprehension—and as this

confidence regarding your brother, which I prize I «n sure

above all possible things, has been established between us-

I obey. I cannot forgive bim for not being more sensible

in every word, look, and act of his life, of the affection of

his best friend; of the devotion of his best fnend; of her

unselfishness; of her sacrifice. The return he mak^ her

within my observation, is a very poor one. What she has

done for him demands his constant love and gratitude, not

his ill-humour and caprice. Careless fellow as I ani, I am

not so indifferent, Mrs. Bounderby, as to be regardless of

this vice in your brother, or inclined to consider it a ^lal)

°
-nie^wood floated before her, for her eyes were suffused

with tears. They rose from a deep well, long concealed

and her heart was filled with acute pain that found no relief

™"
In a word, it is to connect ypur brother in this, Mrs.

Bounderby, that I must aspirt. My better knowledge of

i \
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^is circumstances, and my direction and ad dee inm(tB£a(:f

1^ them—rather valuable, I hope, as coming from a scape-^

grace on a much Uu^er scale—^will give me some influence

over him, and all I gain I shall certainly use towards this

end. I have said enough, and more than enough. I seem

to be protesting that I am a sort of good fellow, when, upon

my honour, I have not the least intention to make any
|

protestation to that effect, and openly announce that I am
|

nothing of the sort. Yonder, among the trees," he added, I

having lifted up his eyes and looked about ; for he had watched

her closely until now; " is your brother himself; no doubt,

just come down. As he seems to be loitering in this direction,

it may be as well, perhaps, to walk towards him, and throw

ourselves in his way* He has been very silent an^Hde^ of

late. Perhaps, his brotherly conscience is toucheo^^Tfhere

are such things as consciences. Though, upon my honour, I

hear of them much too often to believe in them."

He assisted her to rise, and she took his arm, and they

advanced to meet the whelp. He was idly beating the

branches as he lounged along; or he stooped viciously to

rip the moss from the trees with his stick. He was startled

when they came upon him while he was engaged in this

latter pastime, and his colour changed.

"Halloa!" he stammered; "I didn't know you were

here."

"Whose name, Tom," said Mr. Harthouse, putting his

hand upon his shoulder and turning him, so that they all

three walked towards the house together, " have you been

carving on the trees ?
"

" Whose name? " returned Tom. " Oh! You mean what

girl's name? "

" You have a suspicious appearance of inscribing some fair

creature's on the bark, Tom."
" Not much of that, Mr. Harthouse, unless some fair crea-

ture with a slashing fortune at her own disposal would take

a fancy to me. Or she might be as ugly as she was rich,

without any fear of losing me. I'd carve her name as often

as she liked."
" I am afraid you are mercenary, Tom."
" Mercenary," repeated Tom, " Who is not mercenary?

Ask my sister."

" Have you so proved it to be a failing of mine, Tom? '*
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said Louisa, showing no other sense of his discontent and

ill-nature.
" You know whether the cap fits you, Loo," returned her

brother sulkily. _1* Kjtdoes, you can wear it."

" Tom is rtiisanthropic^to-day, as all bored people are

now and theSr"sddHlr:'Harthouse. " Don't believe him,

Mrs. Boanderby. He knows much better. I shall disclose

soro^ of his opinions of you, privately expressed to me, unless

he irilents a Uttle."
" At all events, Mr. Harthouse," said Tom, softemng m

his admiration of his patron, but shaking his head sullenly

too, " you can't tell her that I ever praised her for being

mercenary. I may have praised her for being the contrary,

and I should do it again, if I had as good reason. However,

never mind this now; it's not very interesting to you, and I

am sick of the subject."

They walked on to the house, where Louisa quitted her

visitor's arm and went in. He stood looking after her, as she

ascended the steps, and passed into the shadow of the door;

then put his hand upon her brother's shoulder again, and

invited him with a confidential nod to a walk in the garden.

"Tom, my fine fellow, I want^to have a word with

you."
They had stopped among a disorder of roses—it was part

of Mr. Bounderby's humility to keep Nickits's loses on a

reduced scale—and Tom sat down on a terrace-parapet,;

pludsingjbuds and picking them to pieces; while his powef-

ful Familiar stood over him, with a foot upon the parapet,

and his figure easily resting on the arm supported by that

knee. They were just visible from her window. Perhaps

she saw them.
" Tom, what's the matter? "

- - ' "I amgroan," Ohl Mr. Harthouse," said Tom with a

hard up, and bothered out of my life."

" My good fellow, so am I."

" You! " returned Tom. " You are the picture of inde-

pendence. Mr. Harthouse, I am in a horrible mess. You

have no idea what a state I have got myself into—what a

state my sister might have got me out of, if she would only

have done it."

He took to biting the rosebuds now, and teanng them

•way fi'om his teeth with a hand that trembled Uke an

I
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infinn old man's. After one exceedingly observant look at
him, his companion relapsed into his lightest air.

" Tom, you are inconsiderate: you expect too much of

your sister. You have had money of her, you dog, you
know you have."

" Well, Mr. Harthouse, I know I have. How else was I

to get it ? Here's old Bounderby always boasting that at my
age he lived upon twopence a month, or something of that
sort. Here's my father drawing what he calls a line, and
tying me down to it from a baby, neck and heels. JEIere's

I

my mother who never had anything of her own, except her

I

complaints. What is a fellow to do for money, and where
\am I to look for it, if not to my sister?

"

' He was almost crying and scattered the buds about by
dozens^ Mr* Harthouse took him persuasively by the
coat.

" But, my dear Tom, if your sister has not got it
"

" Not got it, Mr. Harthouse? I don't say she has got it^

I may have wanted more than she was likely to have got.

But then she ought to get it. She could get it. It's of no
use pretending to make a secret of matters now, after what
have told you already; you know she didn't marry old

Bounderby for her own sake, or for his sake, but for my
sake. Then why doesn't she get what I want, out of him,
for my sake? She is not obliged to say what she is going to
do with it; she is sharp enough; she could manage to coax
it out of him, if she chose. Then why doesn't she choose,
when I tell her of what consequence it is ? But no. There
she sits in his company like a stone, instead of making her-

self agreeable and getting it easily. I don't know what you
may call this, but / call it unnatural conduct."
^ There was a piece of ornamental water immediately below
the parapet, on the other side, into which Mr. James Hart-
house had a very strong inclination to pitch Mr. Thomas
Gradgrind Junior, as the injured men of Coketown threat-

ened to pitch their property into the Atlantic. But he pre-

served his egsy.attitude; and nothing more solid went over
the stone.,balustrade§)than the accumulated rosebuds now
floating about, a little surface-islands

" My dear Tom," said Harthouse, " let me try to be your
banker."

*' For God's sake," replied Tom, suddenly " don't talk

I&
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about bankers!" And very white he looked, in contrast

with the roses. Very white.

Mr, Harthouse, as a thoroughly well-bred man, accustomed

to the best society, was not to be surprised—^he could as soon

have been affected—but he raised his eyelids a littk more,

as if they were lifted by a feeble touch of wonder. Albeit it

was as much against the precepts of his school to wonder, as

it was against the doctrines of the Gradgrind College.

" What is the present need, Tom? Three figures? Out

with them. Say what they are."

"Mr. Harthouse," returned Tom, now actually crying;

and his tears were better than his injuries, however pitiful

a figure he made: " it's too late; the money is of no use to

me at present. I should have had it before to be of use to

me. But I am very much obliged to you; you're a true

I

friend."

A true friend! " Whelp, whelp! " thought Mr. Harthouse,

lazily; " what an Ass you are!
"

" And I take your offer as a great kindness," said Tom.

grasping his hand. " As a great kindness, Mr. Harthouse."

" Well," returned the other, " it may be of more use by-

and-by. And, my good fellow, if you will open your be-

devilments to me when they come thick upon you, I may

show you better ways out of them than you can find for

yourself."
.

" Thank you," said Tom, shaking his head dismally, and

chewing rosebuds. " I wish I had known you sooner, Mr.

Harthouse."
" Now, you see, Tom," said Mr. Harthouse m conclusion,

himself tossing over a rose or two, as a contribution to the

island, which was always drifting to the wall as if it wanted

to become a part of the mainland: " every man is selfish in

everything he does, and I am exactly like the rest of my
fellow-creatures. I am desperately intent; " the languor of

his desperation being quite tropical; "on your softening

towards your sister—which you ought to do ; and on your

being a more loving and agreeable sort of brother—which

you ought to be."
" I will be, Mr. Harthouse."
" No time like the present, Tom. Begin at once."

" Certainly I will And my sister Loo shall say so."

"Having made which bargain, Tom," said Harthouse,

F
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dapping him on the shoulder again, with an air which left

him at liberty to infer—as he did, poor fool—that this con-

dition was imposed upon him in mere careless good nature to

lessen his sense of obligation, " we will tear ourselves asunder

until dinner-time."

When Tom appeared before dinner, though his mmd
seemed heavy enough, his body was on the alert; and he

appeared before Mr. Bounderby came in. " I didn't mean

to be cross, Loo," he said, giving her his hand, and kissing

her. " I know you are fond of me, and you know I am fond

of you."

h After this, there was a smile upon Louisa's face that day,

f for some one else. Alas, for some one else

!

f
" So much the less is the whelp the only creature that she

I «ares for," thought James Harthouse, reversing the reflection

I
of his first day's knowledge of her pretty face. " So much

I
the les.s. so much,the less."

, ,

CHAPTER VIII

EXPLOSION

The next morning was too bright a morning for sleep, and

James Harthouse rose early, and sat in the pleasant bay

window of his dressing-room, smoking the rare tobacco that

had had so wholesome an influence on his young friend.

Reposing in the sunlight, with the fragrance of his eastern

pipe about him, and the dreamy smoke vanishing into the

air, so rich and soft with summer odours, he reckoned up

his advantages as an idle winner might count his gains.

He was not at all bored for the time, and could give his

mind to it.

He had established a confidence with her, from which her

tusband was excluded. He had established a confidence

rith her, that absolutely turned upon her indifference towards

.er husband, and the absence, now and at all times, of any

;ongeniality between them. He had artfully, but plainly,

issured her that he knew her heart in its last most delicate

ecesses; he had come so near to her through its tenderest

\
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jbentiment; he had associated himself with that feeling; and

fthe barrier beliind which she lived had melted away. All

I very odd, and very satisfactory

!

And yet he had not, even now, any earnest wickedness of

lurposTlniTiiRmPuhlicly and privately, it were much better

foFTIieage in which he lived, that he and the legion of

whom he was one were designedly bad, than indifferent and

purposeless. It isJhe drifting icebergs setting with any

current anywhere, that wreck the ships.

When the Devil goefh about like a roaring lion, he goeth

about in a shape by which few but savages and hunters are

attracted. But, when he is trimmed, smoothed, and var-

nished, according to the mode; when he islawga^of vice,

and aweary of virtue, used up as to brimstone, and used up

as to bliss; then, whether he take to the serving out of red

tape, or to the'Kindling of red fire, he is the very Devil.

So James Harthouse reclined in the window, indolently

smoking, and fJ^kSrii^l'TSp^e steps he had taken on the

road by which he happened to be travelling. The end to

which it led was before him, pretty plainly; but he troubled

himself with no calculations about it. What will be, will be.

As he had rather a long ride to take that day—for there

was a public occasion " to do " at some distance, which

afforded a tolerable opportunity of going in for the Gradgrind

men—he dressed early, and went down to breakfast. He
was anxious to see if she had relapsed since the previous

evening. No. He resumed where he had left off. There

was a look of interest for him again.

He got through the day as much (or as little) to his own

satisfaction, as was to be expected under the fatiguing cir-

cumstances ; and came riding back at six o'clock. There was

a sweep of some half-mile between the lodge and the house,

and he was riding along at a foot pace over the smooth

gravel, once Nickits's, when Mr. Bounderby burst out of the

shrubbery, with such violence as to make his horse shy across

the road.
" Harthouse f " cried Mr. Bounderby. " Have you heard ?

" Heard what? " said Harthouse, soothing his horse, and

inwardly favouring Mr. Bounderby with no good wishes.

" Then you haven't heard
!

"

" I have heard you, and so has this brute. I have heard

nothing else."

i
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Mr. Bounderby, red and hot, planted himself in the centre

of the path before the horse's head, to explode his bombshell

with more effect.

"The Bank's robbed!"
••You don't mean it I"

••Robbed last night, Sir. Robbed in an extraordinary

manner. Robbed with a false key."

••Of much?"
Mr. Bounderby, in his desire to make the most of it, really

seemed mortified by being obliged to reply, " Why, no; not

of very much. But it might have been."
•• Of how much? "

•'Oh! as a sum—if you stick to a sum—of not more than

a hundred and fifty pound," said Bounderby, with im-

patience. "But it's not the sum; it's the fact. It's the

fact of the Bank bemg robbed, that's the important cir-

cumstance. I am surprised you don't see it."

••My dear Bounderby," said James, dismounting, and

giving his bridle to his servant, "I do set it; and am as over-

come as you can possibly desire me to be, by the spectacle

afforded tomy mental view. Nevertheless, I may be allowed,

I hope, to congratulate you—which I do with all my soul, I

assure you—on your not having sustained a greater loss."

••Thank'ee," replied Bounderby, in a short, ungracious

manner. •' But I tell you what. It might have been twenty

thousand pound."
•• I suppose it might."
•• Suppose it might! By the Lord, you may suppose so.

By George!" said Mr. Bounderby, with sundry menacing

nods and shakes of his head. •' It might have been twice

twenty. There's no knowing what it would have been, or

wouldn't have been, as it was, but for the fellows' being

disturbed."

Louisa had come up now, and Mrs. Sparsit, and Bitzer.

" Here's Tom Gradgrind's daughter knows pretty well

what it might have been, if you don't," blustered Bounderby.
•' Dropped, Sir, as if she was shot when I told her! Never

knew her do such a thing before. Does her credit, under

the circumstances, in my opinion!
"

She still looked faint and pale. James Harthouse begged

her to take his arm; and as they moved on very slowly,

asked her how the robbery had been committed.

lI
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*• Why, I am going to tell you," said Bounderby, irritably

giving his arm to Mrs. Sparsit. " If you hadn't been so

mighty particular about the sum, I should have begun to

teU you before. You know this lady (for she 15 a lady),

Mrs. Sparsit?
"

" I have already had the honour "

" Very well. And this young man, Bitzer, you saw him

too on the same occasion? " Mr. Harthouse inclined liis

head in assent, and Bitzer knuckled his forehead.

" Very well. They live at the Bank. You know they live

at the Bank, perhaps ? Very well. Yesterday afternoon , at

the close of business hours, everything was put away as usual.

In the iron room that this young fellow sleeps outside of,

there was never mind how much. In the little safe in young

Tom's closet, the safe used for petty purposes, there was a

hundred and fifty odd pound."
" A hundred and fifty-four, seven, one," said Bitz<T.

" Come! " retorted Bounderby, stopping to wheel round

upon him, "let's have none of your interruptions. It's

enough to be robbed while you're snoring because you're too

comfortable, without being put right with your four seven

ones. I didn't snore, myself, when I was your age, let me
tell you. I hadn't victuals enough to snore. And I didn't

four seven one. Not if I knew it."

Bitzer knuckled his forehead again, in a sneaking manner,

and seemed at once particularly impressed and depressed

by the instance last given of Mr. Bounderby's moral

f' aE^tincnce "*

""^hundred and fifty odd pound," resumed Mr. Bounder-

by. " That sum of money, young Tom locked in his safe, not a

very strong safe, but that's no matter now. Everything was

left, all right. Some time in the night, while this young

fellow snored—Mrs. Sparsit, ma'am, you say you have heard

him snore?
"

" Sir," returned Mrs. Sparsit, '^I camiot say t^at I have

heard him precisel/snSw, 'a!id*^erefot-fe^mt«t/not make

that statement. But on winter evenings, when he has

fallen asleep at his table, I have heard him, what I should

prefer to describe as partially choke. I have heard him on

such occasions produce sounds of a nature similar to what

may be sometimes heard in Dutch clocks. Not," said Mrs.

Sparsit, with a lofty sense of gi'/ing strict evidence, " that I

I
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would convey any imputation on his moral character. Far
from it. I have always considered Bit'zer a young man
of the most upright principle; and to that I beg to bear

my testimony."
" Well! " said the exasperated Bounderby, " while he was

snoring, or choking, or Dutch-clocking, of something or other
—^being asleep—some fellows, somehow, whether previously

concealed in the house or not remains to be seen, got to

young Tom's safe, forced it, and abstracted the contents.

Being then disturbed, they made off; letting themselves out

at the main door, and double-locking it again (it was double-

locked, and the key under Mrs. Sparsit's pillow) with a false

key, which was picked up in the street near the Bank, about

twelve o'clock to-day. No alarm takes place, till this chap,

Bitzer, turns out this morning, and begins to open and
prepare the offices for business. Then, looking at Tom's
safe, he sees the door ajar, and finds the lock forced, and the

money gone."
" Where is Tom, by-the-by? " asked Ilarthouse, glancing

round.
" He has been helping the police," said Bounderby, " and

stays behind at the Bank. I wish these fellows had tried

to rob me when I was at his time of Hfe. They would have

been out of pocket if they had invested eighteenpence in

the job; I can tell 'em that."
" Is anybody suspected?

"

"Suspected? I should think there was somebody sus-

pected. Egod!" said Bounderby, relinquishing Mrs. Spar-

sit's arm to wipe his heated head. " Josiah Bounderby of

Coketown is not tc be plundered and nobody suspected.

No, thank you !

"

Might Mr. Ilarthouse inquire Who was suspected ?

"Well," said Bounderby, stopping and facing about to

confront them all, " I'll tell you. It's not to be mentioned

everywhere; it's not to be mentioned anywhere; in order

that the scoundrels concerned (there's a gang of 'em) may
be thrown off their guard. So take this in confidence. Now
wait a bit." Mr. Bounderby wiped his head again. " What
should you say to

; " here he violently exploded: "to a Hand
being in it?

"

" I hope," said Harthouse, lazily, " not our friend Black-

pot? "
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^ " Say Pool instead of Pot, Sir," returned Bounderby, " and

V that's the man."
'^ Louisa faintly uttered some word of incredulity and sur-

prise.
" yes ! I know ! " said Bounderby, immediately catching

at the sound. " I knowl I am used to that. I know all

about it. They are the finest people in the world, these

fellows are. They have got the gift of the gab, they have.

They only want to have their rights explained to them, they

do. But I tell you what. TShow me a dissatisfied Hand, «

and I'll show you a man that's fit for anything bad, I don't

care what it is." ^
Another of the popular fictions of Coketown, which some .

painslraJlieerftaken to disseminate—and which some people

really believed.
" But I am acquainted with these chaps," said Bounderby.

" I can read 'em oflf, like books. Mrs. Sparsit, ma'am, I

appeal to you. What warning did I give that fellow, the

first time he set foot in the house, when the express object
•

of his visit was to know how he could knock Religion over,

and floor the Established Church? Mrs. Sparsit, in point of

high connexions, you are on a level with the aristocracy,

—

did I say, or did I not say, to that fellow, ' you can't hide

the truth from me; you are not the kind of fellow I like;

you'll come to no good ' ?
"

. .

" Assuredly, Sir," returned Mrs. Sparsit, " you did, m
a highly impressive manner, give him such an admonition."

" When he shocked you, ma'am," said Bounderby; " when

he shocked your feelings?
"

" Yes, Sir," returned Mrs. Sparsit, with a meek shake of

her head, " he certainly did so. Though I do not mean to

say but that my feelings may be weaker on such points—more

foolish if the term is preferred—than they might have been,

if I had always occupied my present position."

Mr. Bounderby stared with a bursting pride at Mr. Hart-

house, as much as to say, " I am the proprietor of this female,

and she's worth your attention, I think." Then, resumed his

discourse.
" You can recall for yourself, Harthouse, what I said to

him when you saw him. I didn't mince the matter with

him. I am never mealy with 'em. I know 'em. Very well.

Sir, Three days after that, he bolted. Went off, nobody

1
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knows where: as my mother did in my infancy—only with

this difference, that he is a worse subject than my mother, if

possible. What did he do before he went? What do you

say; " Mr. Bounderby, with his hat in his hand, gave a beat

upon the crown at every little division of his sentences, as if
]

it were a^bounne^ " to his being seen—night after night
/

—watchingTRe^Baiilc?—to his lurking about there—after

-

dark?—To its striking Mrs. Sparsit—that he could be lurking'

for no good—To her calling Bitzer's attention to him, and

their both taking notice of him—And to its appearing on

inquiry to-day—that he was also noticed by the neighbours ?
"

Having come to the climax, Mr. Bounderby, like an oriental

dancer, put his tambourine on his head.
" Suspicious," said James Harthouse, " certainly."

" I think so, Sir," said Bounderby, with a defiant nod.

" I think so. But there are more of 'em in it. There's an

old woman. One never hears of these things till the mischief's

d(me; all sorts of defects are Icund out in the stable door

after the horse is stolen ; there's an old woman turns up now.

An old woman who seems to have been flying into town on

a broomstick, every now and then. She watches the place

a whole day before this fellow begins, and on the night

when you saw him, she steals away with him and holds

a council with him—I suppose, to make her report on going

off duty, and be damned to her."

There was such a person in the room that night, and she

shrunk from observation, thought Louisa.
^^

" This is not all of 'em, even as we already know 'em,

said Bounderby, with many nods of hidden meaning. " But

I have said enough for the present. You'll have the good-

ness to keep it quiet, and mention it to no one. It may

take time, but we shall have 'em. It's policy to give 'em

line enough, and there's no objection to that."

•' Of course, they will be punished with the utmost ngour

of the law, as notice-boards observe," replied James Hart-

house, " and serve them right. Fellows who go in for Banks

must take the consequences. If there were no consequences,

we should all go in for Banks." He had gently taken

Louisa's parasol from her hand, and had put it up for her;

and she walked under its shade, though the sun did not

shine there.

"For the present. Loo Bounderby," said her husband^
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*' here's Mrs. Sparsit to look after. Mrs. Sparsit's nerves
have been acted upon by this business, and she'll stay here
a day or two. So, make her comfortable."

" Thank you very much, Sir," that discreet lady observed,
" but pray do not let My comfort be a consideration. Any-
thing will do for Me."

It soon appeared that if Mrs. Sparsit had a failing in her
association with that domestic establishment, it was that
she was so excessively regardless of herself and regardful of
others, as to be a nuisance. On being ^^hown her chamber,
she was so dreadfully sensible of its comforts as to suggest
the inference that she would have preferred to pass the night
on the mangle in the laundry. True, the Powlers and the
Scadgerses were accustomed to splendour, " but it is my duty
to remember," Mrs. Sparsit was fond of observing with a
lofty grace: particularly when any of the domestics were
present, " that what I was, I am no longer. Indeed," said
she, " if I could altogether cancel the remembrance that Mr.
Sparsit was a Powler, or that I myself am related to the
Scadgers family; or if I could even revoke the fact, and
make myself a person of common descent and ordinary
connexions; I would gladly do so. I should think it, under
existing circumstances, right to do so." The same Her-
mitical state of mind led to her renunciation of made
dishes and wines at dinner, until fairly commanded by
Mr. Bounderby to take them; when she said, " Indeed you
are very good. Sir " ; and departed from a resolution of which
she had made rather formal and public announcement, to
"wait for the simple mutton." She was likewise deeply
apologetic for wanting the salt; and, feeling amiably bound
to bear out Mr. Bounderby to the fullest extent in the
testimony he had borne to her nerves, occasionally sat back
in her chair and silently wept; at which periods a tear of
large dimensions, like a crystal earring, might be observed
(or rather, must be, for it insisted on public notice) sliding

down her Roman nose.

But Mrs. Sparsit's greatest point, first and last, was her
determination to pity Mr. Bounderby. There were occasions
when in looking at him she was involuntarily moved to
shake her head, as who would say, "Alas poor Yorick!"
After allowing herself to be betrayed into these evidences of
emotion, she would force a |arnbent) brightness, and would

!
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be fitfully cheerful, and would say, *' You have still good

spirits, Sir, I am thankful to find "; and would appear to

hail it as a blessed dispensation that Mr. Bounderby bore up

as he did. One idiosjTicrasy for which she often apologized,

she found it excessively difficult to conquer. She had a

curious propensity to call Mrs. Bounderby " Miss Gradgrind,"

and yielded to it some three or four score times in the course

of the evening. Her repetition of this mistake covered

Mrs. Sparsit with modest confusion; but indeed, she said,

it seemed so natural to say Miss Gradgrind: whereas, to

persuade herself that the young lady whom she had had the

happiness of knowing from a diild could be really and truly

Mrs. Bounderby, she found almost impossible. It was a

further singularity of this remarkable case, that the more she

thought about it, the more impossible it appeared; " the

differences," she observed, " being such."

In the drawing-room after dinner, Mr. Bounderby tried the

case of the rob^ry, examined the witnesses, made notes of

the evidence, found the suspected persons guilty, and

sentenced them to the extreme punishment of the law.

That done, Bitzer was dismissed to town with instructions

to recommend Tom to come home by the mail-train.

When candles were brought, Mrs. Sparsit murmured,

"Don't be low. Sir. Pray let me see you cheerful. Sir,

as I used to do." Mr. Bounderby, upon whom these con-

solations had begun to produce the effect of making him,

in a bull-headed blundering way, sentimental, sighed like

some large sea-animal. " I cannot bear-to-jsetvou so. Sir,"

said Mrs. Sparsit. " Try a hand atliackgammon) Sir, as you

used to do when I had the honour of living under your

roof." " I haven't played backgammon, ma'am," said Mr.

Bounderby, " since that time," " No, Sir," said Mrs, Sparsit,

soothingly, " I am aware that you have not. I remember

that Miss Gradgrind takes no interest in the game. But

I shall be happy, Sir, if you will condescend."

They played near a window, opening on the garden. It

was a fine night; not moonlight, but sultry and fragrant.

Louisa and Mr. Harthouse strolled out into the garden, -vhere

their voices could be heard in the stiUness, though no^ what

they said. Mrs. Sparsit, from her place at the backgammon

board, was constantly straining her eyes to pierce the shadows

without. "What's the matter, ma'am?" said Mr. Boun-
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derby; " you don't see a Fire, do you? " " Oh dear no, Sir,'

returned Mrs. Sparsit, " I was thinking of the dew." " What
have you got to do with the dew, ma'am? " said Mr. Boun-
derby. " It's not myself, Sir," returned Mrs. Sparsit, " I am
fearful of Miss Gradgrind's taking cold." " She never takes

cold," said Mr. Bounderby. " Really, Sir ? " said Mrs. Sparsit^

And was affected with a cough in her throat.

When the time drew near for retiring, Mr. Bounderby took

a glass of water. " Oh, Sir? " said Mrs. Sparsit. " Not your
sherry warm, with lemon-peel and nutmeg? " " Why I

have got out of the habit of taking it now, ma'am," said

Mr, Bounderby. " The more's the pity, Sir," returned Mrs.

Sparsit; "you are losing all your good old habits. Cheer

up. Sir! If Miss Gradgrind will permit me, I will offer to

make it for you, as I have often done."

Miss Gradgrind readily permitting Mrs. Sparsit to do any-

thing she pleased, that considerate lady made the beverage,

and handed it to Mr. Bounderby. " It will do you good.

Sir. It will warm your heart. It b the sort of thing you
want, and ought to take, Sir," And when Mr, Bounderby
said, "Your health, ma'am!" she answered with great

feeling, " Thank you. Sir. The same to you, and happiness

also." Finally, she wished him good -night, with__gTeat

pathos; and Mr. Bounderby v»ent to bed, with aTiaaudEa

persuasion that he had been crossed in something tender,

though he could not, for his life, have mentioned what it wp5.

Long after Louisa had undressed and lain down, she

watched and waited for her brother's coming home. That
could hardly be, she knew, until an hour past midnight;

but in the country silence, which did anything but calm the

trouble of her thoughts, time lagged wearily. At last, when
the darkness and stillness had seemed for hours to thicken

one another, she heard the bell at the gate. She felt as

though she would have been glad that it mng on until day-

light; but it ceased, and the circles of its last sound spread

out fainter and wider in the air, and all was dead again.

She wa'.ted yet some quarter of an hour, as she judged.

Then she arose, put on a loose robe, and went out of her

room in the dark, and up the staircase to her brother's room«

His door being shut, she softly opened it and spoke to him,

approaching his bed with a noiseless step.

She kneeled down beside it, passed her arm over his neck.

1
'
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and drew his face to hers. She knew that he only feigned to

be asleep, but she said nothing to him.

He started by-and-by, as if he were just then awakened,
and asked who it was, and what was the matter?

" Tom, have you anything to tell me? If ever you loved

me in your life, and have anything concealed from every one
besides, tell it to me."

" I don't know what you mean. Loo. You have been
dreaming."

" My dear brother: " she laid her head down on his pillow,

and her hair flowed over him as if she would hide him from
every one but herself: " is there nothing that you have to

tell me? Is there nothing you can tell me if you will? You
can tell me nothing that will change me. O Tom, tell me
the truth!"

" I don't know what you mean, Loo !

"

" As you lie here alone, my dear, in the melancholy night,

so you must lie somewhere one night, when even I, if I am
living then, shall have left you. As I am here beside you,

barefoot, unclothed, undistinguishable in darkness, so must I

lie through all the night of my decay, until I am dust. In

the name of that time, Tom, tell me the truth now !

"

" What is it you want to know? "

" You may be certain ;
" in the energy of her love she took

him to her bosom as if he were a child; " that I will not

reproach you. You may be certain that I will be compas-
-'onate i nd true to you. You may be certain that I will

save you at whatever cost. O Tom, have you nothing to

tell me? Whisper very softly. Say only * yes,' and i shall

understand you !

"

She turned her ear to his lips, but he remained doggedly

silent.

"Not a word, Tom?"
" How can I say Yes, or how can I say No, when I don't

know what you mean? Loo, you are a brave, kind girl,

worthy I begin to think of a better brother than I am. But
I have nothing more to say. Go to bed, go to bed."

" You are tired," she whispered presently, more in her

usual V ay.
" Ye;, I am quite tired out."
" You have been so hurried and disturbed to-day. Have

any fresh discoveries been made? "

It
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" Only those you have heard of, from—him."
" Tom, have you said to any one that we made a visit to

those people, and that we saw those three together?
"

" No. Didn't you yourself particularly ask me to keep it

quiet when you asked me to go there with you?
"

"Yes. But I did not know then what was going to

happen."
" Nor I neither. How could I?

"

He was very quick upon her with this retort.

" Ought I to say, after what has happened," said his sister,

standing by the bed—she had gradually withdrawn herself

and risen, " that I made that visit? Should I say so? Must

I say 30?
"

" Good Heavens, Loo," returned her brother, " you are not

in the habit of asking my advice. Say what you like. If

you keep it to yourself, I shall keep it to wryself. If you

disclose it, there's an end of it."

It was too dark for either to see the oth«,r's face; but each

seemed very attentive, and to consider before speaking.

" Tom, do you believe the man I gave the money to, is

really implicated in this crime?
"

" I don't know. I don't see why he shouldn't be."

" He seemed to ne an honest man."--
" Another person may seem to you dishonest, and yet not

be so."

There was a pause, for he had hesitated and stopped.

" In short," resumed Tom, as if he had made up his mind,
"

if you come to that, perhaps I was so far from being alto-

gether in his favour, that I took him outside the door to

tell him quietly, that I thought he might consider himself

very well off to get such a windfall az he had got from my
sister, and that I hoped he would make good use of it. You
remember whether I took him out or not. I say nothing

against the man; he may be a very good fellow, for anything

I know; I hope he is."

" Was he offended by what you said?
"

" No, he .ook it pretty well ; he was civil enough. ^Vhere

are you. Loo? " He sat up in bed and kissed her. " Good

night, my dear, good night."
" You ha'-e nothing more to tell mt? "

" No. What should I have? You wouldn't have me tell

you a lie?
"

Hi
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" I wouldn't have you do that to-night, Tom, of all the

nights in your life; many and much happier as I hope they
will be."

" Thank you, my dear Loo, I am so tired, that I am sure
I wonder I don't say anything to get to sleep. Go to bed,
go to bed."

Kissing her again, he turned round, drew the coverlet over
his head, and lay as still as if that time had come by which

'

/_ _ She stood for some time at the bed-
fore she slowly Tioved away. She stopped at the door,

looked back when she had opened it, and asked him if he
had called her? But he lay still, and she softly closed the
door and returned to her room.
Then the wretched boy looked cautiously up and found

her gone, crept out of bed, fastened his door, and threw him-
self upon his pillow again: tearing his hair, morosely crying,
grudgingly loving her, hatefully but impenitently (spnnilng^

"

himself, and no less hatefully and unprofitably spuming all

the good in the world.

CHAPTER IX

HEARING THE LAST OF IT

Mrs. Sparsit, lying by to recover the tone of her nerves in

Mr. Bounderby's retreat, kept such a sharp look-out, night
and day, under her Coriolanian eyebrows, that her ey?", like

a couple of lighthouses on an iron-bound coast, might have
warned all prudent mariners from that bold rock her Roman
nose and the dark and craggy region in its neighbourhood,
but for the placidity of her manner. Although it was hard
to believe that her retiring for the night could be anything
but a form, so severely wide awake were those classical eyes
of hers, and so impossible did it seem that her rigid nose
could yield to any relaxing influence, yet her manner c"

sitting, smoothing her uncomfortable, not to say, gritt>

mittens (they were constructed of a cool fabric like a meat-
safe), or of ambling to unknown places of destination with
her foot in her cotton stirrup, was so perfectly serene, that
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most observers would have been constrained to suppose her

a dove, embodied by some freak of nature, m the earthly

r tJbefhacfe of a bird of the hook-beaked order.—
^She was a most wonderful woman for prowhng about the

house. How she got from story to story was a mystery

beyond solution. A lady so decorousm herself, and so higWy

connected, was not to be suspected of dropping over the

banisters or sUding down them, yet her extraordmary facility

of locomotion suggested the wild idea. Another noticeable

circumstance in Mrs. Sparsit was, that she was never hurried.

She would shoot with consummate veloaty from the roof to

the hall, yet would be in full possession of her breath and

dignity on the ^.om'int of her arrival there. Neither was

she ever seen ^' - vision to go at a great pace.

She took
-

-'7 to Mr. Harthouse, and had some

pleasant con".: with him soon after her arrival. She

made him he* -tfiy cMsey in the garden, one morning

before breakfast. . .< u
" It appears but yesterday. Sir," said Mrs. Sparsit, that

I had the honour of receiving you at the Bank, when you

were so good as to wish to be made acquamted with Mr.

Bounderby's address."
" An occasion, I am sure, not to be forgotten by myself

in the course of Ages," said Mr. Harthouse, incUnmg his head

to Mrs. Sparsit with the most indolent of all possible airs.

" We Uve in a singular world. Sir," said Mrs. Sparsit.

" I have had the honour, by a coincidence of which I am

proud, to have made a remark, similar in effect, though not

so epigrammatically expressed."
" A singular world, I would say. Sir," pursued Mrs. Sparsit;

after acknowledging the compliment with a drooping of her

dark eyebrows, not altogether so mild in its expression as

her voice was in it^dufcetHones; " as regards the mtimaaes

we form at one time, with individuals, we were quite ignorant

of, at another. I recaU, Sir, that on that occasion you went

so far as to say you were actually apprehensive of Miss

Gradgrind." • • -c
" Your memory does n.e more honour than my msigmft-

cance deserves. I availed myself of your obliging hints to

correct my timidity, and it is unnecessary to add that they

were perfectly accurate. Mrs. Sparsit's talent for—in fact

for anything requiring accuracy—with a r^mh'nation of
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stroigth of mind—and Family

—

ig too habitually developed
to admit of any question." He was almost falling asleep
over this compliment; it took him so long to get through,
and his mind wandered so much in /;e course of its execution.

" You found Miss Gradgrind— I r«dly cannoc call her
Mrs. Bounderby; it's very absurd of me—as youthful as I

described her? " asked Mrs. Sparsit, sweetly.
" You drew her portrait perfectly," said Mr. Harthouse.

" Presented her dead image."
"Very engaging, Sir," said Mrs. Sparsit, causing her

mittens slowly to revolve over one another.

"Highly so."
" It used to be considered," said Mrs. Sparsit, " that Miss

Gradgrind was wanting in animation, but I confess she
appears to me considerably and strikingly improved in that
respect. Ay, and indeed here is Mr. Bounderby!" cried

Mrs. Sparsit, nodding her head a great many times, as if

she had been talking and thinking of no one else. " How
do you find yourself this morning, Sir? Pray let us see you
cheerful. Sir."

Now, these persistent assuagements^of his misery, and
lightenings of his load, had by this time begun to have the
effect of making Mr. Bounderby softer than usual towards
Mrs. Sparsit, and harder than usual to most other people
from his wife downward. So, when Mrs. Sparsit said with
forced lightness of heart, " You want your breakfast, Sir, but
I dare say Miss Gradgrind will soon be here to preside at the

table," Mr. Bounderby replied, " If I waited to be taken care

of by my wife, ma'am, I believe you know pretty well I

should wait till Doomsday, so I'll trouble you to take charge

of the teapot." Mrs. Sparsit conf plied, and assumed her old

position at table.

This again made the excellent woman vastly sentimental.

She was so humble withal, that when Louisa appeared, she
rose, protesting she never could think of sitting in that place

under existing circumstances, often as she had had '.he honour
of making Mr. Bounderby's breakfast, before Mrs. Gradgrind
—she begged pardon, she meant to say Miss Bounderby—she

hoped to be excused, but she really could not get it right

yet, though she trusted to become familiar with it by-and-
by—had assumed her present position. It was only (she

observed) because Miss Gradgrind happened to be a little
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late, and Mr. Bounderby's time was so very precious, and she

knew it of old to be so essential that he should breakfast to

the moment, that she had laken the liberty of complying with

his request ; long as his will had been a law to her.

" There ! Stop where you are, ma'am," said Mr. Bounderby,
" stop where you are! Mrs. Bounderby will be very glad to

be relieved of the trouble, I believe."
" Don't say that, Sir," returned Mrs. Sparsit, almost with

severity, " because that is very unkind to Mrs. Bounderby.

And to be unkind is not to be you. Sir."

" You may set your mind at rest, ma'am.—You can take it

very quiptly, can't you. Loo?" said Mr. Bounderby, in a
ijliisti^fin^ way to his

" Of course. It is o no moment. Why should it be of

any importance to me? "

" Why should it be of any importance to any one, Mrs.

Sparsit, ma'am? " said Mr. Bounderby, swelling with a sense

of^^tghti
'

' You attach too much importance to these things

,

ma'am. By George, you'll be corrupted in some of your
notions here. You are old-fashioned, ma'am. You are

behind Tom Gradgrind's children's time."

"What is the matter with you?" asked Louisa^ coldly

surprised. " What has given you offence?
"

" Offence !
" repeated Bounderh .

" Do you suppose if

there was any offence given me, I shouldn't name it, and
request to have it corrected? I am a str '.ghtforward man,
I believe. I don't go beating about for side-winds."

" I suppose no one ever had occasion to think you too

diffident, or too delicate," Louisa answered him composedly
" I have never made that objection to you, either as a child or

as a woman. I don't understand what you would have."
" Have? " returned Mr. Bounderby. " Nothing. Other-

wise, don't you, Loo Bounderby, know thoroughly well that

I. Josiah Bounderby of Coketown, would have it?
"

She looked at him, as he struck the table a id made the

teacups ring, with a proud colour in her face that was a new
change, Mr. Harthouse thought. *' You are incomprehensible

this morning," said Louisa. " Pray take no further trouble

to explain yourself. I am not curious to know your meaning.

What does it matter? "

Nothing more was said on this theme, and Mr larthouse

was soon idly gay on indifferent subjects. But irom tnis day.
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the Spanit action upon Mr. Bounderby threw Louisa and

James Harthouse more together, and strengthened the danger-

ous alienation fr*- ti her husttand and confidence against him

with another, ini- which she had fallen by degrees so ine

that she could not retrace them if she tried. But whether

she ever tried or no, lay hidden in her own closed heart.

Mrs. Sparsit was so much affected on this particular occa-

sion, that, assisting Mr. Bounderby to his hat after breakfast,

and being then alone with him in the hall, she imprinted a

chaste kiss upon his hand, murmured " My benefactor 1 " and

retired, overwhelmed with grief. Yet it is an indubitable

fact, within the cognizance of this history, that fiv*; minutes

after he had left the house in the self-same hat, the same

descendant of the Scadgerses and connexion by matrimony

of the Fowlers, shook her right-hand mitten at his portrait,

\made a contemptuous grimace at that work of art, and said

" Serveyou right, you Noodle, and I am glad of it."

Mr. Bounderby had not been long gone, when Bitzer

appeared. Bitzer had come down by train, shrieking and

rattling over the long line of arches tl'at ^bestrode, the wild

country of past and present coal-p' *ith an express from

Stone Lodge. It was a hasty note to inform Louisa that

Mrs. Gradgrind lay very ill. She had never been well within

her daughter's knowledge; but she had declined within the

last few days, had continued sinking all through the night,

and was now as nearly dead, as her limited capacity of being

in any state that implied the ghost of an intention to get

out of it, allowed.

Accompanied by the lightest of porters, fit colourless

servitor at Death's door when Mrs. Gradgrind knocked,

Louisa rumbled to Coketown, over the coal-pits past and

present, and was whirled into its smoky jaws. She dismissed

the messenger to his own devices, and rode away to her old

home. TT , 1-

She had seldom been there since her mamage. Her father

"^was i«ually sifting and sifting at his parliamentary cinder-

heap in London (without being observed to turn up many

precious articles among t*"* rubbish), and was still hard at it

m the national dust-y» Her mother had taken it rather

as a disturbance than otherwise, to be visited, as she reclined

. upon her sofa; young people, Louisa feltJierself all unfit for;

SKsy she had never softened to a|^, since the night when
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the stroller's child had lyiaed *'^l^!.*ft|flffl' ^^ ^'- Bounder-

by^ilgended wife . Sne Iwdno w I cements to g[0 back,

and haj rarely gone.

NliCCer/as she approached her old home now, did any of

the best influences of old home descend upon her. The
dreams of childhood—its airy fables; its graceful, beautiful,

humane, impossible adornments of the world beyond: so good

to be believed in once, so good to be remembered when out-

grown, for then the least among them rises to the stature of

a great Charity in the heart, suffering little children to come
into the midst of it, and to keep with their pure hands &
garden in the stony ways of this world, wherein it were

better for all the children of Adam that they shoulu . ftener

sun themselves, simple and trustful, and not worldly-wise

—

what had she to do with these ?[ Remembrances of how slie

had journeyed to the little that slie knew, by the enchai/.cd

roads of what she and millions of innocent i .-^tures l, A
hoped aiid imagined; of how, first coming ;-n Bfia&aa

- through the tender light of Fancy, she had seen it a beneficent

y god, li^eferring to gods as great as itself: not a_j;EiDV-IdQl,
'** cruel and cold, with its Yiptims bound hand to foot, and its

"^C big dumb shape set up witlTa. sightless stare, never to be

* moved by anything but so many calculated tons of leverage

JVrwhat had she to do with these? Her remembrances of

home and childhood were remembrances of the drying up of

every spring and fountain in her young heart as it gushed

out. The golden waters were not there. They were flowing

for the fertilization of ths land where erapes are gatb red /

from thorns, and figs from thistles. ^
She went, with a heavy, hardened kinu of sorrow upon her,

into the house and into her mother's room. Since the time

of her leaving home. Sissy had lived with the rest of the

family on equal terms. Sissy was at her mother's side ; and

Jan**, her sister, now ten or twelve years old, was in the

room.
There was great trouble before it could be made known to

Mrs. Gradgrind that her eldest child was there. She reclined,

propped up, from mere habit, on a couch: as nearly in her

old usual attitude, as anything so helpless could be kept in*

She had positively refused to U.'ke to her bed; on the ground

that if she did, she would never hear the last of it.

Her feeble voice sounded so far away in her bundle of

1
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shawls, and the sound of another voice addressing her seemed
to take such a long time in getting down to her ears, that she

might have been lying at the bottom of a well. The poor

lady was nearer Truth than she ever had been: which had
much to do with it.

On being told that Mrs. Bounderby was there, she replied,

at cross-purposes, that she had never called him by that name
since he married Louisa; that pending her choice of an un-

objectionable name, she had called him J ; and that she could

not at present depart from that regulation, not being yet

provided with a permanent substitute. Louisa had sat by
her for some minutes, and had spoken to her often, before

she arrived at a clear understanding who it was. She then

seemed to come to it all at once.
" Well, my dear," said Mrs. Gradgrind, " and I hope you

are going on satisfactorily to yourself. It was all your

father's doing. He set his heart upon it. And he ought

to know."
-' " I want to hear of you, mother; not of myself."

.-* " You want to hear of me, my dear.'* That's something

A new, I am sure, when anybody wants to hear of me. Not at

y all well, Louisa. Very faint and giddy."

i f
" Are you in pain, dear mother? "

^ "I think there's a pain somewhere in the room," said

4 i Mrs. Gradgrind, " but I couldn't positively say that I have

Vgotit."
After this strange speech, she lay silent for some time^

Louisa, holding her hand, could feel no pulse; but kissing it,

could see a slight thin thread of life in fluttering motion.
" You very seldom see your sister," said Mrs. Gradgrind

j

" She grows like you. I wish you would look at her. Sissy,

bring her here."

She was brought, and stood with her hand in her sister's.

Louisa had observed her with her arm round Sissy's neck, and

she felt the difference of this approach.
" Do you see the likeness, Louisa?

"

" Yes, mother. I should think her like me. But "

*' Eh ! Yes, I always say so," Mrs. Gradgrind cried, with

unexpected quickness. " i\nd that reminds me. I—I want
to speak to you, my dear. Sissy, my good girl, leave us alone

a minute."

Louisa had relinquished the hand : had thought that her
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sister'a was a better and brighter face than hers had ever

beenjjhad seen in it, not without a rising feeling of resent-

rSiiefit; even in that place and at that time, something of the

gentleness of the other face in the room ; the sweet face with

I the trusting eyes, made paler than watching and sympathy

I made it, by the rich dark hair.

'—Left ilone with her mother, Louisa saw her lying with an

awful lull upon her face, like one who was floating away upon

some great water, all resistance over, content to be carried

down the stream. She put the shadow of a hand to her lips

again, and recalled her. >

" You were going to speak to me, mother." .,

"Eh? Yes, to be sure, my dear. You know your fathbr v->

is almost always away now, and therefore I must write to him -

about it."

"About what, mother? Don't be troubled. About what ?
"

" You must remember, my dear, that whenever I have

said anything, on any subject, I have never heard the last

of it: and consequently, that I have long left off saying

anything."
" I can hear you, mother." But, it was only by dint of

bending down to her ear, and at the same time attentively

watching the lips as they moved, that she could link suclij

'

faint and broken sounds incO any chain of connexion. ^
*

;
" You learnt a great deal, Louisa, and so did your brother.'! >

IDlogies of all kinds from morning to night. If there is any

|Dlogy left, of any description, that has not been worn to rags

tn this house, all I can say is, I hope I shall never hear its

ftiame."
" I can hear you, mother, when you have strength to go

on." This, to keep her from floating away.
" But there is something—not an Ology at all—that your

father has missed, or forgotten, Louisa. I don't know what

it is. I have often sat with Sissy near me, and thought about

it. I shall never get its name now. But your father may.

It makes mc restless. I want to write to him, to and out for

God's sake, what it is. Give me a pen, give me a pen."

Even the power of restlessness was gone, except from the

poor head, which could just turn from side to side.

She fancied, however, that her request had been complied

with, and that the pen she could not have held was in her

hand. It matters little what figures of wonderful no-meaning.



•^8o Hard Times

p2&a<'

she began to trace upon her wrappers. The hand soon
stopped in the midst of them ; the light that had always been
ieeble and dim behind the weak transparency, went out ; and
«ven Mrs. Gradgrind, emerged from the shadow in which man
walketh and disquieteth lumself inyain^ took upon her the

dread solemnity of the sages and 'patriarchs, ]

y^^>"^=
CHAPTER X

MRS. SPASSIT S STAIRCASE

'II
I

Mrs. Sparsit's nerves being slow to recover their tone, the

-worthy woman made a stay of some weeks in duration at

Mr. Bounderby's retreat, where, notwithstanding her anchor-

ite turn of mind based upon her becoming consciousness of

her altered station, she resigned herself with noble fortitude

to lodging, as one may say, in clover, and feeding on the

fat of the land. During the whole term of this recess from

the guardianship of the Bank, Mrs. Sparsit was a pattern of
^

<^ .consistency; continuing to take such pity on Mr, Bounderby I

vy '
J. I

to his face, as is rarely taken on man, and to call his portrait
|

y y I a Noodle to its face, with the greatest acrimony and contempt. *

rjT Mr. Bounderby, having got it into his explosive composi-

.A tion that Mrs . Sparsit was a highly superiorwoman to perceive

/ that he had that general cross upon him in his deserts (for

he had not yet settled what it was), and further that Louisa

would have objected to her as a frequent visitor if it had
comported with his greatness that she should object to any-

thing he chose to do, resolved not to lose sight of Mrs.

Sparsit easily. So when her nerves were strung up to the

pitch of again consuming sweetbreads in solitude, he said to

her at the dinner-table, on the day before her departure,

"I tell you what, ma'am; you shall come down here of

a Saturday, while the fine weather lasts, and stay till

Monday." To which Mrs. Sparsit returned, in effect, though
not of the Maliomedan persuasion: " To hear is to obey."

Now, Mrs. Sparsit was not a poetical woman; but she

took an idea in the nature ui an allegorical fancy, into her

head. Much watching of Louisa, and much consequent
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observation of her impenetrable demeanour, which keenly

whetted and sharpened Mrs. Sparsit's edge, must have given

her as it were a lift, in the way of inspiration, ^he erected

in her mind a mighty Staircase, with a dark pit of shame

and ruin at the bottom; and down those stairs, from day ta

day and hour to hour, she saw Louisa coming.J

It became the business of Mrs. Sparsit'sijife, to look up at

hetSOSr^e, and to watch Louisa coming down. Sometimes

^wly, sometimes quickly, sometimes several steps at one

bout, sometimes stopping, never turning back. If she had

once turned back, it might have been the death of Mrs. Sparsit >

in spleen and grief.

She had been descending steadily, to the day, and on the

day, when Mr. Bounderby issued the weekly invitation

recorded above. Mrs. Sparsit was in good spirits, and

inclined to be conversational.
" And pray,.!Sir,!.'^said she, " if I may venture to ask a

question Appertaining to any subject on which you show

reserve—which is indeed hardly in me, for I well know you

have a reason for everything you do—^have you received

intelligence respecting the robbery?
"

" Why, ma'am, no; not yet. Under the circumstances,

I didn't expect it yet. Rome wasn't built in a day, ma'am."
" Very true. Sir," said Mrs. Sparsit, shaking her head.

" Nor yet in a week, ma'am."
" No, indeed. Sir," returned Mrs. Sparsit, with a gentle

melancholy upon her.
*' In a similar manner, ma'am," said Bounderby, " I can

wait, you know. If Romulus and Remus could wait, Josiah

Bounderby can wait. They were better oflE in their youth

than I was, however. They had a she-wolf for a nurse;

/ had only a she-wolf for a ^andmother. She didn't give any

milk, ma'am ; she gave bruises. She was a regular Aldemey

at that."
" Ah! " Mrs. Sparsit sighed and shuddered.
" No, ma'am," continued Bounderby, " I have not heard

anything more about it. It's in hand, though; and young

Tcm, who rather sticks to business at present—something

new for him; he hadn't the schooling / had—is helping.

My injunction is. Keep it quiet, and ht it seem to blow over.

Do what you like under the rose, but don't give a sign of

what you're about; or half a hundred of 'em will combme

(

ii



lS2 Aard Time$

11

together and get this feUow who has bolted, out of reach for

good. Keep it quiet^ .ad the thieves will grow in confidence
' by little and little, and we shall have 'em."

" Very sagacious indeed, Sir," said Mrs. Sparsit. " Very
^interesting. The old woman you mentioned, Sir "

" The old woman I mentioned, ma'am," said Bounderby,
cutting the matter short, as it was nothing to boast aix>ut,
" is not laid hold of; but, sl<e may take her oath she will

be, if that is any satisfaction to her villainous old mind. In

the meantime, ma'am, I am of opinion, if you ask me my
opinion, that the less she is talked about, the better."

That same evening, Mrs. Sparsit in her chamber window,
resting from her packing operations, looked towards her great

' staircase and saw Louisa still descending.

She sat by Mr. Harthouse, in an alcove in the garden,

talking very low ; he stood leaning over her, as they whispered

together, and his face almost touched her hair. " If not

quite! " said Mrs. Sparsit, straining her hawk's eyes to the

utmost. Mrs. Sparsit was too distant to hear a word of their

discourse, or even to know that they were speaking softly,

otherwise than from the expression of their figures; but what
they said was this

:

" You recollect the man, Mr. Harthouse? "

" Oh, perfectly."
" His face, and his manner, and what he said?

"

" Perfectly. And an infinitely dreary person he appeared

to me to be. Lengthy and prosy in the extreme. It was
knowing to hold forth, in the humble - virtue school of

eloquence; but, I assure you I thought at the time, 'My
good fellow, you are over-doing this

! '"

" It has been very difficult to me to think ill of that man."
*' My dear Louisa—as Tom says." Which he never did

say. ** You know no good of the fellow?
"

" No, certainly."
" Nor of any other such person?

"

" How can I," she returned, with more of her first manner
on her than he had lately seen, " when I know nothing of

them, men or women? "

" My dear Louisa, then consent to receive the y'bmissive

representation of your devoted friend, who knows something

of several varieties of his excellent fellow-creatures—for excel-

lent they are, I am quite ready to believe, in spite of sud*
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littfc foibles as always helping themselves to what they can

gee=fioldof. This fellow talks. Well; eveiy fellow talks.

He professes morality. Well; all sorts of humbugs profes

morality. From the House of Commons to the House ot

Correction, there is a general profession of morality, except

among our people; it really is that exception which makes

our people quite reviving. You saw and heard the case.

Here was one of the fluffy classes pulled up extremely short

by my esteemed friend Mr. Bounderby—who, as we know, is

not possessed of that delicacy whi'-h would soften so tight

a hand. The member of the fluffy classes was injured,

exasperated, left the house grumbling, met somebody who

proposed to him to go in for some share m this Bank

business, went in, put something in his pocket which had

nothing in it before, and relieved his mind extrtmely. Really

he would have been an uncommon, instead of a common,,

fellow, if he had not availed himself of such an opportunity.

Or he may have originated it altogether, if he had the

cleverness." .

" I almost feel as though it must be bad m me, returned

Louisa, after sitting thoughtful awhile, " to be so ready to

agree with you, and to be so lightened in my heart by what

you say."
.

" I only say what is reasonable; nothing worse. I have

talked it over with my friend Tom more than once—of course

I remain on terms of perfect confidence with Tom—and he

is quite of my opinion, and I am quite of his. Will you

walk?" ....
They strolled away, among the lanes beginning to be

indistinct in the twilight—she leaning on his arm—and she

little thought how she was going down, down, down, Mrs.

Sparsit's staircase.

Night and day, Mrs. Sparsit kept it standing. When

Louisa had arrived at the bottoni and disappeared in the

gulf, it might fall in upon her if it would; but., until then,

there it was to be. a Building, before Mrs. Sparsit's eyes.

And there Louisa always was, upon it. And always gliding

down, down, down

!

Mrs. Sparsit saw James H?' house come and go; she heard

of him here and there; she saw the changes of the face he

had studied; she, too, remarked to a nicety how and when it

clouded, how and when it cleared; she kept her black eyes

\
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wide open, with no touch of pity, with no touch of compunc-
tion, all absorbed in interest. In the interest of seeing her,

ever drawing, with no hand to stay her, nearer and nearer to

the bottom of this new Giant's Staircase.

With all her deference for My. Bounderby as contra-

distinguished from his portrait, [Mrs. Spaisit had not the

smallest intention of interruptingHhe descent. Eager to see

wj \v it accomplished, and yet patient, she waited for the last fall,

\^ >j as for the ripeness and fulness of the harvest of her hopes.
^ "^ Hushed in expectancy, she kept her wary gaze upon the

stairs; and seldom so much as darkly shook her right mittenV

<V ^ (with her fist in it), at the figure coming down^^

4<
CHAPTER XI

tOWEI, AND LOWER

The figure descended the great stairs, steadily, steadily;

always verging, like a weight in deep water, to the black gull

at the bottom.
/ Mr. Gradgrind, *^pprise^ of his wife's decease, made an

[expedition from Londen^ and buried her in a business-like

I manner^_JHc then returned with promptitude to the national'

lef^heap, and resumed his siftiag for the odds and ends he

I
wanted, and his throwing of the dust about into the eyes of

jtherpeople whowanted other odds andends—in fact resumed.,^

is parliamentary duties,

'—in the meantime, Mrs. Sparsit kept unwinking watch and
ward. Separated from her staircase, all the week, by the

length of iron road dividing Coketown from the country

house, she yet maintained her cat-like observation of Louisa,

through her husband, through her brother, through James
Harthouse, through the outsides of letters and packets,

through everything animate and inanimate that at any time

went near the stairs. " Your foot on the last step, my lady,"

said Mrs. Sparsit, apostrophizing the descending figure, with

the aid of her threatening mitten, " and all your art shall

never blind me."
Art or nature though, the original stock of Louisa's
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character or the graft of circumstances upon it,—her curious

reserve did baffle, while it stimula^^ed, one as sagacious as

Mrs. Sparsit. There were times when Mr. James Harthouse

was not sure of her. There were times when he could not

read the face he had studied so long; and when this lonely

girl was a greater mystery to him, than any woman of the

world with a ring of satellites to help her.

So the time went on; until it happened that Mr. Boun-

derby was called away from home by business which required

his presence elsewhere, for three or four days. It was on a

Friday that he intimated this to Mrs. Sparsit at the B^k,
adding: " But you'll go down to-morrow, ma'am, all the

same. You'll go down just as if I was there. It will make

no difference to you."
" Pray, Sir," returned Mrs. Sparsit, reproachfully, " let me

beg you not to say that. Your absence will make a vast

difference to me, Sir, as I think you very well know."
" Well, ma'am, then you must get on in my absence as

well as you can," said Mr. Bounderby, not displeased.

" Mr. Bounderby," retorted Mrs. Sparsit, " ypir will is to

me a law. Sir; otherwise, it might be my inclination to dis-

pute your kind commands, not feeling sure that it will be

quite so agreeable to Miss Gradgrind to receive me, as it ever

is to your own jnunificenthospitality. But you shall say no

more. Sir. I will go, upon your invitation."

"Why, when I invite you to my house, ma'am," said

Bounderby, opening his eyes, " I should hope you want no

other invitation."

.
" No, indeed. Sir," returned Mrs. Sparsit, " I should hope

not. Say no more. Sir. I would, Sir, I could see you gay

again."
" What do you mean, ma'am? " blustered Bounderby.

"Sir," rejoined Mrs. Sparsit, "there was wont to be an

elasticity in you which I sadly miss. Be buoyant, Sir!
"

Mr. Bounderby, under the influence of this difficult adjura-

tion^ backed up by her compassionate eye, could only scratch

his head in a feeble and ridiculous manner, and afterwards

assert himself at a distance, by being heard to bully the small

fry of business all the morning.
" Bitzer," said Mrs. Sparsit that afternoon, when her

patron was gone on his journey, and the Bank was closing,

" present my compliments to young Mr. Thomas, and asic
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him if he would step up and partake of a lamb chop and
walnut ketchup, with a glass of India ale? " Young Mr.

Thomas being usually ready for anything in that way,
returned a gracious answer, a^d followed on its heels. " Mr.

Thomas/' said Mrs. Sparsit, " these plain viands being on
table, I thought you might be tempted."

" Thank'ee, Mrs. Sparsit," said the whelp. And gloomily

fell to.
" How is Mr. Harthouse, Mr. Tom? " asked Mrs. Sparsit.

*' Oh, he's all right," said Tom.
" Where may he be at present? " Mrs. Sparsit asked in a

light conversational manner, after mentally devoting the

whelp to the Furies for being so uncommunicative.
" He is shooting in Yorkshire," ^aid Tom. " Sent Loo a

basket half as big as a church, yesterday."
" The kind of gentleman, now," said Mrs. Sparsit, sweetly,

" whom one might ^ager to be a good shot!
"

" Crack," said Tom.
He had long been a down-looking young fellow, but this

characteristic had so increased of late, that he never raised

his eyes to any face for three seconds together. Mrs. Sparsit

consequently had ample means of watching his looks, if she

were so inclined.
" Mr. Harthouse is a great favourite of mine," said Mrs.

Sparsit, " as indeed he is of most people. May we expect to

see him again shortly, Mr. Tom? "

" Why, / expect to see him to-morrow," returned the

whelp.
" Good news !" cried Mrs. Sparsit, blandly.
" I have got an appointment with him to meet him in the

evening at the station here," said Tom, " and I am going to

dine with him afterwards, I believe. He is not coming down
to the country house for a week of so, being due somewhere

else. At least, he says so; but I shouldn't wonder if he was
to stop here over Sunday, and stray that way."
" Which reminds me! " said Mrs. Sparsit. "Would you

remember a message to your sister, Mr. Tom, if I was to

charge you with one? "

"Well? I'll try," returned the reluctant whelp, "if it

isn't a long un."
" It is merely my respectful compliments," said Mrs<

Sparsit, " and I fear I may not trouble her with my society
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this week; being still a little nervous, and better perhaps by

my poor self."
" Oh! If that's all," observed Tom, " it wouldn't much

matter, even if I was to forget it, for Loo's not likely to

think of you unless she sees you."

Having paid for his entertainment with this agreeable

compliment, he relapsed into a hangdog silence until there

was no more India ale left, when he said, " Well, Mrs.

Sparsit, I must be off! " and went off.

Next day, Saturday, Mrs. Sparsit sat at her window all day

long looking at the customers coming in and out, watching

the postmen, keeping an eye on the general traffic of the

street, revolving many things in her mind, but, above all,

keeping her attention on her staircase. The evening come,

she put on her bonnet and shawl, and went quietly out:

having her reasons for hovering in ajurtive^way about the

station oy which a passenger would arrive from Yorkshire,

and for preferring to peep into it round pillars and comers,

and out, of ladies' waiting-room windows, to appearing in its

^;grecincts^openly

.

Tom was in attendance, and loitered about until the ex-

pected train came in. It brought no Mr. Harthouse. Tom
waited until the crowd had dispersed, and the bustle was

over; and then referred to a posted list of trains, and took

counsel with porters. That done, he strolled away idly,

stopping in the street and looking up it and down it, and

lifting his hat off and putting it on again, and yawning and

stretching himself, and exhibiting all the symptoms of mortal

weai ness to be expected in one who had still to wait until

the next train should come in, an hour and forty minutes

hence.
" This is a device to keep him out of the way," said Mrs.

Sparsit, starting from the dull office window whence she

had watched him last. " Harthouse is with his sister

now!"
It was the conception of an inspired moment, and she shot

off with her utmost swiftness to work it out. The station

for the country house was at the opposite end of the town,

the time was short, the road not easy; but she was so quick

in pouncing on a disengaged coach, so quick in darting out

of it, producing her money, seizing her ticket, and diving into

the train, that she was borne along the arches spanning the
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land of coal-pits past and present, as if she had been caught

up in a cloud and whirled away.

All the journey, immovable in the air though never left

behind; plain to the dark eyes of her mind, as the electric

wires which ruled a colossal strip of music-paper out of the

evening sky, were plain to the dark eyes of her body; Mrs.

Sparsit saw her staircase, with the figure coming down.

Very near the bottom now. Upon the brink of the abyss.

An overcast September evening, just at nightfall, saw

beneath its drooping eyelids Mrs. Sparsit glide out of her

carriage, pass down the wooden steps of the little station

into a stony road, cross it into a green lane, and become

hidden in a summer-growth of leaves and branches. One or

two late birds sleepily chirping in their nests, and e bat

heavily crossing and recrossing her, and the reek of her own
tread in the thick dust that felt like velvet, were all Mrs.

Sparsit heard or saw until she very softly closed a gate.

f She went up to the house, keeping within the shrubbery,
' and went round it, peeping between the leaves at the lower

windows. Most of them were open, as they usually were in

such warm weather, but tnere were no lights yet, and all

was silent. She tried the garden with no better effect.

^ ^ She thought of the wood, and stole towards it, heedless of

^ I long grass and briers: of worms, snails, and slugs, and all

the creeping things that be. With her dark eyes and her

hook nose warily in advance of her, Mrs. Sparsit softly

crushed her way through the thick undergrowth, so intent

upon her object that she probably would have done no less,

if the wood had been a wood of ladders.

/ Hark! — <,isaJL/>^yLflA.

The smaller birds might have tumbled out of their nests,

fasdnated by the glittering of Mrs^ Sparsit's eye in the

gloom, as she stopped and listened.

Low voices close at hand. His voice and hers. The
appointment was a device to keep the brother away ! There

they were yonder, by the felled tree.

Bending low among the de^vy grass, Mrs. Sparsit advanced

closer to them. She drew herself up, and stood behind a tree,

Uke Robinson Crusoe in his\ambuscad^ against the savages

;

so near to them that at a spring,~Sid'that no great one, she

could have touched them both. He was there secretly, and

had not shown himself at the house. He had come on horse-

:s.^
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back, and must have passed through the neighbouring fields;

for his horse was tied to the meadow side of the fence, within

a few paces.
" My dearest love," said he, " what could I do? Knowing

you were alone, was it possible that I could stay away? "

" You may hang your head, to make yourself the more
attractive; / don't know what they see in you when you
hold it up," thought Mrs. Sparsit; " but you Uttle think, my
dearest love, whose eyes are on you 1

"

That she hung her head, was certain. She urged him to

go away, she commanded him to go away; but she neither

turned her face to him, nor raised it. Yet it was remarkable

that she sat as still as ever the amiable woman in ambuscade
had seen her sit, at any period in her life. Her hands rested

in one another, like the handr of a statue; and even her

manner of speaking was not hurried.
" My dear child," said Harthouse; Mrs. Sparsit saw with

delight that his arm embraced her; " will you not bear with

my society for a little w" 'le?
"

" Not here."
" Where, Louisa? "

" Not here."

f " But we have so little time to make so much of, and I

have come so far, and am altogether so devoted, and dis-

tracted. There never was a slave at once so devoted and ill-

, used by his mistress. To look for your sunny welcome that

I
has warmed me into life, and to be received in your frozen

/ manner, is heart-rending."
^ " Am I to say again, that I must be left to myself

here?"
" But we must meet, my dear Louisa. Where e

meet? "

They both started. The listener started, guiltily, too;

for she thought there was another listener among the trees.

It was only rain, beginning to fall fast, in heavy drops.
" Shall I ride up to the house a few minutes hence, inno-

cently supposing that its master is at home and will be

charmed to receive me? "

"No!"
"Your cruel commands are implicitly to be obeyed;

though I am the most unfortunate fellow in the world, I

believe, to have been insensible to all other women, and to
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have fallen prostrate at last under the foot of the most beau-

tiful, and the most engaging, and the most imperious. BIy

dearest Louisa, I cannot go myself, or let you go, m this hard

abuse of youi power."

Mrs. Sparsit saw him detain her with his encirchng arm,

and heard him then r id there, within her (Mrs. Sparsit's)

greedy hearing, tell her how he loved her, and how she was

the stake for which he ardently desired to play away all that

he had in life. The objects he had lately pursued, turned

worthless beside her; such success as was almost m his

grasp, he -lUng away from him like the dirt it was. compared

with her. Its pursuit, neverthek.s, if it kept him near her,

or its renunciation if it took him from her, or flight if she

shared it, or secrecy if she commanded it, or any fate, or

every fate, all was alike to him, so that she was true to him,—

the man who had seen how cast away she was, whom she

had inspired at their first meeting with an admiration, an

interest, of which he had thought himself incapable, whom

she had received into her confidence, who was devoted to her

and adored her. All this, and more, in his hurry, and in

hers, in the whirl of her own gratified mahce, in the dread

of being discovered, in the rapidly increasing noise of heavy

rain among the leaves, and a thunderstorm rolling up—Mrs.

Sparsit received into her mind, set of! with such an unavoid-

able halo of confusion and indistinctness, that when at length

he climbed the fence and led his horse away, she was not

sure where they were to meet, or when, except that they had

said it was to be that night.
. , , , ^ , ,

But one of them yet remained in the darkness before her;

and while she tracked that one she must be right. "Oh,

my dearest love," thought Mrs. Sparsit, " you httle think

how well attended you are!

"

Mrs. Sparsit saw her out of the wood, and saw her enter

the house. What to do next ? It rained now, in a sheet o.

vater. Mrs. Sparsit's white stockings were of many colours,

green predominating; prickly things were in her shoes;

caterpillars slung themselves, in hammocks of their own

making, from various parts of her dress; rills ran from her

bonnet, and her Roman nose. In such condition, Mrs.

Sparsit stood hidden in the density of the shrubbery, con-

sidering what next.
, , j j

Lo, Louisa coming out of the house! Hastily cloaked and
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frommufBed, and stealing away. She elopes! She falls

the lowennost stair, and is swallowed up in the gulf.

Indifferent to the rain, and moving with a (|uick deter-

mined step, she struck into a side-path parallel with the ride.

Mrs. Sparsit followed in the shadow of the trees, at but a short

distance; for it was not easy to keep a figure in view going

quickly througn the umbrageous darkness.

Wht.i she stopped to close the side-gate without noise,

Mrs. Sparsit stopped. When she went on, Mrs. Sparsit went
on. She went by the way Mrs. Sparsit had come, emerged
from the green lane, crossed the stony road, and ascended

the wooden steps to the railroad. A train for Coketown
would come through presently, Mrs. Sparsit knew; so she

understood Coketown to be her first place of destination.

In Mrs. Sparsit's limp and streaming state, no extensive

precautions were necessary to change her usual appearance;

but, she stopped under the lee of the station wall, tumbled
her shawl into a new shape, and put it on over her bonnet.

So disguised she had no fear of being recognized when she

followed up the railroad steps, and paid her nioney in the

small office. Louisa sat waiting in a corner. Mrs. Sparsit

sat waiting in another comer. Both listened to the thunder,

which was loud, and 10 the rain, as it washed off the roof,

and pattered on the parapets of the arches. Two or three

lamps were rained out and blown out; so, both saw the

lightning to advantage as it quivered and zigzaggeJ on the

iron tracks.

The seizure of the station with a fit of trembling, gradually

deepening to a complaint of the he&ct, announced the train.

Fire and steam, and smoke, and red light; a hiss, a crash,

a bell, and a shriek; Louisa put into one carriage, Mrs.

Sparsit put into another : the little station a desert .speck in

the thunderstorm.

Though her teeth chattered in her head from wet and cold,

Mrs. Sparsit exulted hugely. The figure had plunged down
the precipice, and she felt herself, as it were, attending on
the body. "Could she, who had been so active in the getting

up of the funeral triumph, do less than exult? " She will

be at Coketown long before him," thought Mrs. Sparsit,
" though his horse is never so good. Where will she wwt
for him? And where will they go together? Patience^

We shaU see."

[

:i
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The tremendous rain occasioned infinite confusion, when

the train stopped at its destination. Gutters and pipes had

burst, drains had overflowed, streets were under water.

In the first instant of aUghting, Mrs. Sparsit turned her

distracted eyes towards the waiting coaches, which were in

great request. "She will get into one," she considered,

" and will be away before I can follow in another. At aJl

risks of being run over, I must see the number, and hear the

order given to the coachman." .

But, Mrs. Sparsit was wrong in her calculation. Louisa

got into no coach, and was already gone. The black ey^

kept upon the railroad-carriage in which she had travelled,

settled upon it a moment too late. Tne door not being

opened after several minutes, Mrs. Sparsit passed it and

repassed it, saw nothing, looked in, and found it empty.

Wet through and through: with her feet squelchmg and

squashing in her shoes whenever she moved; with a rash

of rain upon her classical visage; with a bonnet like an

over-ripe fig; with all her clothes spoiled; with damp im-

pressions of every button, string, and hook-and-eye she wore,

printed off upon her highly connected back; with a stagnant

verdure on her general exterior, such as accumulates on an

old park fence in a mouldy lane; Mrs. Sparsit had no resource

but to burst into tears of bitterness and say, " I have lost

her!" ,

>«i

#

CHAPTER XII

DOWN

-J^The national dustmen, after entertaining one another with

X a great m- ' noisy little fights among themselves, had

dispersed fo. the present, and Mr. Gradgrind was at home

for the vacation.
, . .• ^- 1

He sat writing in the room with the deadly statistical

clock, proving something no doubt—probably, m the main,

that the Good Samaritan was a Bad Economist. The noise

of the rain did not disturb him much; but it attracted his

attention sufficiently to make him raise his head sometimes,

as if he were rather remonstrating with the elements. When

W l ^ .W-I TT-^^^F
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it thundered very loudly, he glanced towards Coketown,
having it in his mind that some of the tall chimneys might
be struck by lightning.

The thunder was rolling into distance, and the rain was
pouring down like a deluge, when the door of his room
opened. He looked round the lamp upon his table, and saw,
with amazement, his eldest daughter.

•'Louisa!"
" Father, I want to speak to you."
"What is the matter? How strange you look! And

good Heaven," said Mr. Gradgrind, wondering more and
more, " have you come here exposed to this storm? "

She put her hands to her dress, as if she hardly knew.
" Yes." Then she uncovered her head, and letting her cloak
and hood fall where they might, stood looking at him : so
colourless, so dishevelled, so defiant and despairing, that he
was afraid of her.

" What is it ? I conjure you, Louisa, tell me what is the
matter."

She dropped into a chair before him, and piit her cold
hand on his arm.

" Father, you have trained me from my cradle?
"

" Yes, Louisa."
" I curse the hour in which I was bom to such a destiny."
He looked at her in doubt and dread, vacantly repeating

:

" Cyrse the hour? Curse the hour? "

r How could you give me life, and take from me all the
inappreciable things that raise it from the state of conscious
death ?yWhere are the graces of my soul? Where are the
sentiments of my heart? What have you done, father,
what have you done, with the garden that should have
bloomed once, in this great wilderness here? "3
She struck herself with both hands upon her bosom.
" If it had ever been here, its ashes alone would save me

from the void in which my whole life sinks. I did not
mean to say this; but, father, you remember the last time
we conversed in this room ?

"

He had been so wholly unprepared for what he heard
now, that it was with difficulty he answered, " Yes, Louisa."

" What has risen to my lips now, would have risen to my
lips then, if you had given me a moment's help. I don't
reproach you, father. What you have never nurtured in me.

Q
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WW h»ve never nurtured in yourself; but O! if you had

S3y done so long ago, or if you had only neglected me, what

a much better and much happier crestare I should have been

On iKaring this, after all his care, he bowed his head upon

his hand and groaned aloud.
" Father, if you had known, when we were last together

here, what even I feared while I strove against it-as it has

been my task from infancy to strive against every natural

prompting that has arisen in my heart; if you hadkl'o;;'"

, that thefe lingered in my breast ^^P^^'^^'f^^^';
weaknesses capable of being cherished into strength, defying

aU the cafculations ever made by man, and no more known

to his arithmetic than his Creator is,-would you have given

me to the husband whom I am now sure that I hater-

He said, " No. No, my poor chiW."
u «

" Would you have doomed me, at any trxe, to the trost

and blight that have hardened and spoiled me? Would you

have robbed me—for no one's enrichment—only for the

greater desolation of this worid—of the immaterial part of

mv Ufe, the spring and summer of my belief, my refuge from

what is sordid and bad in the real thmgs around me, my

school in which I should have learned to be more humble

and more trusting with them, and to hope in my httle sphere

to make them better?
"

" O no, no. No, Louisa." ,. , ., t t. j ^
" Yet, father, if I had been stone bhnd; if I had groped

mv way by my sense of touch, and had been free, while I

knew the shapes and surfaces of things to exerase my fancy

somewhat, in regard to them; I should have been a miUion

times wiser, happier, more lovmg, more contented, more

innocent and human in all good respects, than I am with the

,
eyes I have. Now, hear what I have come to say.

I ^- He moved, to support her with his arm. She nsmg a.

he did so, they stood close together: she, with a hand upon

his shoulder, looking fixedly in his face.

•' With a hunger and thirst upon me, father, wluch have

never been for a moment appeased; with an ardent impulse

towards som'^ region where rules, and figures, and defimtions

were not quite absolute; I have grown up, battUng every

incb of my way." „
r> "I never knew you were unhappy, my chua.
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*' Father, I always knew it. In this strife I have almost

:epulsed and crushed my better angel into a demon. What

have learned has left me doubting, misbelieving, despising,

egretting, what I lave not learned; and my dismal resource

,.ias been to think that life would soon go by, and that nothing

in it could be worth the pain and trouble of a contest."

" And you so young, Louisa! " he said with pity.

" And I so young. In this condition, father—for I show

you now, without fear or favour, the ordinary deadened state

of my mind as I know it—you proposed my husband to mc
I took him. I never made a pretence to him or you that

I loved him. I knew, and, father, you knew, and he knew,

that I never did. I was not wholly indifferent, for I had a

hope of being pleasant and useful to Tom. I made that

wild escape into something visionary, and have slowly found

out how wild it was. But Tom had been the subject of all

the little tenderness of my life ;
perhaps he became so because

I knew so well how to pity him. It matters little now,

except as it may dispose you to think more leniently of his

errors."

As her father held her in his arms, she pat her other hand

upon his other shoulder, and still looking fixedly in his face,

went on.
" When I was irrevocably married, there rose up into

rebellion against the tie, the old strife, made fiercer by all

those causes of disparity which arise out of our two individual

natures, and which no general laws shall ever rule or state

for me, father, until they shall be able to direct the anatomist

where to strike his knife into the secrets of my soul."

"Louisa!" he said, and said imploringly; for he well

remembered what had passed between them in their former

interview.
" I do not reproach you, father, I make no complaint. I

am here with another object."
" What can I do, child? Ask me what you will."

" I am CO mg to it. Father, chance then threw into my
way a new acquaintance; a man such as I had had no

experience of; used to the world; light, polished, easy;

making no pretences; avowing the low estimate of every-

thing, that I was half afraid to form in secret; conveying to

me almost immediately, though I don't know how or by what

degrees, that he understood me, and read my thoughts.
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I could not find that he was worse than I4 There seemed to

be a near affinity between us. I only wondered it should
be worth his while, who cared for nothing else, to care so

much for me."
" For you, Louisa!

"

Her father might instinctively have loosened his hold, but
that he felt her strength departing from her, and saw a wild

dilating fire in the eyes steadfastly regarding him.
" I say nothing of his plea for claiming my confidence.

It matttrs verj' little how he gained it. Father, he did gain

it. VHiat you know of the story of my marriage, he soon

kne.v, just as well."

Her father's face was ashy white, and he held her in both
his arms.
" I have done no worse, I have not disgraced you. But if

you ask me whether I have loved him, or do love him, I tell

you plainly, father, that it may be so. I don't know."
She took her hands suddenly from his shoulders, and

pressed them both upon her side ; while in her face, not like

itself—and in her figure, drawn up, resolute to finish by
a last effort what she had to say—the feelings long suppressed

broke loose.
" This night, my husband being away, he has been with

me, declaring himself^ niy lover. This minute he expects

me, for I could release myself of his presence by no other

means. I do not know that I am sorry, I do not know that

I am ashamed, I do not know that I am degraded in my own
esteem. All that I know is, your philosophy and your

teaching will not save me. Now, father, you have brought

me to this. Save me by some other meai.., !

"

He tightened his hold in time to prevent her sinking on

the floor, but she cried out in a terrible voice, " I shall die if

you hold me! Let me fall upon the ground! " And he laid

her down there, and saw the pride of his heart and the

triumph of his system, lying, an insensible heap, at his feet.

END OF THE SECOND BOOK
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BOOK THE THIRD. GARNERING

CHAPTER I

ANOTHER THING NEEDFUL

Louisa awoke from a torpor, and her eyes languidly opened

on her old bed at home, and her old room. It seemed, at

first, as if all that had happened since the days when these

objects were familiar to her were the shadows of a dream;

but gradually, as the objects became more real to her sight,

the events became more real to her mind.

She could scarcely move her head for pain and ness,

her eyes were strained and sore, and she was yt. .veak.

A curious passive inattention had such possession of her,

that the presence of her little sister in the room did not

attract her notice for some time. Even when their eyes had

met, and her sister had ^pproached the bed, Louisa lay for

minutes looking at her in silence, and suffering her timidly

to hold her passive hand, before she asked:
" When was I brought to this room? "

" Last night, Louisa."
" Who brought me here?

"

" Sissy, I believe."
" Why do you bei: i?"
" Because I found i. .sre this mor*. ig. She didn't come

to my bedside to wake me, ar, she always does; and I went

to look for her. She was not in her own room either; and I

went looking for her all over the house, until I found her

here taking care of you and cooling your head. Will you

sj^e father? Sissy said I was to tell him when you woke."

' " What a beaming face you have, Jane! " said Louisa, as
^

her young sister—timidly still—bent down to kiss her. #;

" Have I? Xa"^^ very glad you think so. I am sure it

musf]5e^ssy*s doing."

The arm Louisa had begun to twine around her neck,
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\inbent itself. " You can tell father if you will." Then,

staying her for a moment, she said, " It was you who made

my room so cheerful, and gave it this look of welcome?
" Oh no, Louisa, it was done before I came. It was "

Louisa turned upon her pillov/, and heard no more. When

her sister had withdrawn, she turned her head back again,

and lay with her face towards the door, until it opened and

her father entered.

He had a jaded anxious look upon him, and his hand,

usually steady, trembled in hers. He sat down at the side

of the bed, tenderly asking how she was, and dwellin| on the

necessity of her keeping very quiet, after her agitation and

exposure to the weather last night. He spoke in a subdued

and troubled voice, very different from his usual dictatorial

manner; and was often at a loss for words.
" My dear Louisa. My poor daughter." He was so much

at a loss at that place, that he stopped altogether. He tned

again.
" My unfortunate child." The place was so difficult to get

over, that he tried again.

f " It would be hopeless for me, Louisa, to endeavour to teU

you how overwhelmed I have been, and still am, by what

broke upon me last night. The ground on which I stand

has ceased to be solid under my feet, phe only support

on which I leaned, and the strength of which it seemed, and

still does seem, impossible to question, has given way m an

instant. I am stunned by these discoveries. I have no

selfish meaning in what I say; but I find the shock of what

broke upon me last night, to be very heavy indeed."

She could give him no comfort herein. She had suffered

the wreck of her whole life upon the rock.

" I will not sav, Louisa, that if you had by any happy

chance undeceived me some time ago, it would have been

better for us both ; better for your peace, and better for mine.

p For I am sensible that it may not have been a part of my
"^

system to invite any confidence of that kind. Jiiad proved

. my—roy system to myself, and I have rigidly administered it

;

I and I-must bear the responsibility of its failures. I only

[
entreat you to believe, my favburile child, that I have meant

. to do right." ,...,. u J T
U> He sa-d it earnestly, and to do him justice he had. In

gauging fathomless deep'i with his little mean exase-rod.
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and in staggering over the universe witli his rusty stiff-legged

compasses, he had meant to do great things. Within the

limits of his sKoftTether he had tumbled about, annihilating

the flowers of existence with greater singleness of purpose

than many of thd^blatantj)ersonages whose company he kept.
" I am well assured of what you say, father. I know I

have been your favourite child. I know you have intended

to make me happy. I have never blamed you, and I never

shall."

He took her outstretched hand, and retained it in his.

" My dear, I have remained all night at my table, pondering

again and again on what has so painfully passed between us.

-When I consider your character; when I consider that what
has been known to me for hours, has been concealed by you
for years; when I consider under what immediate pressure

it has been forced from you at last; I comf tQ.tb" ''""^^""""

^ lie might Have added more than all, when he saw the face

now loolang at him. He did add it in effect, perhaps, as he

softly moved her scattered hair from her forehead with his

hand. Such little actions, slight in another man, were very

noticeable in him ; and his daughter received them as if they

had been words of(Contritibi^
" But," said Mr. Gradgrind, slowly, and with hesitation,

as well as with a wretched sense of helplessness, " if I see

reason to mistrust myself for the past, Louisa, I should also

mistrust myself for the present and the future. To speak

unreservedly to you, I do. I am far from feeling convinced

now, however differently I might have felt only this time

yesterday, that I am fit for the trust you repose in me;
that I know how to respond to the appeal you have come
home to make to me; that I have the right instinct—sup-

posing it for the moment to be some quality of that nature

—how to help you, and to set you right, my child."

She had turned upon her pillow, and lay with her face

upon her arm, so that he could not see it. All her wildness

and passion had subsided; but, though softened, she was not

in tears. Her father was changed in nothing so much as in

the respect that he would have been glad to see her in tears.

SomeLpersons hold," he pursued, still hesitating, " that

there is a rasdorn~6f the Head, and tliat there is a wisdom
of the Heart. I have not supposed so; but, as I have said.

I li

1

f
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If)I mistrust myself now. I I have supposed the head to be all-

J

' lufficlent. It may not be aU-sufficient; how can I vaiture

this morning to say it is! If that other kind of wisdom

should be what I have neglected, and should be the instmct

-Ihat is wanted, Louisa "

He suggested it very doubtfuUy, as if he were haU unwiU-

ing to admit it even now. She made him no answer, lying

before him on her bed, still half-dressed, much as he had seen

her lying on the floor of his room last night.

" Lomsa," and his hand rested on her hair agam, I have

been absent from here, my dear, a good deal of late; and

though your sister's training has been pursued accordmg to

—the system," he appeared to come to that word with great

reluctance always, " it has necessarily been modified by daUy

associations begun, in her case, at an early age. I ask you—

ignorantly and humbly, my daughter—for the better, do

you think ?

"

. . « ., i,
" Father," she replied, without stimng, if any harmony

has been awakened in her young breast that was mute in

mine until it turned to discord, let her thank Heaven for it,

and go upon her happier way, taking it as her greatest

blessing that she has avoided my way."
^^

" my child, my child !
" he said, in a forlorn manner, I

am an unhappy man to see you thus! What avails it to me

that you do not reproach me, if J so bitterly reproach my-

self ! " He bent his head, and spoke low to her. Louisa,

I have a misgiving that some change may have been slowly

working about me in this house, by mere love and gratitude:

that what the Head had left undone and could not do, the

Heart may h-we been doing silently. Can it be so ?

She made him no reply.
. , . „ u t

"
I am not too proud to believe it, Louisa. How could l

be arrogant, and you before m'^! Can it be so? Is it so,

my dear?
"

He looked upon her once more, lying cast away there;

and without another word went out of the room. He had

not been long gone, when she heard a light tread near the

door, and knew that some one stood beside her.

She did not raise her head. A dull anger that she should

be seen in her distress, and that the involuntary look she

had so resented should come to this fulfilment, smoulder^

f within her like an unwholesome fire. AU closely imprisoned

l?i^BF^iW^B^^^
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forces rend and destroy. The air that would be healthful to

the earth, the water that would enrich it, the heat that

would ripen it, tear it when caged up. So in her bosom

even now; the strongest qualities she ^ssessed,, long turned

upon themselves, became a heap of obduracy; that rose

against a friend.

It was well that soft touch came upon her neck, and that

she imderstood herself to be supposed to have fallen asleep.

The sympathetic hand did not claim her resentment. Let it

lie there, let it lie.

It lay there, warming into life a crowd of gentler thoughts;

and she rested. As she softened with the quiet, and the

consciousness of being so watched, some tears made their way

into her eyes. The face touched hers, and she knew that

there were tears upon it too, and she the cause of them.

As Louisa feigned to rouse herself, and sat up. Sissy

retired, so that she stood placidly near the bedside.
*"

I hope I have not disturbed you. I have come to ask if

you would let me stay with you?
"

" Why should you stay with me? My sister will miss you.

You are everything to her."

"Am I? " returned Sissy, shaking her head. " I would

be something to you, if I might."
" What? " said Louisa, ahnost sternly.

" Whatever you want most, if I could be that. At all

events, I would like to try to be as near it as I can. And

however far oflE that may be, I will never tire of trying. Will

„you let me? "

" My father sent you to ask me,"
'• No indeed," replied Sissy. " He told me that I might

come in now, but he sent me away from the room this

morning—or at least—" She hesitated and stopped.

" At least, what? " said Louisa, with her searching eyes

upon her.
" I thought it best myself that I should be sent away,

for I felt very uncertain whether you would like to find me
here."

" Have I always hated you so much? "

" I hope not, for I have always loved you, and have always

wished that you should know it. But you changed to me a

little, shortly before you left home. Not that I wondered

at it. You knew so much, and I knew so little, and it was

i
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so natural in many ways, going as you were among other

friends, that I had nothing to complain of, and was not at

ah hurt."
. . , , J . •,,

Her colour rose a* she said it modestly and hurriedly.

Louisa understood the loving pretence, and her heart smote

"May I try
? " said Sissy, emboldened to raise her hand to

the neck that was insensibly drooping towards her.

Louisa, taking down the hand that would have embraced

her in another moment, held it in one of hers, and answered

:

" First, Sissy, do you know what I am? I am so proud

and so hardened, so confused and troubled, so resentful and

unjust to every one and to myself, that everything is stormy,

dark, and wicked to me. Does not that repel you ?
"

~ "No!"
" I am so unhappy, and all that should have made me

otherwise is so laid waste, that if I had been beref^ of sense

to this hour, and instead of being as learned as you think

me, had to begin to acquire the simplest truths, I could not

want a guide to peace, contentmentjionour, all the good of

which I am quite devoid, more ^^bjectlj than I do. Does not

that repel vou ?
"

"No!"'
. . u u •

[*
In the innocence of her brave affection, and the bnmming

up of her old devoted spirit, the once deserted girl shone like

a beautihil light upon the darkness of the other.
"

Louisa raised the hand that it might clasp her neck and

join its fellow there. She fell upon her knees, and clinging

to this stroller's child looked up at her almost with venera-

tion.
" Forgive me, pity me, help me! Have compassion on my

great need, and let me lay thii head of mine upon a lovmg

heart!" . , , „
" lay it here

! " cried Sissy* " Lay it here, my dear.
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CHAPTER II

VMIY mOlCULOUS

M« Tames Harthousb passed a whole night and day in

a rJe oflo mud. hurry,'ilSrth« World with itib^t gb^

in its eve would scarcely have recognized hun during that

ISslTnU^l as the bUer Jem ol the honou«W-jf^

jAriilar member He was positively agitated. He several

rJrsAe wUh an emphas^, similar to the vjijg^ m-^^^^^

He went in and went out m an unaccountable way, hke a

mLTSiout an object. He rode like a highwayman In a

w^d he was so horribly bored by. exbting arcumstances.

That he forgot to go in foV boredom in the manner prescribed

\h« pS''^ horse at Coketown through the stonr,

as ift were aleap, he waited up all night; from time to

?fme rinring his bell with the greatest fury, charging he

tTrter w^o kept watch with delinquency m withhold ngK oTmessales that could not fail to have been^J r^^^^

to him and den ending restitution on the spot. Ihe dawn

SmS, Sie morning coming, and the day coming a«d

Se? m^sage nor ktter coming with either he went down

?o the cS^X house. There, the report was, Mr. Bounderby

away aTdS^ Bounderby in town. Left for town suddenly

SWng. Not even known to b. gone untd receipt of

message S^porting that her return was not to be expected

'°
li'tlLTdm^mstances he had nothing for it but to f^low

her to town He wc^t to the house in town M/s. Boun-

derby nrthere HcookedinattheBank. .Mr. Bounderby

away ^d Mrs. Sparsit away. Mrs. Sparsit away? Who3 iSve beeniduced to sudden extremity for the com-

^Vi«l^fe4ow," said Tom, who had his own rea-

sons iS Ung uneasy about it.
" She was off somewhere

rt^vbreTtl^ mommg. She's always full of mysterjr;

fhJe h^ ITl do thaf white chap; he's always got h»s

bUnking eyes upon a feUow."

/

,^

" Where were you last nigfct, lom."

I.ivf-

;
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" Where was I last night! " said Tom. *• Come! I like

that. I was waiting for you, Mr. Harthouse, till it came
down as I never saw it come down before. Where was I
tool Where were you, you mean."

" I was prevented from coming—detained."
"Detained!" murmured Tom. "Two of us were de-

tained. I was detained looking for you, till I lost every
train but the mail. It would lutve been a pleasant job to
go down by that on such a night, and have to walk home
through a pond. I was obliged to sleep in town after all."

"Where?"
" Where? Why, in my own bed at Bounderby's."
" Did yoiL5£e..your sister?

"

"' How _the deuce;f' returned Tom, staring, " could I see
my sisfef wiren she was fifteen miles off ?

"

Cursing these quick retorts of the young gentleman to
whom he was so true a friend, Mr. Harthouse disembar-
rassed himself '"* that interview with the smallest conceiv-
able amoun* ^ony, and debated for the hundredth
time what ah ^ mean? He made only one thing
clear. It was, ti... er she was in town or out of town,
whether he had been premature with her who was so hard
to comprehend, or she had lost courage, or they were dis-
covered, or some mischance or mistake, at present incom-
prehensible, had occurred, he must remain to confront his
fortune, whatever it was. The hotel where he was known
to live when condemned to that region of blackness, was the
stake to wliich he was tied. As to all the rest^What will

be, will be.

" So, whether I am waiting for a hostile message, or an
assignation, or a penitent frnnonstrancej. or an impromptu
wrestle with my friend BourTderBy In the Lancashire manner—which would seem as likely as anything else in the present
state of affairs—I'll dine," said Mr. James Harthouse.
" Bounderby has the advantage in point of weight; and if

anything of a British nature is to come off between us, it

may be as well to be in training."

Therefore he rang the bell, and tossing himself negligently
on a sofa, ordered " Some dinner at six—with a beefsteak in
it," and got through the intervening time as well as he
could. That was not particularly well; for he remained in
the greatest perplexity, and, as the hours went on, and no
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kind ol expUnation offered itseU, his perplexity augmented

At compound interest. . .

However, he took affairs as coolly as it wm m hiiman

nature to do, and entertained ^^f" 7»*\5»»« ^^^5*^
idea of the training more than once. " It wouldn t be bjd,

he yawned at one time, " to give the waiter five shilhngs,

and throw him." At another time it occurred to him, Or

a fellow of about thirteen or fourteen stone might be hired

by the hour." But these jests did not tell matenally on

the afternoon, or his suspense; and, sooth to say, they both

^^twtm^'ible, even before dinner, to avoid often walk-

ing about inthe pattern of the carpet, looking out of the

wSidow, listening at the door for footsteps, and occasionally

becoming rather hot when any steps approached that room.

But. after dinner, when the day turned to twilight, and the

twiUght turned to night, and still no co«»"\*^™*^*^,?"
^J!

made to LIm, it began to be as he expressed it like the

Holy Office and slow torture." However, still true to his

conviction that indifference was the genuine high-breeding

(the only conviction he had), he seized this crisis as the

opportunity for ordering candles and a newspaper.

He had been trying in vain, for half an hour, to read this

newspaper, when the waiter appeared and said, at once

mysteriously and apologetically:

"Beg your pardon, Sir. You're wanted, S?r, if you

^
Teeneral recollection that tliis was the kind of thing the

PoUce said to the swell mob, caused Mr. Harthouse to ask

the waiter in return, with bristling indignation, what the

Devil he meant by " wanted " ?

" Beg your pardon. Sir. Young lady outside. Sir, wishes

to see you."

"Outside? Where?"
" Outside this door, Sir." .

Giving the waiter to the personage before mentioned, as a

blockhead duly qualified f .r that consignment, Mr. Hart-

house hurried into the gallery. A young ^°5»*"^^^°";>,'

had never seen stood there. Plainly dressed, very quiet,

very pretty. As he conducted her into the room and placed

a ch^ for her, he observed, by the light of the andles, that

she was even prettier than he had at first beheved. Her

ii
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face was innocent and youthful, and its expression ronark-
ably ple'isant. She was not afraid of him, or in any way
disconcerted; she seemed to have her mind entirely pre-

occujMed with the occasion of her visit, and to have sub-

stituted that consideration for herself.

" I speak to Mr. Harthouse? " she said, when they were
alone.

" To Mr. Harthouse." He added in his mind, " And you
speak to him with the most confiding eyes I ever saw, and
the most earnest voice (though so quiet) I ever heard."

" If I do not understand—and I do not, Sir "—said Sissy,

" what your honour as a gentleman binds you to, in other

matters :
" the blood really rose in his face as she began in

these words: " I am sure I may rely upon it to keep my
visit secret, and to keep secret what I am going to say. I

will rely upon it, if you will tell me I may so far trust "

" You may, I assure you."
" I am young, as you see; I am alone, as you see. In

coming to you. Sir, I have no advice or encouragement
beyond my own hope."

He thought, " But that is very strong," as he followed the

momentary upward glance of her eyes. He thought besides,

" This is a very odd beginning. I don't see where we are

going."
" I think," said Sissy, " you have already guessed whom

I left just now !

"

" I have been in the greatest concern and uneasiness dur-

ing the last four-and-twenty hours (which hav^e appeared as

many years)," he returned, " on a lady's account. The hopes

I have been encouraged to form that you come from that

lady, do not deceive me, I trust."
" I left her within an hour."

"At !"

" At her father's."

Mr. Harthouse's face lengthened in spite of his coolness,

and his perplexity increased. " Then I certainly," he

thought, " do not see where we are going."
" She hurried there last night. She arrived there in great

agitation, and was insensible all through the night. I live

at her father's and was with her. You may be sure, Sir,

>ou will never see her again as long as you live."

Mr. Harthouse drew a long breath; and, if ever man foimd
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himself in the position of not knowing what to say, made the

discovery beyond all question that he was so circumstanced.

The child-like ingenuousness with which his visitor spoke,

her modest fearlessness, her truthfulness which put all arti-

fice aside, her entire forgetfulness of herself in her earnest

quiet holding to the object with which she had come; all

this, together with her reliance on his easily given promise—

which in itself shamed him—presented something in which

he was so inexperienced, and against which he knew any of

his usual weapons would fall so powerless; that not a word

could he rally to his relief.

At last he said

:

" So startling an announcement, so confidently made, and

by such lips, is really disconcerting in the last degree. May

I be permitted to inquire, if you are charged to convey that

information to me in those hopeless words, by the lady of

whom we speak?
"

" I have no charge from her."

"The drowning man catches at the straw. With no

disrespect for your judgment, and with no doubt of your

sincerity, excuse my saying that I cling to the belief that

there is yet hope that I am not condemned to perpetual exile

from that ladv's presence."
" There is not the least hope. The first object of my

coming here, Sir, is to assure you that you must believe that

there is no more hope of your ever speaking with her again,

than there would be if she had died when she came home

last night."
" Must believe? But if I can't—or if I should, by mfir-

mity of nature, be obstinate—and won't
"

" It is still true. There is no hope."

.. James Harthouse looked at her with an incredulous smile

upon his lips; but her mind looked over and beyond him,

and the smile was quite thrown away.

He bit his lip, and took a little time for consideration.

" Well! If it should unhappily appear," he said, " after

due pains and duty on my part, that I am brought to a

position so desolate as this banishment,^ I shall not become

the lady's persecutori But you said you had no commission

from her?-*'
" I have only the commission of my love for her, and her

love for me. I have no other trust, than that I have been

n
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with her since she came home, and that she has given me
her confidence. I have no further trust, than that I know
something of her character and her marriage, O Mr. Hart-

house, I think you had that trust too
!

"

He was touched in the cavity where his heart should have

been—in that nest of iiddled>ggs, where the birds of heaven

would have liv«i if they had not been whistled away—by
the fervour of this reproach.

r" " I am not a moral sort of fellow," he said, " and I never

make any pretensions tc ^.he character of a moral sort of

fellow. I am as immoral f,s need be. At the same time, in

bringing any distress u» "hi the lady who is the subject of

the present conversation, or" in imfortunately compromising

her in any way, or in committing myself by any expression

of sentiments towards her, not perfectly reconcilable with

—

in fact with—the domestic hearth; or in .taking any adyan-

tagc of her father's t>giag:ft^a£bi,ne,.oyIS£qU^

J^ w]ieJj3^jQI^-h«ff h««^gs^ |)|^^ I beg to be

allowed to assure you SiatThavenaa no particularly evil

intentions, but have glided on from one step to another with

a smoothness so perfectly diabolical, that I had not the

slightest idea the catalogue was half so long until I b^an
to turn it over. Whereas I find," said Mr. James Hart-

r
bouse, in conclusion, " that it is really in several volumes."

Though he said all this in his frivolous way, the way
seemed, for that once, a conscious polishing of but an ugly

surface. He was silent for a moment; and then proceeded

with a more self-possessed air, though with traces of vexa-

tion and disappointment that would not be polished

^ut.
r " After what has been just now represented to me, in a
I manner I find it impossible to doubt—I know of hardly any

other source from which I could have accepted it so readily

-^ fed bound to say to you, in whom the confidence you

have mentioned has been reposed, that I cannot refuse to

contemplate the possibility (however unexpected) of my see-

ing the lady no more. I am solely to blame for the thing

having come to this—and—and, I cannot say," he added,

rather hard up for a general (peroration^ " that I have any

sanguine^ expectation of ever Ijecoming a moral sort of

fellow, or that I have any belief in any moral sort of fellow

whatever."
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Sissy's face suflSciently showed that her appeal to him was

not finished.
" You spoke," he resumed, as she raised her eyes to him

again, " of your first object. I may assume that there is

a second to be mentioned ?
"

" Yes."
" Will you oblige me by confiding it?

"

" Mr. Harthouse," returned Sissy, with a blending of

.^jentkness and steadiness that (juite defeated him, and with

a simple confidence fn his bemg bound to do what she

required, that held him at a singular disadvantage, " the

only reparation that remains with you, is to leave here

immediately and finally. I am quite sure that you can

mitigate in no other way thv or and harm you have done.

I am quite sure that it is i y compensation you have

left it in your power to makt . 1 do not say that it is much,

or that it is enough; but it is something, and it is necessary.

Therefore, though without any other authority than I have

given you, and even without the knowledge of any other

person than yourself and myself, I ask you to depart from

this place to-night, under an obligation never to return to it."

If she had asserted any influence over him beyond her

plain faith in the truth and right of what she said; if she

had concealed the least doubt or irresolution, or had har-

boured for the best purpose any reserve or pretence; if she

had shown, or felt, the lightest trace of any sensitiveness to

his ridicule or his astonishment, or any remonstrance he

might offer; he would have carried it against her at this

point. But he could as easily have changed a clear sky by
looking at it in surprise, as affect her.

" But do you know," he asked, quite at a loss, " the extent

of what you ask? You probably are not aware that I am
here on a public kind of business, preposterous enough in

itself, but which I have gone in I >•, and sworn by, and am
supposed to be devoted to in quite a desperate manner?
You probably are not aware of that, but I assure you it's

the fact."

It had no effect on Sissy, fact or no fact.

" Besides which," said Mr. Harthouse, taking a turn or

two across the room, dubiously, " it's so alarmingly absurd.

It would make a man so ridiculous, after going in for those

fellows, to back out in su'^h an incomprehensible way."

il

!(

3

t

I



210 Hard Times

" I am quite sure," repeated Sissy, " that it is the only

reparation in your power, Sir. I am quite sure, or I would

not have come here."

He glanced at her face, and walked about again. " Upon

my soul, I don't know what to.say. So immensely absurd
!

"

It fell to his lot, now, to.stipulate for secrecy.

" If I were 1 1 do such a very ridiculous thing," he said,

stoppir^, again presently, and leaning against the chimney-

piece, " it could only be in the most inviolable confidence."

" I w-M trust to you. Sir," returned Sissy, " and you will

trua. cO me."
His leaning against the chimneypiece reminded him of the

1 night with the whelp. It was the self-same chimneypiece,

I and somehow he felt as if he were the whelp to-night. He

\ could make no way at all.

"" "I suppose a man nevjr was placed in a more ridiculous

position," he said, after looking down, and looking up, and

laughing, and frowning, and walking off, and walking back

agaiii. " But I see no way out of it. What will be, will

,
be. This will be, I suppose. I must take off myself, I

—imagine—in short, I engage to do it."

Sissy rose. She was not surprised by the result, but she

was happy in it, and her face beamed brightly.

" You will ncrmit me to say," continued Mr. James Hart

house, "that[I doubt if any other ambassador, or am-

bassadress, could have addressed me with the same success^

I must not only regard mjrself as being in a very ridiculous-^

position, but as being /^nq^ished'at all points. Will you

allow.me the privilege ol remembering my enemy's name?
"

'• My name? " said the ambassadress.
*• The only name I could possibly care to know, to-night."

" Sissy Jupe."
^^

" Pardonmy curiosity at parting. Related to the family ?

•' I am only a poor girl," returned Sissy. " I was separated

from my father—he was only a stroller—and taken pity

on by Mr. Gradgrind. I have lived in the house ever

since."

She was gone.
" It wanted this to ccmiptete the defeat," said Mr. James

Harthouse, sinking, with a resigned air, on the sofa, after

standing transfixed a little while. " The defeat may now be

considered perfectly accomplished. Only a poor girl—«nly

iteii^
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a stroller—only James Harthouse made nothing of-only

Tames Harthouse a Great Pyramid of failure.

The Great Pyramid put it into his head to go up the NilCv

He took a pen upon the instant, and wrote the following

note (in appropriate Utfmglyph*6fi) to his brother:

He rang the belL
" Send my fellow here."

" Gone to bed. Sir."
^^

" Tell him to get up, and pack up. „ „ , .

He wrote two more notes. One, to Mr. Bounderby,

announcing his retirement from that part of th^ country, and

showing where he would be found for the next fortmght.

The other, similar in effect, to Mr. Gradgnnd. Alniost as

soon as the ink was dry upon their superscriptions he had

left the tall chimnevs of Coketown behind, and was ma
railway carriage, tearing and glaring over the dark land-

HThe moral sort of fellows might suppose that Mr. James

'
/Warthouse derived some comfortable reflections afterwards.

Jlrom this prompt retreat, as one of his few actions that made

llLy amends for anything, and as a token to ^nn^df thathe

I had escaped the climax of a very bad business But it was

I not so, at aU. A secret sense of having failed and b^n
' ridiculous-a dread of what other fellows who went m for

similar sorts of tnings, would say at his expense if they knew

it-^o oppressed him, that what was about the very best

passage in his life was the one of all others he would not have

SJmed to on any account, and the only one that made him

\
^shamed of himself.

i i;
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CHAPTER III

VERY DECIDED

The indefatigable Mrs. Sparsit, with a violent cold upon
her, her voice reduced to a whisper, and her stately frame
so racked by continual sneezes that it seemed in danger of
dismemberment, gave chase to her patron until she found
him in the metropolis; and there, majestically sweeping in
upon him at his hotel in St. James's Street, exploded the
combustibles with which she was charged, and blew up.
Having executed her mission ivith infinite relish, this high-
minded woman then fainted away on Mr. Bounderby's coat-
collar.

Mr, Bounderby's first procedure was to shake Mrs. Sparsit
off, and leave her to progress as she might through various
stages of suffering on the floor. He next had recourse to
the administration of potent^ rEstoratives,^ such as screwing
the patient's thumbs,^mitingiier hands, abundantly watering
her face, and inserting salt in her mouth. When these
attentions had recovered her (which they speedily did), he
hustled her into a fast train without offering any other
refreshment, and carried her back to Coketown more dead
than alive.

Regarded as a classical ruin, Mrs. Sparsit was an interesting
spectacle on her arrival at her journey's end; but considered
in any other light, the amoimt of damage she had by that
time sustained was excessive, and impaired her claims to
admiracion. Utterly heedles^gjoLihe wear and tear of her
clothes and constitution, and^damantlto her pathetic sneezes,
Mr. Bounderby immediately crammed her into a coach, and
bore her off to Stone Lodge.

" Now, Tom Gradgrind," said Bounderby, bursting into
his father-in-law's room late at night; " here's a lady here—
Mrs. Sparsit—you know Mrs. Sparsit—who has something to
say to you that will strike you dumb."

" You have missed my letter! " exclaimed Mr. Gradgrind,
surprised by the apparition.

"Missed your letter, Sir!" bawled Bounderby. "The
present time is no time for letters. No man shall talk to
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Josiah Bounderby of Coketorii about letters, with his mind

in the state it's in now." . « 4.,«„«*«,«..
" Bounderby," said Mr. Gradgrind, in a tone of temperate

remom^rance, " I speak of a very special letter I have written

to you in reference to Louisa."
, , , ,

• „ ^.u, «-*
"Tom Gradgrind," replied Bounderby, l«»ocking the ^t

of his hand several times with great vehemence on the table

"I speak of a very special messenger that has come to

me, £r reference to Louisa. Mrs. Sparsit, ma'am, stand

*°mt^ Unfortunate lady hereupon «say?^ *<»

^Jl^rJ^x"
mony, without any voice and with pamful gesture «-

prLwe of an infliied throat, became so aggravating i^^

Underwent so many facial contortions, that M^'
^^J^^^'^^'

unable to bear it, seized her by the,^™/5^,f^°l^^^^^^
"

If you can't get it out, ma'am," said Bounderby, leave

me to get it out This is not a time for a lady, however

Sghly 'connected, to be totally --dible, and -e^^^^^

swallowing marbles. Tom Gradgnnd, Mrs. Spareit latterly

rundTexfelf, by accident, in a situation to oyerhe^ a con-

versation oui of doors between your daughter and your

precious gentleman-friend, Mr. James Harthouse.

"Indeed!" said Mr. Gradgrind.
.. ^ , . ^,. ^„

"i^l Indeed!" cried Bounderby. "And m that con-

''^«
lUsli^'necessary to repeat its tenor, Bounderby. I

his might at his so quiet andW^D^ father-in-law, you

know where your daughter is at the present time?

" Undoubtedly. She is here."

«« Here?

"

• v
" My dear Bounderby, let me beg you to restmm th^e

'oud outbreaks, on all accounts. Louisa is here, ihe

Tomen? she coild detach herself
*^i!'"S"Srr^t

the person of whom you speak, and whom I/^^eply rqgrrt

to hive been the means of introducing to you, Lou^a humed

here, for protection. I myself had not been at home m«^
houK, when I received her-here, m this room She hurn^

by the train to town, she ran from town to thj house

through a raging storm, and presented herself bl^foje me

in a state of distraction. Of course, she has remained here

%
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ever since. Let me entreat you, for your own sake and for
hers, to be more quiet."

Mr. Bounderby silently gazed about him for some momentsm every direction except Mrs. Sparsit's direction; and then,
abruptly turning upon the niece of Lady Scadgers, said to
that wretched woman

:

"Now, ma'am! We shall be happy to hear any little
apology you may think proper to offer, for going about the
c )untry at express pace, with no other luggage than a Cock-
and-a-Bull, ma'am !

"

" Sir," whispered Mrs. Sparsit, " my nerves are at present
too much shaken, and my health is at present too much
impaired, in your service, to admit of my doing more than
taking refuge in tears."

(Which she did).

" Well, ma'am," said Bounderby, " without making any
observation to you that may not be made with propriety to
a woman of good family, what I have got to add to that,
IS that there is something else in which it appears to me you
may take refuge, namely, a coach. And the coach in which
we came here being at the door, you'll allow me to hand
you down to it, and pack you home to the Bank: where
the best course for you to pursue, will be to put your feet
into the hottest water you can bear, and take a glass of
scalding rum and butter after you get into bed." With
these words, Mr. Bounderby extended his right hand to
the weeping lady, and escorted her to the conveyance in
question, shedding many plaintive sneezes by the wav.
He soon returned alone.

" Now, as you showed me in your face, Tom Gradgrind,
that you wanted to speak to me," he resumed, " here I am.
But, I am not in a very agreeable state, I tell you plainly:
not relishing this business, even as it is, and not considering
that I am at any time as duf^ illy and submissively treated
by your daughter, as Josiah jiounderby of Coketown ought
to be treated by his wife. You have your opinion, I dare say

;

and I have mine, I know. If you mean to say anything to
me to-night, that goes against this candid remark, you had
better let it alone."

Mr. Gradgil^.J, it will be observed, being much softened,
Mr. Bounderby took particular pains to harden himself at
all points. It was his amiable nature.
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" My dear Bounderby," Mr. Gradgrind began in reply.

" Now, you'll excuse me," said Bounderby, " but I don t

want to be too dear. That to start with. When I begin

to be dear to a man, I generally find that his mtention is to

come over me. I am not speaking to you politely; but, as

you are aware, I am not polite. If you like politeness, you

know where to get it. You have your gentleman-fnends,

you know, and they'll serve you with as much of the article

as you want. I don't keep it myself."

" Bounderby," urged Mr. Gradgrind, ' we are all liable to

mistakes "
. , t,

"
I thought you couldn't make 'em," interrupted Boun-

" Perhaps I thought so. But, I say we are all liable to

mistakes; and I should feel sensible of your delicacy, and

grateful for it, if you would spare me these references to

Harthouse. I shall not associate him in our conversation

with your intimacy and encouragement; pray do not persist

in connecting him with mine."
" I never mentioned his name !

" said Bounderby.

"Well, well!" returned Mr. Grudgrind, with a patient,

even a submissive, air. And he sat for a little while ponder-

ing.
" Bounderby, I see reason to doubt whether we have

ever quite understood Louisa."
" Who do you mean by We ?

"

" Let me say I, then," he returned, in answer to the

coarselr-bliirtS^question; " I doubt whether I have under-

stood Louisa. I doubt whether I have been quite nght in

the manner of her education."
" There you hit it," returned Bounderby. There I agree

with you. You have found it out at last, have you?

Education! I'll tell you what education is—To balumbled

out of doorsj neck and crop. aQd..jmUnpoiLjhe shortest

aiiowance"of everything except Wows._ That's what^call

education?*" . . ,

' " I think your good sense will perceive, Mr. Gradgnnd

remonstrated in aU humility, " that whatever the ments

of such a system may be, it would be difficult of general

application to girls."
. , . t, - u

"
I don't see it at aU,Sir," returned the obstinateBounaerby.

" Well," sighed Mr. Gradgrind, " we will not enter into

the question. I assure you I have no desire to be con-
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troversial. I seek to repair what is amiss, if I possibly can;
and I hope you will assist me in a good spirit, Bounderby,
for I have been very much distressed."
"I don't understand you, yet," said Bounderby, with

determined obstinacy, "and therefore I won't make any
^promises."

" In the course of a few hours, my dear Bounderby," Mr.
Gradgrind proceeded, in the same depressed and propitiatory
manner, " I appear to m> " to have become better informed
as to Louisa's chaructr , than in previous years. The
enlightenment has been painfully forced upon me, and the
discovery is not mine. I think there are—Bounderby, you
will be surprised to hear me say this—I think there are
qualities in Louisa, which— which have been harshly
neglected, and—and a little perverted. And—and I would
suggest to you, that—that if you would kindly meet me in
a timelv endeavour to leave her to her better nature for a
while—and to encourage it to develop itself by tender-
ness and consideration—it—it would be the better for the
happiness of all of us. Louisa," said Mr. Gradgrind, shad-
ing his face with his hand, " has always been my favourite
child."

The blustrous Bounderby crimsoned and swelled to such
an extent on hearing these words, that he seemed to be, and
probably was, on the brink of a fit. With his very ears a
bright purple shot with crimson, he pent up his indignation,
however, and .'aid:

'* You'd like to keep her here for a rime? "

" I—I had intended to recommend, my dear Bounderby,
that you should allow Louisa to remain here on a visit, and
be attended by Sissy (I mean of course Cecilia Jupe), who
understands her, and in whom she trusts."

" I gather from all this, Tom Gradgrind," said Bounderby,
standing up with his hands in his pockets, " that you are of
opinion that there's what people call some incompatibility
between Loo Bounderby and myself."
"I fear there is at present a general incompatibility

between Louisa, and—and—and almost all tlie relations in
which I have placed her," was her father's sorrowful reply.

" Now, look you here, Tom Gradgrind," said Bounderby
the flushed, confronting him with his legs wide apart, his
hands deeper in his pockets, and his hair like a hay^eld
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wherein his windy anger was boisterous. " Yoa have said
j

your say; I am going to say mine. I am a C>ketown man.

J I am Josiah Bounderby ol Coketown. I '.Jiow the bncks

'of this town, and I know the works of this town, and I

know the chimneys of this town, and I know the smoke of

this town, and I know the Hands of this town. I know 'em

all pretty well. They're real. When a man tells me any-

thing about imaginative qualities, I always tell that man,

whoever he is, that I know what he means. He means

turtle soup and venison, with a gold spoon, and that he

wants to be set up with a coach and six. That's what

your daughter wants. Since you are of opinion that she

ought to have what she wants, I recommend you to provide

it for her. Because, Tom Gradgrind, she will never have it^

from me."
" Bounderby," said Mr. Gradgnnd, I hoped, after my

entreaty, you would have taken a different tone."

" Just wait a bit," retorted Bounderby; " you have said

your say, I believe. I heard you out; hear me out, if you

please. Don't make yourself a spectacle of unfairness as

well as inconsistency, because, although I am sorry to see

Tom Gradgiind reduced to his present position, I should be

doubly sorry to see him brought so low as that. Now,

there's an incompatibility of S' me sort or another, I am

given to understand by you, between your daughter and

me. I'll give you to understand, in reply to that, that
|

there tmquestionably is an incompatibility of the firsul

magnitude—to be summed up in this—that your daughter I

don't properly know her husband's merits, and is not|

impressed with such a sense as would become her, byj

George I of the honour of his alliance. That's plam speak-^

ing, I hope."
. ,

" Bounderby," urged Mr. Gradgrind, " this is unreason-

able."
, ^ ^

" Is it? " said Bounderby. " I am glad to hear you say so.

Because when Tom Gradgrind, with his new lights, tells me

that what I say is unreasonable, I am convinced at once it

must be devilish sensible. With your p-rniission I am

going on. You know my origin; and you know that for a

good many years of my life I didn't want a shoeing-hom, m
consequence of not having a shoe. Yet you may believe or

not, as you think proper, that there are ladies—born ladiw—

-/
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belonging to families—Families !—who next to worship the

ground I walk on."

He discharged this like a Rocket, at his father-in-law's

head.
*' Whereas your daughter," proceeded Bounderby, " is far

from being a bom lady. That you know, yourself. Not
that I care a pinch of candle-snuf! about such things, for

you are very well aware I don't; but that such is the fact,

and you, Tom (kadgrind, can't change it. Why do I say

this?
"

" Not, I fear," observed Mr. Gradgrind, in a low voice,
** to spare me."

" Hear me out," said Bounderby, " and refrain from

cutting in till your turn comes round. I say this, because

highly connected females have been astonished to see the

way in which your daughter has conducted herself, and
to witness her insensibility. They have wondered how I have
suffered it. And I wonder myself, now, and I won't suffer it."

" Bounderby," returned Mr. Gradgrind, rising, " the less

we say to-night the better, I think."
" On the contrary, Tom Gradgrind, the more we say

to-night, the better, I think. That is," the consideration

checked him, " till I have said all I mean to say, and then I

don't care how soon we stop. I come to a question that may
shorten the business. What do you mean by the proposal

you made just now? "

" What do I mean, Bounderby? "

" By your visiting proposition," said Bounderby, with an
inflexible jerk of the hayfield.

" I mean that I hope you may be induced to arrange in a
friendly manner, for allowing Louisa a period of repose and
reflection here, which may tend to a gradual alteration for

the better in many respects."

"To a softening down of your ideas of the incompati-

bility? " said Bounderby.
*' If you put it in those terms."
" What made you think of this? " said Bounderby.
" I have already said, I fear Louisa has not been under-

stood. Is it asking too much, Bounderby, that you, so far

her elder, should aid in trying to set her right? You have

accepted a great charge of her; for better for worse, for "

Mr. Bounderby may have been annoyed by the repetition
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of his own words to Stephen Blackpool, but he cut the

quotation short with an angry start.

" Cornel " said he, " I don't wa*n • told about that.

I know what I took her for, as well ; • do. Never you

mind what I took her for; thai •ylO'^^
°"Jv . ,^^ ^^

•'
1 was merely going on to remark, Bounderby, that we

may all be more or less in the wrong, not even excepting

you ; and that some yielding on your Pf^,
remembering the

Jrust you have accepted, may not only be an act of true

tmrfness but Dcrhaps a debt incurred towards Louisa.
"

I tok dirent?y,'' blustered Bounderby. .

•' 1 am gomg

to finish this business according to my own options Now,

I don't want to make a quarrel of it with y^"' ^om Gradgnnd.

To tell the truth, I don't think it would be worthy of my

reputation to quarrel on such a subject. As to your

gentleman-friend, he may take himself off, wherever he lUc«

best If he falls in my way, I shall tell him my mmd; if he

St fall in my way, I shan% for it won't be worth r^

while to do it. As to your daughter, whom I made Loo

Bounderby, and might have done better by leavmg Loo

GmdS if she don't come home to-morrow by twdve

o'docTat noon, I shall understand that she pre^J^ to sUy

away, and I shall send her weanng apparel and so forth over

here and you'll take charge of her for the future VVhat

I shdf^ay to people in general, of the incompatibility that

'4 to my^so laying down the law, will be this. I am Josiah

Bounderby, and fhad my bringing-up;. she's the daughter

of Tom Gradgrind, and she had her bnngmg-up; and the

?wo horses wouldn't pull together. I am pretty well known

to be rather an uncommon man, I believe; and most people

will understand fast enough that it must be a woman rather

out of the common, also, who, in the long run, would come up

*°''^Let'me'seriously entreat you to reconsider this, Boun-

derby," urged Mr. Gradgrind, " before you commit you-self

'^Talta'^fSSi'to a decision," said Bounderby tossing

his hat on : " and whatever I do, I do at once. I should be

sirprised at Tom Gradgrind's addressing such a remark to

Tosiah Bounderby of Coketown, knowing what he knows of

Wm if I could be surprised by anything Tom Gradgmo

did/after his making himself a party to sentimental humbug.
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I have given you my decision, and I have got no more to say.

Goodnight!"
So Mr. Bounderby went home to his town house to bed.

At five minutes past twelve o'clock next day, he directed

Mrs. Bounderby's property to be carefully packed up and
sent to Tom Gradgrind's; advertised his country retreat for

sale by private contract; and resumed a bachelor life.

CHAPTER IV

LOST

The robbery at the Bank had not languished before, and
did not cease to occupy a front place in the attention of

the principal of that establishment now. In boastful proof

of this promptitude and activity, as a remarkable man, and
a self-made man, and a commercial wonder more admirable
than Venus, who had risen out of the mud instead of the

sea. he liked to show how little his domestic affairs abated his

business ardour. Consequently, in the first lew weeks of his

resumed bachelorhood, he even advanced upon his usual

display of bustle, and every day made such a rout in renew-
ing his investigations into the robbery, that the officers who
had it in hand almost wished it had never been committed.
They were at fault too, and off the scent. Although they

had been so quiet since the first outbreak of the matter, that

most people really did suppose it to have been abandoned
as hopeless, nothing new occurred. No implicated man or

woman took untimely courage or made a self-betra)dng step.

More remarkable yet, Stephen Blackpool could not be heard
of, and the mysterious old woman remained a mystery.
Things having come to this pass, and showing no latent

signs of stirring beyond it, the upshot of Mr. Bounderby's
investigations was, that he resolved to hazard a bold burst.

He drew up a placard offering Twenty Pounds reward for

the apprehension of Stephen Blackpool, suspected of com-
plicity in the robbery of Coketown Bank on such a night;

he described the said Stephen Blackpool by dress, complexion,

estimated height, and manner, as minutely as he could; he
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redted how he had left the town, and in what direction he

had been last seen going; he had the whole printed in great

black letters on a staring broadsheet ; and he caused the walls

to be posted with it in the dead of night, so that it should (

strike upon the sight of the whole population at one blow.
;

The factory-bells had need to ring their loudest that \

morning to disperse the groups of workers who stood in the

tardy daybreak, collected round the placards, devouring them /

with eager eyes. Not the least eager of the eyes assembled,/

were the eyes of those who could not read. These people/

as they Ustened to the friendly voice that read aloud—theri

was always some such ready to help them—stared at the

characters which meant so much with a vague awe and respect-

that would have been half ludicrous, if any aspect of public \

ignorance could ever be otherwise than threatening and full
\

of evil. Many ears .and^eyes were busy with a vision of the
j

matter of these(t>^acard|> among turning spindles, rattling
/

looms, and whirlfiig^wHeels, for hours afterwards; and when
i

the Hands cleared out again into the streets, there were still
\

as rinniyreaders as before.

Slackbridge, the delegate, had to address his audience too /

that night; and Slackbridge had obtained a clean bill frona/

the printer, and had brought it in his pocket. Oh my friends

and fellow-countrymen, the down-trodden operatives of Coke-

town, oh my fellow-brothers and fellow-workmen and fellow-

citizens and fellow-men, what a to-do was there, when Slack-\

bridge unfolded what he called " that damning document," >

and held it up to the gaze, and for the execration of the \

working-man community! "Oh my fellow-men, behold
j

of what a traitor in the camp of those great spirits who
j

are enrolled"upon the holy scroll of Justice and of Union,
\

Is-appfopiiately capable! Oh my prostrate friends, with the
'^

galling yoke of tyrants on your necks and the iron foot of

despotism treading down your fallen forms into the dust of

Jthe eartit, upon which right glad would your oppressore be

"to see you creeping on your bellies all the days of your lives,

like the serpent in the garden—oh my brothers, and shall I as

a man not add, my sifters too, what do you say, now, of

Stephen Blackpool, with a slight stoop in his shoulders aiid

about five foot seven in height, as set forth in this degrading

and disgusting document, this blighting bill, this pernicious

placard, this abominable advertisement; and with what

aa '.M&
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"^ majesty of denouncement will you crush the viper, who would
vj* v) bring this stain and shame upon the God-like race that
S ^ happily has cast him out for ever! Yes, my compatriots,
^ ^ happily cast him out and sent him forth ! For you remember

j
how he stood here before you on this platform; you remember

^ how, face to face and foot to foot, I pursued him through

^ all his intricate windings; you remember how he sneaked

, ^ jmd^slunk, and sidled, and splitted of straws, until, with not

j y sm mch of ground to which to ch'ng, I hurled him out from

i 4.

1

amongst us : an object for the undying finger of scorn to point
at, and for the avenging fire ^'i every free and thinking mind
to scorch and sear! And now. my friends—^my labouring
friends, for I rejoice and triumph in that stigma—my friends
whose hard but honest beds are made in toijj^and whose
scanty but independent pots are boiled m hardship; and
now, I say, my friends, what appellation has that dastard
craven taken to himself, when, with the mask torn from his
features, he stands before us in all his native deformity,

^ What? A thief! A plunderer! A proscribed fugitive,
^with a price upon his head; a fester and a wound upon the

^ noble character of the Coketown operative ! Therefore, my
J
band of brothers in a sacred bond, to which your children

. \^ and your children's children yet unborn have set their infant
jV* hands and seals, I propose to you on the part of the United

y >^ Aggregate Tribunal, ever watchful for your welfare, ever

^ ^ zealous for your benefit, that this meeting does Resolve:
.

^ ^ That Stephen Blackpool, weaver, referred to in this placard,
J^ having been already solemnly disowned by the community
V ^ of Coketown Hands, the same are free froni the shame of Ids

V misdeeds, and canijot as a class be reproached with his
dishonest actions ! "\
Thus Slackbridge;'^i^i^and perspiring after a prodi-

gious sort. A few stem voices called out " No !
" and a score

or two hailed, with assenting cries of "Hear, hear!" the
caution from one man, " Slackbridge, y'or over better in't;

y*or a gpen too fast
!

" But these were pigmies against an
army; Jthe general assonblage subscribed to the gospel
according to Slackbridgejand gave three cheers for him, as
he sat demonstratively panting at them.

These men and women were yet in the streets, passing
quietly to their homes, when Sissy, who had been called
away from Louisa some minutes before, retumed4

iu
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" Who is it? " asked Louisa.
" It is Mr. Bounderby," said Sissy, timid of the name,

" and your brother Mr. Tom, and a young woman who says

her name is Rachael, and that you know her."

" What do they want. Sissy dear?
"

" They want to see you. Rachael has been crying, and

seems angry."
" Father," said Louisa, for he was present, " I cann ^'

refuse to see them, for a reason that will explain itself.

Shall they come in here?
"

As he answered in the affirmative, Sissy went away to

bring them. She reappeared with them directly. Tom was

last; and remained standing in the obscurest part of the

room, near the door.
" Mrs. Bounderby," said her husband, entering with a cool

nod, " I don't disturb you, I hope. This is an unseasonable

hour, but here is a young woman who has been making

statements which render my visit necessary. Tom Gradgrind

,

as your son young Tom, refuses for some obstinate reason or

other to p . nything at all about those statements, good or

bad, I .' r o. ^ed to confront her with your daughter."
" Yoi K. seen me once before, young lady," said Rachael,

standing \ ont of Louisa.

Tom coughed.
" You have seen me, young lady," repeated Rachael, as

she did not answer, " once before."

Tom coughed again.
" I have."

Rachael cast her eyes proudly towards Mr, Bounderby,

and said, " Will you make it known, young lady, where, and

who was th^re?
"

" I went to the house where Stephen Blackpool lodged, on

the night of liis discharge from his work, and I saw you

there. He was there too; and an old woman who did not

speak, and whom I could scarcely see, stood in a dark comer.

My brother was with me."
"Why couldn't you say so, young Tom?" demanded

Bounderby.
" I promised my sister I wouldn't." Which Louisa hastily

confirmed. " And besides," said the whelp bitterly, " she

tells her own story so precious well—and so full—that what

business had I to take it out of her mouth?
"

^h
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" Say, young lady, if you please," pursued Rachel, " why
in an evil hour, you ever came to Stephen's that night."

" I felt compassion for him," said Louisa, her colour deepen-

ing, " and I wished to know what he was going to do, and
wished to offer him assistance."

" Thank you, ma'am," said Bounderby. " Much flattered

and obliged."
" Did you oflfer him," asked Rachael, " a bank-note? "

" Yes; but he refused it, and would only take two pounds
in gold.'

Rachael cast her eyes towards Mr. Bounderby again.
" Oh certainly i " said Bounderby. " If you put the ques-

tion whether your ridiculous and improbable account was
true or not, I am bound to say it's confirmed."

" Young lady," said Rachael, " Stephen Blackpool is now
named as a thief in public print all over this town, and
where else! There have been a meeting to-night where he

have been spoken of in the same shameful way. Stephen!

The honestest lad, the truest lad, the best !
" Her indigna-

tion failed her, and she broke off sobbing.
" I am very, very sorry," said Louisa.
" O young lady, young lady," returned Rachael, " I hope

you may be, but I don't know: I can't say what you may
ha' done ! The like of you don't know us, don't care for us,

don't belong to us. I am not sure why you may ha' come
that night. I can't tell but what you may ha' come wi' some
aim of your own, not mindin to what trouble you brought

such as the poor lad. I said then. Bless you for coming;

I
and I said it of my heart, you seemed to take so pitifully to

\ him; but I don't know now, I don't know! "

Louisa could not reproach her for her unjust suspicions;

she was so faithful to her idea of the man, and so afBicted.
" And when I think," said Rachael through her sobs,

" that the poor lad was so grateful, thinkin you so good to

him—when I mind that he put his hand over his hard-

worken face to hide the tears that you brought up there

—

O, I hope you may be sorry, and ha' no bad cause to be it;

but I don't know, I don't know !

"

" You're a pretty article," growled the whelp, moving
uneasily in his dark comer, " to come here with these precious

imputations ! You ought to be bundled out for not knowing
how to behave yourself, and you would be by rights."
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She said nothing in reply; and her low weepii^ was the

only sound that was heard, until Mr. Bounderby spoke.

"Come!" said he, "you know what you have engaged

to do. You had better give your mind to that; not

this."
" 'Deed, I am loath," returned Rachael, drying her eyes,

" that any here should see me like this; but I won't be seen

so again. Young lady, when I had read what's put in print

of Stephen—and what has just as much truth in it as if it

had been put in print of you—I went straight to the Bank

to say I knew where Stephen was, and to give a sure and

certain promise that he should be here in two days. I

couldn't meet wi' Mr. Boimderby then, and your brother

sent me away, and I tried to find you, but you was not to be

found, and I went back to work. Soon as 1 come out of the

Mill t -night, I hastened to hear what was said of Stephen—

for I know wi' pride he will come back to shame it!—^and

then I went again to seek Mr. Bounderby, and I found him,

and I told him every word I knew; and he believed no word

I said, and brought me here."
" So far, that's true enough," assented Mr. Bounderby, with

his hands in his pockets and hie hat on. " But I have known

you people before to-day, you'll observe, and I know you

never die for want of talking. Now, I recommend you not so

much to mind talking just now, as doing. You have under-

taken to do something; all I remark upon that at present is,

doit!"
" I have written to Stephen by the post that went out

this afternoon, a^ I have written to him once before sin he

went away," said Rachael ;
" and he will be here, at furthest,

in two days."

"Then, I'll tell you something. You are not aware

perhaps," retorted Mr. Bounderby, " that you yourself have

been looked after now and then, not being considered quite

free from suspicion in this business, on account of most

people being judged according to the company they keep.

The post-office hasn't been forgotten either. What I'll tell

you is, that no letter to Stephen Blackpool has ever got into

It. Therefore, what has become of yours . I leave you to guess.

Perhaps you're mistaken, and never wrote any "

"He hadn't been gope from here, young lady," said

Rachael, turning appealingly to Louisa, " as much as a week,
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when he sent me the only letter I have had from him, saying

that be wasJflrrf^ tn seek work in another name."

"Oh, by George!" cried Bounderby, shaking his head,

with a whistle, " he changes his name, does he ! That's rather

unlucky, too, for such an immaculate chap. It's considered

a little suspicious in Courts of Justice, I believe, when an

Innocent happens to have many names."
" What," said Rachael, with the tears in her eyes again,

" what, young lady, in the name of Mercy, was left the poor

lad to do ! The masters against him on one hand, the men
against him on the other, he only wantin to work hard ''n

peace, and do what he felt right. Can a man have no soul

Ok his own, no mind of his own? Must he go wrong all through

wT this side, or must he go wrong all tlirough wi' that, or else

be hunted like a hare?
"

" Indeed, indeed, I pity him from my heart," i«tumed

Louisa; " and I hope that he will clear himself."

"You need have no fear of that, young lady. He is

sure!

"

" AH the surer, I suppose," said Mr. Bounderby, " for your

refusing to tell me where he is? Eh?"
" He shall not, through any act of mine, come back wi'

the unmerited reproach of being brought back. He shall

come back of his own accord to clear himself, and put all

those that have injured his good character, and he not here

for its defence, to shame. I have told him what has been

done against him," said Rachael, throwing off all distrust as

a rock throws 'oflE the sea, " and he will be here, at furthest,

in two days."
" Notwthstanding which," added Mr. Bounderby, if he

can be laid hold of any sooner, he shall have an earlier

opportunity of clearing himself. As to you, I have nothing

against youj what you came and told me turns out to be

true, and I have given you the means of proving it to be

true, and there's an end of it. I wish you good night all!

I must be off to look a little further into this."

Tom came out of his comer when Mr. Bounderby moved,

moved with him, kept close to him, and went away with him.

The only parting salutation of which he delivered himself

was a sulky " Good night, father! " With a brief speech,

and a tfCowTiat his sister, he left the house.

SinceW sheet-anchor had come home, Mr. Gradgrind
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had been sparing of speech. He still sat silent, when Louisa

mildly said:

Rachael, you
know me better."

" It goes against me,

will not distrust me one day^ when you

Rachael answered, in a gentler

manner, " to mistrust any one; but when I am so mistrusted

—when we all are—I cannot keep such things quite out of

my mind. I ask your pardon for having done you an injury.

I don't think what I said now. Yet I might come to think

it again, wi' the poor lad so wror^ed."
" Did you tell him in your lette./ inquired Sissy, " that sus-

picion seemed to have fallen upon him, because he had been

seen about the Bank at night ? He would then know what he

would have to explain on coming back, and would be ready."
" Yes, dear," she returned; '* but I can't guess what can

have ever taken him there. He never used to go there*

It was never in his way. His way was the same as mine, and
not near it."

Sissy had already been at her side asking her where she

lived, and whether she might come to-morrow night, to

inquire if there were news of him.
" I doubt," said Rachael, " if he can be here till next day."
" Then I will come next night too," said Sissy.

When Rachael, assenting to this, was gone, Mr. Gradgrind

lifted up his head, and said to his daughter

-

" Louisa, my dear, I have never, that I know of, seen this

man. Do you believe him to be implicated?
"

" I think I have believed it, father, though with great

difficulty. I do not believe it now."
" That is to say, you once persuaded yourself to believe it,

from knowing him to be suspected. His appearance and
manner; are thev so honest? "

" Very honest."
" And her confidence not to be shaken! I ask myself,"

said Mr. Gradgrind, musing, " does the real cuTprljt know of

these accusations ? Where is he? Who is he?^

His hair had latterly began to change its colour. As he
leaned upon his hand again, looking grey and old, Louisa,

with a face of fear and pity, hurriedly went over to him, and
sat close at his side. Her eyes by accident met Sissy's at

the moment. Sissy flushed and started, and Louisa put her

finger on her lip

Ls:: iiiiii.
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Next night; when Sissy returned home and told Louba that

Stephen was not come, she toll it in a whisper. Next night

agam, when she came home with the same account, and

added that he had not been heard of, she spoke in the same

low frightened tone. From the moment of that interchange

of looks, they never uttered his name, or any reference to

him, aloud; nor ever pursued the subject of the robbery,

when Mr. Gradgrind spoke of it.

The two appointed days ran out, three days and nights

ran out, and Stephen Blackpool was not come, and remained

unheard of. On the fourth day, Rachael, with unabated con-

fidence, but considering her dispatch to have miscarried, went

up to the Bank, and showed her letter frt
" "m with his

address, at a working colony, one of many, not upon the main

road, sixty miles away. Messengers were sent to that place,

and the whole town looked for Stephen to be brought in

next day.

During this whole time the whelp moved about with Mr.

Bounderby like his shadow, assbting in all the proceedings.

He was greatly excited, horribly fevered, bit his nails down
to the quick, spoke in a hard rattling voice, and with lips that

were black and burnt up. At the hour when the suspected

man was looked for, the whelp was at the station; oflEering

to wager that he had made off before the arrival of those who
were sent in quest of him, and that he would not appear.

The whelp was right. The messengers returned alone.

Rachael's letter had gone, Rachael's letter had been delivered.

Stephen Blackpool Imd decamped in that same hour; and no

soul knew more of him. The only doubt in Coketown was,

whether Rachael had written in good faith, believing that he

really would come back, or warning him to fly. On this point

opinion was divided.

Six days, seven days, far on into another week. The

wretched whelp plucked up a ghastly courage, and began to

grow defiant. " Was the suspected fellow the thief? A
pretty question ! If not, where was the man, and why did

he not come back?
"

Where was the man, and why did he not come back? In

the dead of night the echoes of his own words, whii.li had

rolled Heaven knows how far away in the daytime, came

back instead, and abided by him until morning.
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CHAPTER V

FOUND S^ AlM^ <^

Day and night again, day and night again. No Stephen

Blackpool. Where was the man, and why did he not come

back?
Every night, Sissy went to Rachael's lodging, and sat with

her in her small neat room. All day, Rachael toiled as such

people must toil, whatever their anxieties. The smoke^

serpents were indifferent who was lost or found, who turned

Obt bad or good; the melancholy mad elephants, like the

Hard Fact men, abated nothing of their set routine, whatever

'Tmppened.
'

JDay and night again, day and night again. The

-, monotony was unbroken. Even Stephen Blackpool's disap-

pearance was falUng into the general way, and becoming as

monotonous a wonder as any piece of machinery in Coketown.
" I misdoubt," said Rachael, " if there is as many as twenty

left in all this place, who have any trust in the po'v.r dear

lad now."
She said it to Sissy, as they sat in her lodging, lighted

only by the lamp at the street comer. Sissy had come there

when it was already dark, to await her return from work ; and

they had since sat at the window where Rachael had found

her, wanting no brighter light to shine on their sorrowful talk.

" If it hadn't been mercifully brought about, that I was to

have you to speak to," pursued Rachael, " times are, when I

think my mind would not have kept right. But I get hope

and strength through you; and you believe nhat though

appearances may rise against him, he will be proved clear?
'*

" I do believe so," returned Sissy, " with my whole heart4

I feel so certain, Rachael, that the confidence you hold in

yours against all discouragement, is not like to be wrong,

that I have no more doubt of him than if I had known him

through as many years of trial as you have."
" And I, my dear," said Rachael, with a tremble in her

voice, " have known him through them all, to be, according

to his quiet ways, so faithfulto everjrthing honest and good,

that if he was never to be heard of more, and I was to live to

be a hundred years old, I could say with my last breath, God

I

tfiiik
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knows my heart, I have never once left trusting Stephen
Blackpool!

"

" We all believe, up at the Lodge, Rachael, that he will be
freed from suspicion, sooner or later."

" The better I know it to be so believed there, my dear,"
said jlachael, " and the kinder I feel it that you come away
from there, purposely to comfort me, and keep me company,
and be seen wi' me when I am not yet free from all suspicion

myself, the more grieved I am that I should ever have spoken
those mistrusting words to the young lady. And yet "

" You don't mistrust her now, Rachael ?
"

" Now that you have brought us more together, no. But I

can't at all times keep out of my mind "

Her voice so sunk into a low and slow communing with
herself, that Sissy, sitting by her side, was obliged to liste ;

with attention.
" I can't at all times keep out of my mind, mistrustings ,i

some one. I can't think who 'tis, I can't think how or why
it may be done, but I mistrust that some one has put Stephen
out of the way. I mistrus^^ that by his coming back of his own
accord, and showing himself innocent before them all, some
one would be confounded, who—to prevent that—has stopped
him, and put him out of the way."

" That is a dreadful thought," said Sissy, turning pale.

"It is a dreadful the ?;ht to think he may be murdered."
Sissy shuddered, and turned paler yet.
" When it makes its way intomy mind, dear/' said Rachael,

*' and it will come sometimes, though I do all I can to keep it

out, wi' counting on to high numbers as I work, and saying
over and over again pieces that I knew when I were a child

—I fall into such a wild, hot hurry, that, however tired I am,
I want to walk fast, miles and miles. I must get the better

of this before bedtime. I'll walk home wi' you."
" He might fall ill upon the journey back," said Sissy,

faintly ofifering a worn-out scrap of hone ;
" and in such a case

there are many places on the road where he might stop."
" But he is in none of them. He has been sought for in

all, and he's not there."
" True," was Sissy's reluctant admission.
" He'd walk the journey in two days. If he was footsore

and couldn't walk, I sent him, in the letter he got, the money
to ride, lest he should have none of his own to spare."
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** Let us hope that to-morrow will bring something better,

Rachael. G)me into the air!"

Her gentle hand adjusted Rachael's shawl upon her shining

black hair in the usual manner of her wearing it, and they

went out. The night being fine, little knots of Hands were

here and there lingering at street cbmersj but it~was'supper-"

"time witHlthe gfeSfcTfp them, and there were but few

people in the streets.
*' You're not so hurried now, Rachael, and your hand is

cooler."
" I get better, dear, if I can only walk, and breathe a little

fresh. 'Times when I can't, I turn weak and confused."
" But you must not begin to fail, Rachael, for you may be

wanted at any time to stand by Stephen. To-morrow is

Saturday. If no news comes to-morrow, let us walk in the

country on Sunday morning and strengthen you for another

week. Will you go?
"

" Yes, de?r."

They were by this time in the street where Mr. Bounderby's

house stood. The way to Sissy's destination led them past

the door, and they were going straight towards it. Some
train had newly arrived in Coketown, which had put a number
of vehicles in motion, and scattered a considerable bustle

about the town. Several coaches were rattling before them
and behind them as they approached Mr. Bounderby's, and

one of the latter drew up with such briskness as they were in

the act of passing the house, that they looked round involun-

tarily. The bright gaslight over Mr. Bounderby's steps

showed them Mrs. Sparsii in the coach, in an ecstasy of

excitement, struggling to open the door; Mrs. Sparsit seeing

them at the same moment, called to them to stop.
" It's a coincidence," exclaimed Mrs. Sparsit, as she was

released by the coachman. " It's a Providence ! Come out,

ma'am !
" then said Mrs. Sparsit, to some one inside, " come

out, or we'll have you dragged out !

"

Hereupon, no other than the mysterious old woman
descended. Whom Mrs. Sparsit incontinently collared.

" Leave her alone, everybody !

" cried Mrs. Sparsit, with

.great energy. " Let nobody touch her. She belongs to me.
-Come in, ma'am !

" then said Mrs. Sparsit, reversing her

former word of command,
you dragged in!"

" Come in, ma'am, or we'll have

Miiki
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The spectacle of a ir; *.r>)M oi . . ^ical deportmentj seizing

an ancient woman by t e thn , and haling her into a

dwelling-house, would have be-ii i;.ider any circumstances

sufficient temptation to all true E.;u;iii,h itra^lers so^lwl as

to witness it, to force a way into that dwelUhg-Tibuse and see

the matter out. But when the phenomenon was enhanced

by the notoriety and mystery by this time associated all over

the town with the Bank robbery, it would have lured the

stragglers in, with an irresistible attraction, though the roof

had been expected to fall upon their heads. Accordingly, the

chance witnesses on the ground, consisting of the busiest of

the neighbours to the number of some five-and-twenty, closed

in after Sissy and Rachael, as they closed in after Mrs. Sparsit

and her prize; and the whole body made a disorderly irrup-

tion into Mr. Bounderby's dining-room, where the people

behind lost not a moment's time in mounting on the chairs,

to get the better of the people in front.

"Fetch Mr. Bounderby down!" cried Mrs. Sparsit.

" Rachael, young woman; you know who this is?
"

" It's Mrs. Pegler," said Rachael.

"I should think it is!" cried Mrs. Sparsit, exulting.

" Fetch Mr. Bounderby. Stand away, everybody !
" Here

old Mrs. Pegler, muffling herself up, and shrinking from

observation, whispered a word of entreaty. " Don't tell me,"

said Mrs. Sparsit, aloud. " I have told you twenty tunes,

coming along, that I will not leave you till I have handed

you over to him myself."

Mr. Bounderby now appeared, accompanied by Mr. Grad-

grind and the whelp, with whom he had been holding con-

ference upstairs. Mr. Bounderby looked more astonished

than hospitable, at sigh* of this uninvited party in his

dining-room.
" Why, what's the matter now? " said he. Mrs. Sparsit,

ma'am ? . .

" Sir," explained that worthy woman, " I trust it is my
good fortune to produce a person you have much desired to

find. Stimulated by my with to relieve your ^ind, >-ir, ar^

connecting together such imperfect clues to tie part of tfie

country in which that person might be supposed to reside, as

have been afforded by the young woman, Rachael, fortunate!

now present to identify, I have had the happiness to succeeo,

and to bring that person with me—I need not sa'^ most
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unwilUngly on her part. It has not 'wn , Sir. without some

trouble that I have effected this; but trouble m your .ervice

is to me a pleasure, and hunger, tnarst, and cold a real

^Here^MK. Sparsit ^ased; for M Bot "rby''

exhibited an extraordinary combination of ali ossiblc

and expressions of disc mfitufp, as old Mrs. Fegler

closed to his view.
'

i- uk. .,«
" Why what do vou mean by this? was his highly un-

expected 'demand, in gr.at warmth. " I ask you, what do

you mean by this, Mrs. Sparsit, ma'am?

"Sir!" exclaimed Mrs. Sparsit, faintly. , .„ ,

" Whv don't vou mind v >ur own business, ma am ? roa red

Boundefby . ' 1 lovv daro you go and poke your officious nose

into my fanaly affairs? j •»«

This allusion to her favourite teaturc overpowered Mr^

Sparsit. She sat down .tiffly in a chair, as if she were

irozen; and with a fixed stare at Mr. underby, slowK

grated her mittens against one nothf as if they were

fro/ en too.
" My dear Ju-;iah! " cried Mrs

darling bov 1 I r .. not to blame.

I told ?^his lady over and over n
,

doinc y. nat would not b. agretaDle to you, but si

do it.
'

,

,

"What did you : .icr bring you for? uldn vou

Pegler, tremblur . ' ty

It's not my fault Jo ui.

ain, that I knew hf as

ould

or

-1 her,

ixiced

^e as

obie,

knock her cap off, o- aer tooth out, or scratch u'

something or other to her? " asked Bounder .

" Mv own boy! She hreatened me that u I resis

I should be brougb -> constable^: and it was be- r

qv letiy than make ihat stir in su i a "—Mrs. P-

tiinidlv but proud, v rounr the walls— ' such a i. .

*his. Indeed, indt d, .c is n. t mv fault' vly dear

tately boy! I have always lived quiet and secret, J
siah,

ny dear. 1 have never broken the condition once. I iiave

never said I was vour motner. I have admired you at a

distance; and if I'iiave come to town sometimes, with long

times bet veen, to tai a pr md peep at you I r ive done it

unbeknown, mv love, and one away again.

Mr. Boundefby. with hi hands in his pockets, walked m
impatient mortification up and down at the side of the long

dining-table, while the spectators greedily took m every
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syllable of Mrs. Pegler's appeal, and at each succeeding
syllable became more and more round-eyed. Mr. Bounderby
still walking up and down when Mrs. Pegler had done, Mr.
Gradgrind addressed thatl^nsdigne9)old lady:

" I am surprised, madMnT^ he observMl with severity,

"that in your old age you have the face to claim Mr.
Bounderby for your son, after your unnatural and inhuman
treatment of him."
"Me unnatural!" cried poor old Mrs. Pegler. "Me

inhuman! To my dear boy? "

"Dear!" repeated Mr. Gradgrind. "Yes; dear in his

self-made prosperity, madam, I dare say. Not very dear,

hoWever, when you deserted him in his i.ifancy, and left him
to the brutality of a drunken grandmother."

" / deserted my Josiah! " cried Mrs. Pegler, clasping her
hands^ " Now, Lord forgive you, Sir, for your wicked
imaginations, and for your scandal against the memory of

my poor mother, who died in my arms before Josiah was
bom. May you repent of it. Sir, and Uve to know better!

"

She was so very earnest and injured, that Mr. Gradgrind,

shocked by the possibility which dawned upon him, said in a
gentler tone:

" Do you deny, then, madam, that you left your son to

—

to be brought up in the gutter?
"

•' Josiah in the gutter
! " exclaimed Mrs. Pegler. " No such

a thing. Sir. Never! For shame on you! My dear boy
knows, and will give you to know, that though he come of

humble parents, he come of parents that loved him as dear

as the best could, and never thought it hardship on them-
selves to pinch a bit that he might write and cipher beautiful,

and I've his books at home to show it ! Aye, have I
!

"

said Mrs. Pegler, with indignant pride. " And my dear boy
knows, and will give you to know. Sir, that after his beloved

father died, when he was eight years old, his mother, too,

could pinch a bit, as it was her duty and her pleasure and
her pnde to do it, to help him out in life, and put him
'prentice. And a steady lad he was, and a kind master he
had to lend him a hand, and well he worked his own way
forward to be rich and thriving. And I'll give you to know.
Sir—for this my dear boy won't—that though his mother

\ kept but a little village shop, he never forgot her, but pen-

sioned me on thirty pound a year—^more than I want, for

ikHk
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I put by out of it-only making the condition that I was

to keep down in my own part, and make no boasts about

him, aSd not trouble him. And I never have, except with

looking at him once a year, when he has never knowed it

Md it's right," said poor old Mrs. Pegler, m affectionate

championship, " that I should keep down m my own part,

andThave no doubts that if I was here I should do a many

unbefitting things, and I am well contented, and I can kwp

my pride in my Josiah to myself, and \^l^^^f,^Z^^%l^^
sake! And 1 am ashan ed of you. Sir," said Mrs. Pegler,

lastly
" for your slanders and suspicions. And for 1 never

stood here before, nor never wanted to stand here when my

dear son said no. And 1 shouldn't be here now, if it hadn t

been for being brought here. And for shame upon you, O

for shame, to accuse me of being a bad mother to my son,

with my son standing here to tell you so different

!

The bystanders, on and off the dining-room chairs, raised

a murmur of sympathy with Mrs. Pegler, and Mr. Grad^nd

felt himself innocently placed in a very distressmg predica-

ment, when Mr. Bounderby, who had never ceased walkmg

up and down, and had every moment swelled larger and

larger, and grown redder and redder, stopped short.

"I don't exactly know," said Mr. Bounderby, "how I

come to be favoured with the attendance of the pr^ent

company, but I don't inquire. When they're quite satafied^

perhaps they'll be so good as to disperse; whether they re

Satisfied or not, perhaps they'll be so good as to disjKsrse

I'm not bound to deliver a lecture on my family affairs, I

have not undertaken to do it, and I'm not a going to do it.

Therefore those who expect any explanation whatever upon

that branch of the subject, will be disappomted—particu-

larly Tom Gradgrind, and he can't know it too soon. In

reference to the Bank robbery, there has been a mistake made,

concerning my mother. If there hadn't been over-officious-

ness it wouldn't have been made, and I hate over-offiaous-

ness at all times, whether or no. Good evening!

Although Mr. Bounderby carried it off in these terms,

holding the door open for the company to depart, there was

a blustering sheepishnfisa^upon him, at once extremely

crestTSn^rfersupirSS^ Detected as_the BuUy

^ttaffliltoliJfflLliaa buipis ^indy «P"^V^"«T?^^
ifyrhut^a?f..inri ^^^'* ^^^ tionest truth as far away
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from him as if he had advanced the mean claim (there is no
meaner) to tack himself on to a pedigree, he. cut a mosX
jrir^inilniis fig"r^- With the people filing off at thes door he
held, who he icnew would carry what had passed to the
whole town, to be given to the four winds, he could not
have looked a Bully more ^gijmfunrioiFIbm, if he had had
his ears cropped. Even tfiatunlucky female, Mrs. Sparsit,

(fallen from her pinnccle of exultation into the Slough of

DesDond, was not in so bad a plight as that remarkable man
andkelf-made Humbug, Josiah Bounderby of CoketownT]

Z' Rachael and Sissy, leaving Mrs. Pegler to occupy a bea at

her son's for that night, walked together to the gate of Stone
Lodge and there parted. Mr. Gradgrind joined them before

they had gone very far, and spoke with much interest of

Stephen Blackpool; for whom he thought this signal failure

of the suspicions .^pjainst Mrs. Pegler was likely to work well.

As to the whelp; throughout this scene as on all other

late occasions, he had stuck close to Bounderby. He seemed
to feel that as long as Bounderby could make no discovery

without his knowledge, he was so far safe. He never visited

his sister, and had only seen her once since she went home:
that is to say on the night when he still stuck close to Boun-
derby, as already related.

There was one dim unformed fear lingering about his

sister's mind, to which she never gave utterance, which
surrounded the graceless and ungrateful boy with a dreadful

mystery. The same dark possibility had presented itself

in the same shapeless guise, this very day, to Sissy, when
Rachael spoke of some one who would be confounded by
Stephen's return, having put him out of the way. Louisa

had never spoken of harbouring any suspicion of her brother

in connexion with the robbery, she and Sissy had held no
confidence on the subject, save in that one interchange of

looks when the unconscious father rested his grey head on
his hand; but it was understood between them, and they

both knew it. This other fear was so awful, that i hovered

about each of them hke a ghostly shadow; neither daring to

think of its being near herself, far less of its being near the

other.

And still the forced spirit which the whelp had plucked up,

throve with him. If Stephen Blackpool was not the thief,

let him show himself. Why didn't he?
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Another night. Another day and night. No Stephen

BladcpSJu Where was the man, and why did he not come

back?

I

CHAPTER VI

THE STARLIGHV

The Sunday was a bright Sunday in autumn, clear and cool,

when early in the morning Sissy and Rachael met, to walk

in the country. , , , .

As Coketown cast ashes not only on its own head but on

the neighbourhood's too-after the manner of those piot^

persons^ho do penance for their own sms by puttmg o^a

people into sackcloth-it was customary ^or^^^^^^^l'^Z
Ld then thirsted for a draught of pure air, which « not

absolutely the most wicked among the vamties of hfe, to get

a few miks away by the railroad, and then begm theu- walk,

o/^dr Tounge^n\he fields. Sissy and Rachael help^

themselves out of the smoke by the usual means, and were

put^own at a station about midway between the town and

Mr. Bounderby's retreat.

Though the green landscape was blotted here and there

with h^ps of coal, it was green elsewhere, ^nd Jherc were

trees to see, and there were larks singing (though it was

Sunday), and there were pleasant scents m the air, and aU

wS over-arched by a bright blue sky. In the distwice one

way, Coketown showed as a black mist; m another distance

hilk began to rise; in a third, there was a faont change m
the light of the horizon where it shone upon the far-off sea.

Under their feet, the grass was fresh; beau^fid^ shadows of

branches fUckered upon it, and speckled it^ hedgerows were

luxuriant; everything was at peace. Engines at pits mouths,

and lean old horses that had worn the arcle of their daily

labour into the ground, were alike quiet; wheels had ceased

for a short space to turn; and the gr^t wheel of earth

seemed to revolve without the shocks and noises of another

They walked on across the fields and down the shady lanes,

sometunes getting over a fragment of a fence so rotten that
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it dropped at a touch of the foot, sometimes passing near a
wreck of bricks and beams overgrown with grass, markhig
the site of deserted works. They followed paths and tracks,
however slight. Mounds where the grass was rank and high,
and wher«%suhbles> dock-weed, and such-like vegetation,
were confusedly heaped together, they always avoided; for
dismal stories were told in that country of the old pits hidden
beneath such indications.

The sun was high when they sat down to rest. They had
seen no one, near or distant, for a long time; and the soiitude
remained unbroken. " It is so still here, Rachael, and the
way is so untrodden, that I think we must be the first who
have been here all the summer."
As Sissy said it, her eyes were attracted by another of

those rotten fragments of fence upon the ground. She got
up to look at it. " And yet I don't know. This has not
been broken very long. The wood is quite fresh where it

gave way. Here are footsteps too.—O Rachael !
"

She ran back, and caught her round the neck. Rachael
had already started up.

" What is the matter? "

" I don't know. There is a hat lying in the grass."
They went forward together. Rachael took it up, shaking

from head to foot. She broke into a passion of tears and
lamentations: Stephen Blackpool was written in his own
hand on the inside.

" O the poor lad, the poor lad ! He has been made away
with. He IS lying murdered here !

"

"Is there— has the hat any blood upon it?" Sissy
faltered.

They were afraid to look; but they did examine it, and
found no mark of violence, inside or out. It had been lying
there some days, for rain and dew had stained it, and the
mark of its shape was on the grass where it had fallen.
They looked fearfully about them, without moving, but
could see nothing more. " Rachael," Sissy whispered, " I
will go on a little by myself,"
She had unclasped her hand, and was in the act of stepping

forward, when Rachael caught her in both arms with a
scream that resounded over the wide landscape. Before
^em, at their very feet, was the brink of a black ra^ed

"^^.^liidden by the thick grass. They sprang back, and
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fell upon their knees, each hiding her face upon the other's

neck.
"0, my good Lord! He's down there! Down there!"

At first this, and her terrific screams, were all that could be

got from Rachael, by any tears, by any prayers, by any

representations, by any means. It was impossible to hush

her; and it was deadly necessary to hold her, or she would

have flung herself down the shaft.

" Rachael, dear Rachael, good Rachael, for the love of

Heaven, not these dreadful cries ! Think of Stephen, think

of Stephen, think of Stephen !

"

By an earnest repetition of this entreaty, poured out in all

the agony of such a moment. Sissy at last brought her to be

silent, and to look at her with a tearless face of stone.

" Rachael, Stephen may be living. You wouldn't leave

him lying maimed at the bottom of this dreadful place, a

moment, if you could bring help to him? "

"No, no, no!"
" Don't stir from here, for liis sake! Let me go and listen."

She shuddered to approach the pit; but she crept towards

it on her hands and kneos, and called to him as loud as she

could call. She listened, but no sound replied. She called

again and listened; still no answering sound. She did this,

twenty, thirty times. She took a little clod of earth from

the broken ground where he had stumbled, and threw it in.

She could not hear it fall.

The wide prospect, so beautiful in its stilkiess but a few

minutes ago, almost carried despair to her brave heart, as she

rose and looked all round her, seeing no help. " Rachael,

we must lose not a moment. We must go in different direc-

tions, seeking aid. You shall go by thu way we have come,

and I will go forward by the path. Tell any one you see,

and every one what has happened. Think of Stephen, think

of Stephen!

"

She knew by Rachael's face that she might trust her now.

And after standing for a moment to sec her running, wringing

her hands as she ran, she turned and went upon her own
search; she stopped at the hedge to tie her shawl there as a

guide to the place, then threw her bonnet aside, and ran as

she had never run before.

Run, Sissy, run, in Heaven's name ! Don't stop for breath.

Run, run ! Quickening herself by carrying such entreaties in
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her thoughts, she ran from field to field, and lane to lane,

and place to place, as she had never run before; until she

came to a shed by an engine-house, where two men lay in

the shade, asleep on straw.

First to wake them, and next to tell them, all so wild and

breathless as she was, what had brought her there, were

difficulties; but they no sooner understood her than their

spirits were on fire like hers. One of the men was in a

drunken slumber, but on his comrade's shouting to him that

a man had faUen down the Old Hyll Shaft, he started out to

a pool of dirty water, put Ms head m it ana came back sober.

With these two men she ran to another half-a-mile further,

and with that one to another, while they ran elsewhere.

Then a horse was found; and she got another man to ride

for life or death to the railroad, and send a message to Louisa,

which she wrote and gave him. By this time a whole village

was up; and windlasses, ropes, poles, candles, lanterns, all

things necessary, were fast collecting and being brought into

one place, to be carried to the Old Hell Shaft.

It seemed now hours and hours since she had left the lost

man lying in the grave where he had been buried alive. She

could not bear to remain away from it any longer—it was

like deserting him—and she hurried swiftly back, accom-

panied by half-a-dozen labourers, including the drunken man
whom the news had sobered, and who was the best man of

all. When they came to the Old Hell Shaft, they found it

as lonely as she had left it. The men oalled and listened as

she had done, and examined the edge of the chasm, and

settled how it had happened, and then sat down to wait until

the implements they wanted should come up.

Every sound of insects in the air, every stirring of the

leaves, every whisper among these men, made Sissy tremble,

for she thought it was a cry at the bottom of the pit. But

the wind blew idly over it, and no soimd arose to the surface,

and they sat upon the grass, waiting and waiting. After

they had wait^ some time, stra^ling people who had heard

of the accident b^an to come up; then the real help of

implements b^an to arrive. In the midst of this, Rachael

returned; and wiUi her party there was a surgeon, who
brought some wine and medicines. But, the expectation

among the people that the man would be found alive, was

very slight indeied.
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There being now people enough present to impede the

work, the sol^red man put himself at the head of the rest,

or was put there by the general consent, and made a large

ring round the Old Hell Shaft, and appointed men to keep

it. Besides such volunteers as were accepted to work, only

Sissy and Rachael were at first permitted within this ring;

but later in the day, when the message brought an express

from O)ketown, Mr. Gradgrind and Louisa, and Mr. Bounder-

by, and the whelp, were also there.

The sun was four hours lower than when Sissy and Rachael

had first sat down upon the grass, before a means of enabling

two men to descend securely was rigged with poles and ropes.

Difficulties had arisen in the construction of this machine,

simple as it was; requisites had been found wanting, and

messages had had to go and return. It was five o'clock in the

afternoon of the bright autunmal Sunday, before a candle

was sent down to try the air, while three or four rough faces

stood crowded close together, attentively watching it: the

men at the windlass lowering as they wore told. The candle

was brought up again, feebly burning, and then some water

was cast in. Then the bucket was hooked on; and the

sobered man and another got in with lights, giving the word
" Lower away!

"

As the rope went out, tight and strained, and the windlass

creaked, there was not a breath among the one or two hundred

men and women looking on, that came as it was wont to come.

The signal was given and the windlass stopped, with abundant

rope to spare. Apparently so long an interval ensued with

the men at the windlass standing idle, that some women
shrieked that another accident had happened! But the

surgeon who held the watch, declared five minutes not to

have elapsed yet, and sternly admonished them to keep

silence. He had not well done speaking, when the windlass was

reversed and worked again. Practised eyes knew that it

did not go as heavily as it would if both workmen had been

coming up, and that only one was returning.

The rope came in tight and strained ; and ring after ring

was coiled upon the barrel of the windlass, and all eyes

were fastened on the pit. The sobered man was brought

up and leaped out briskly on the grass. There was an
universal cry of "AHve or dead?" and then a deep, pro-

found hush.
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When he said "Alive!" a great shout arose and many
eyes had tears in them^

" But he's hurt very bad," he added, as soon as he could

make himself heard again. " Where's doctor? He's hurt so

very bad, Sir, that we donno how to get him up."
"Diey all consulted together, and looked anxiously at the

surgeon, as he asked some questions, and shook his head on
receiving the replies. The sun was setting now; and the

red light in the evening sky touched every face there, and
caused it to be distinctly seen in all its rapt suspense.

The consultation ended in the men returning to the wind-
lass, and the pitman going down again, carrying the wine and
some other small matters with him. Then the other man
came up. In the meantime, under the surgeon's directions,

some men brought a hurdle, on which others made a thick

bed of spare clothes covered with loose straw, while he
himself contrived some bandages and slings from shawls and
handkerchiefs. As these were made, they were hung upon
an arm of the pitman who had last come up, with instruc-

tions how to use them : and as he stood, shown by the light

he carried, leaning his powerful loose hand upon one of the

poles, and sometimes glancing down the pic, and sometimes
glancing round upon the people, he was not the least con-

spicuous figure in the scene. It was dark now, and torches

were kindled.

It appeared from the little this man said to those about
him, which was quirki_; repeated all over the circle, that the

lost man had fallen upon a mass of crumbled rubbish with

which the pit was half choked up, and that his fall had been

further broken by some jagged earth at the side. He lay

upon his back with one arm doubled under him, and according

to his own belief had hardly stirred since he fell, except that

he had moved his free hand to a side pocket, in which he

remembered to have some bread and meat (of which he had
swallowed crumbs), and had likewise scooped up a little

water in it now and then. He had come straight away from

his work, on being written to, and had walked the whole
journey; and was on his way to Mr. Bounderby's country

house after dark, when he fell. He was crossing that dan-

gerous country at such a dangerous time, because he was
innocent of what was laid to his charge, and couldn't rest

from coming the nearest way to deliver himself up. The Old

K^^ ^
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Hell Shaft, the pitman said, with a curse upon it, was worthy

of its bad name to the last; for though Stephen could speak

now, he believed it would soon be found to have mangled

the life out of him.

When all was ready, this man, still taking his last hurried

charges from his conirades and the surgeon after the windlass

had begun to lower him, disappeared into the pit. Thd rope

went out as before, the signal was made as before, and the

windlass stopped. No man removed his hand from it now.

Every one waited with his grasp set, and his body bent down

to the work, ready to reverse and wind in. At length th&

signal was given, and all the ring leaned forward.

For, now, the rope came in. tightened and strained to its

utmost as it appeared, and the men turned heavily, and the

windlass complained. It was scarcely endurable to look at

the rope, and think of its giving wajr. But, ring after ring

was coiled upon the barrel of the windlass safely, and the

connecting chains appeared, and finally the bucket with the

two men holding on at the sides—a sight to make the head

swim, and oppress the heart— and tenderly supporting

between them, slung and tied within, the figure of a poor,

crushed, human creature.

A low murmur of pity went round the throng, and the

women wept aloud, as this form, almost without form, was

moved very slowly from its iron deliverance, and laid upon

the bed of straw. At first, none but the surgeon went close

to it. He did what he could in its adjustment on the couch,

but the best that he could do was to cov^r it. That gently

done, he called to him Rachael and Sissy. And at that time

the pale, worn, patient face was seen looking up at the sky,

with the broken right hand lying bare on the outside of the

covering garments, as if waiting to be taken by another hand.

They gave him drink, moistened his face with water, and

administered some drops of cordial and wine. Though he

lay quite motionless looking up at the sky, he smiled and

said, " Rachael."

She stooped down on the grass at his side, and bent over

him utitil her eyes were between hb and the sky, for he could

not so much as turn them to look at her.

" Rachael, my dear."

She took his hand. He smiled again and said, " Don't

let 't go."

X

t i
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" Thou'rt in great pain, my own dear Stephen ?
"

" I ha' been, but not now. I ha' been—dreadful, and dree,

and kmg, my dear—but 'tis ower now. Ah, Rachael, aw a
muddle ! Fro' first to last, a muddle !

"

The spectre of his old look seemed to pass as he said the

word.

I ha' fell into th' pit, my dear, as have cost wi'in the

owledge o' old fok now livin, hundreds and hundreds o'

men's lives—fathers, sons, brothers, dear to thousands an'

thousands, an' keeping 'em fro' want and hunger. I ha' fell

into a pit that ha' been wi' th' Fire-damp crueller than battle.

I ha' read on 't in the public petition, as onny one may read,

fro' the men that works in pits, in which they ha' pray'n and
pray'n_thelnwmakert for Thritt's nakt ngt tft lirt theii-SKOEL.

pe murder to. 'em, but to spare 'em lor th^ wive^aod childEen

that they loves as well as gentlefok loves theirs. When it

were in work, it killed wi'out need; when 'tis let alone, it

kills wi'out need. See how we die an' no need, one way an'

another—in a muddle—every day !

"

He faintly said it, without any anger against any one.

Merely as the truth.
'* Thy little sister, Rachael, thou hast not forgot her.

Thou'rt not like to forget her now, and me so nigh her.

Thou know'st—poor, patient, suflf'rin' dear—how thou didst

work for her, seet'n all day long in her little chair at thy
winder, and how she died, young and misshapen, awlung o'

sickly air as had'n no need to be, an' awlung o' working
people's miserable homes. A muddle ! Aw a muddle !

"

Louisa approached him; but he could not see her, lying

with his face turned up to the night sky.
" If aw th' things that tooches us, my dear, was not so

m ddled, I should'n ha' had'n need to coom heer. If we was
not in a muddle among ourseln, I should'n ha' been, by my
own fellow weavers and workin' brothers, so mistook. If

Mr. Bounderby had ever know'd me right—if he'd ever

know'd me at aw—he would'n ha' tookn offence wi' me.
He would'n ha' suspect'n me. But look up yonder, Rachael

!

Look aboove !

"

Following his eyes, she saw that he was gazing at a star.

" It ha' shined upon me," he said reverently, " in my pain

and trouble down below. It ha' shined into my mind. I ha'

look'n at 't and thowt o' thee, Rachael, till the muddle in my

.rfiite
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mind have cleared awa, above a bit, I hope. If soom ha' been

wantin' in unnerstan'in me better, I, too, ha' been wantm in

unnerstan'in them better. When I got thy letter, I easily

belicven that what the yoong ledy sen and done to me, and

what her brother sen and done to me, was one, and that

there were a wicked plot I twixt 'em. When I fell, I were

in anger wi' her, an^ hunyin on t' be as onjust t' her as

oothers was t' me. But in our judgments, like as m our

doins, we mun bear and forbear. In my pain an trouble,

lookin up yonder,—wi' it shinin on me—I ha'^ seen more

clear, and ha' made it my dyin prayer that ***'
"•-"

on'y coom toogethet_marc* wi^RCt a bf''"

one another, than when I werem^iny-OHaijj»Ks<

LouisaiicartBg what fie said, bent over bim on tne opp«9ivc

side to Rachael, so that he could see her.

" You ha' heard? " he said, after a few moments sUence.

" I ha' not forgot you, ledy."
" Yes, Stephen, I have heard you. And your prayer is

mine.
.^ l • ^ »»

" You ha' a father. Will yo tak' a message to him?
" He is here," said Louisa, with dread. " Shall I bring hun

to you?
"

" If yo please." ^ ^. ^ ,. . .

Louisa returned with her father. Standing hand-m-hand,

they both looked down upon the solemn countenance.

" Sir, yo will clear me an' mak my name good wi' aw men;

This I leave to yo."

Mr. Gradgrind was troubled and asked how?

"Sir," was the reply: " yor son will tell yo how. Ask

him. I mak no charges : I leave none ahint me :
not a single

word. I ha' seen an' spok'n wi' yor son, one mght. I ask

no more o' yo than that yo clear me—an' I trust to yo to

The bearers being now ready to carry him away, and the

surgeon being anxious for his removal, those who had torches

or lanterns, prepared to go in front of the litter. Before it

was raised, and while they were arranging how to go, he said

to Rachael, looking upward at the star:

" Often as I coom to myseln, and found it shinm on me

down there in my trouble, Lthowtitwere the star as guided

to Our Saviour's home. I awmust think it be the very star I

They lifted him up, and he was overjoyed to find that they
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were about to take him in the direction whither the star
seemed to him to lead.

" Rachael, beloved lass ! Don't let go my hand. We may
walk toogether t'night, my dearl

"

" I will hold thy hand, and keep beside thee, Stephen, aU
the way."
"Bless thee I Will soombody be pleased to coover mv

face!"
^

They carried him very gently along the fields, and down
the lanes, and over the wide landscape; Rachael always
holding the hand in hers. Very few whispers broke the
mournful silence. It was soon a funeral procession. The star
had shown him where to find the God-itfLthe-^ia^r; and
through humility, and sorrow, and forgiveness, he had gone
to his Redeemer's rest.

o>^^
CHAPTER VII

WHELP-HUNTING

Before the ring formed round the Old Hell Shaft was broken,
one figure had disappeared from within it. Mr. Bounderby
and his shadow had not stood near Louisa, who held her
father's arm, but in a retired place by themselves. When
Mr. Gradgrind was summoned to the couch. Sissy, attentive
|to all that happened, slipped behind that wicked shadow—

a

/sight in the horror of his face, if there had been eyes there

I
for any sight but one—and whispered in his ear. Without

I
turning his head, he conferred with her a few moments, and

f vanished. TTms the whelp had gone out of the circle before
the people moved.
When the father reached home, he sent a message to

Mr. Bounderby's, desiring his son to come to him directly.
The reply was, that Mr. Bounderby having missed him in
the crowd, and seeing nothing of him since, had supposed
him to be at Stone Lodge.

" I believe, father," said Louisa, " he will not come back
to town to-night." Mr. Gradgrind turned away, and said no
more.

i^lb



A Sorrow-stricken Father 247

In the morning, he wen down to the Bank himself as soon

as it was opened, and seeing his sons place empty ( le had

not the courage to look in at first) wer*t hack along the

street to meet Mr. Bounderby on his way there. T whom

he said that, for reasons he would soon exf^ain, but entreated

not then to be asked for, he had found i n.--essary to . -.ploy

his son at a distance for a httle while. Also, hat )< was

charged with the duty of vindicating Stephen 'Markpools

me^ry.liha' decfariHg Ift^niggr^^Tr. Boun3erh> quite can-

founded, stc^d stoclMtifl inlhe street after his father-m-law

had left hira, s- riling like an immense soap-bubble, without

its beauty. ^ '^O"*^''. fiP^^'^ (K-h^ f> -^ ^ ^ v^

Mr. Gradgrind ^ent home, locked himself m his room, and

kept it all that day. NVhen Sissy and Louisa tappt i at his cy:

door, he said, without opening it. " Not now. my dears; m '

the evening." On their return in the evening, he said, " I

am not able yet—to-morrow." He ate nothing all day,

and had no candle after dark; and they heard him walking

to and fro late at night.

But, in the morning he appeared at breakfast at the usual

hour, and took his usual place at the table. Aged and bent

he looked, and quite bowed down; and yet he looked juyiser

,an. and a better man, than in thedavsjdtten in ims hie

t u^'r^^Tf^xA' ffftf^^^
'

Hi|t ^av|s:—BefOreTie lefFthe room, he

[appointed a time for them to come to him; and so, with his

'grey head drooping, went away.
•' Dear father,' said Louisa, when they kept their ap-

pointment, "you have three young children left. They

will be different, / will be different yet, with Heaven's

help."

She gave her hand to Sissy, as if she meant with her help

too.
" Your wretched brother," said M'-. Gradgrind. " Do you

think he had planned this robbery, when he went with you

to the lodging .5*

"

" I fear so, father. I know he had wanted money very

much, and had spent a great deal."
" The poor man being about to leave the town, it came mto

his evil brain to cast suspicion on him? "

" I think it must have flashed upon him while he sat there,

father. For, I asked him to go there with me. The visit

did not originate with him."
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" de had some conversation with the poor man. Did he
take him aside?"
" He took him out of the room. I asked him afterwards,

why he had done so, and he made a pkusible excuse; but
since last night^^ Either, and when I remember the circum-

stances by its light, I am afraid I can imagine too truly what
passed between them."

" Let me know," said her father, " if your thoughts present

your guilty brother in the same dark view as mine."
" I fear, father," hesitated Louisa, " that he must have

made some representation to Stephen Blackpool—perhaps in

my name, perhaps in his own—^which induced him to do in

good faith and honesty, what he had never done before, and
to wait about the Bank those two or three nights before he
left the town."

" Too plain
!

" returned the father. " Too plain
!

"

He shaded his face, and remained silent for some moments.
Recovering himself, he said

:

" And now, how is he to be found ? How is he to be

saved from justice? In the few hours that I can possibly

allow to elapse before I publish the truth, how is he to be
found by us, and only by us? Ten thousand pounds could

not eflfect it."

" Sissy has effected it, father."

He raised his eyes to where she stood, like a good fairy

in his house, and said in a tone of softened gratitude and
grateful kindness, " ;[t is always you, my child

!

"

" We had our fears," Sissy explained, glancing at Louisa,
" before yesterday ; and when I saw you brought to the side

of the litter last night, and heard what passed (being close

to Rachael all the time), I went to him when no one saw,

and said to him, ' Don't look at me. See where your father

is. Escape at once, for his sake and your own !

' He was in

a tremble before I whispered to him, and he started and
trembled more then, and said, ' Where can I go? I have
very little money, and I don't know who will hide me !

'

I thought of father's old circus. I have not forgotten where
Mr. Sleary goes at this time of year, and I read of him in

a paper only the other day. I told him to hurry there, and
tell his name, and ask Mr. Sleary to hide him till I came.
' I'll get to him before the morning, he said. And I saw
him shrink away among the peoplj.') . ^^^^iy^.i^ j. f^

i\
^O
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"Thank Heaven!" exclaimed his father. " He may be

got abroad yet."
, . ^ o- 1. ^

It was the more hopeful as the town to which Sissy had

directed him was within three hours' journey of Liverpool,

whence he could be swiftly dispatched to any part of the

world. But, caution being necessary in communicating with

him—for there was a greater danger every moment of his

being suspected now, and nobody could be sure at heart but

that Mr. Bounderby himself, in a bullying vein of public

zeal, might play a Roman part—it was consented that Sissy

and Louisa should repair to the place in question, by a

circuitous course, alone ; and that the unhappy father, setting

forth in an opposite direction, should get round to the same

bourne by another and wider route. It was further agreed

that he should not present himself to Mr. Sleary, lest his

intentions should be mistrusted, or the intelligence of his

arrival should cause his son to take flight anew; but, that

the communication should be left to Sissy and Louisa to open

;

and that they should inform the cause of so much misery and

disgrace, of his father's being at hand and of the purpose for

which they had come. When these arrangements had been

well considered and were fully understood by all three, it was

time to begin to carry them into execution. Early in the

afternoon, Mr. Gradgrind walked direct from his own house

into the country, to be taken up on the line by which he

was to travel ; and at night the remaining two set forth upon

their different course, encouraged Ly not seeing any face they

The two travelled all night, except when they were left, for

odd numbers of minutes, at branch-places, up illimitable

flights of steps, or down wells—which was the only variety of

those branches—and, early in the morning, were turned out

on a swamp, a mile or two from the town they sought- From

this dismal spot they were rescued by a savage old ^stillioii.

who happened to be up early, kicking a horse in a fiy: and

so were smuggled into the town by all the back lanes where

the pigs lived: which, although not a magnificent or even

savoury approach, was, as is usual in such cases, the legiti-

mate highway.

The first thing they saw on entering the town was the

skeleton of Sleary's Circus. The company had departed for

another town more than twenty miles off, and had opened
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there last night. The connexion between the two places

was by a hilly turnpike-road, and the travelling on that road
was very slow. Though they took but a hasty breakfast, and
no rest (which it would have been in vain to seek under such
anxious circumstances), it was noon before they began to find

the bills of Sleary's Horse-riding on bams and walls, and one
o'clock when they stopped in the market-place.

A Grand Morning Performance by the Riders, commencing
at that very hour, was in course of announcement by the
bdlman as they set their feet upon the stones of the street.

Sissy recommended that, to avoid making the inquiries and
attracting attention in the town, they should present them-
selves to pay at the door. If Mr. Sleary were taking the
money, he would be sure to know her, and would proceed
with discretion. If he were not, he would be sure to see

them inside ; and, knowing what he had done with the fugitive,

would proceed v/ith discretion still.

Therefore, they repaired, with fluttering hearts, to the well-

remembered booth. The flag with the inscription Sleary's
HossE-KiDiNG was there; and the Gothic niche was there;

but Mr. Sleary was not there. Master Kidderminster, grown
too maturely turfy to be received by the wildest credulity as

Cupid any more, had yielded to the invincible force of cir-

cumstances (and his beard), and, in the capacity of a man
who made himself generally useful, presided on this occasion

over the exchequer—having also a drum in reserve, on which
to expend his leisure moments and superfluous forces in

the extreme sharpness of his look out for base coin, Mr.
Kidderminster, as at present situated, never saw anything

but money; so Sissy passed him unrecognized, and they
went in.

The Emperor of Japan, on a steady old white horse

stencilled with black spots, was twirling five wash-hand basins

at once, as it is the favourite recreation of that monarch to

do. Sissy, though well acquainted with his Royal line, had
no personal knowledge of the present Emperor, and his reign

was peaceful. Miss Josephine Sleary, in her celebrated grace-

ful Equestrian Tyrolean Flower Act, was then announced by
a new clown (who humorously said Cauliflower Act), and
Mr. Sleary appeared, Itading her in.

Mr. Sleary had only made ,ne cut at the Clown with his

long whip-lash, and the Clown had only said, " If you do it

^-=^i<^ If <i> IS 'A.^-y^ i

^ rik
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again, I'll throw the horse at you! " when Sissy was recog-

nized both by father and daughter. But they got through

the Act with great self-possession; and Mr. Sleary, saving

for the first instant, conveyed no more expression into his

locomotive eye than into his fixed one. The performance

seemed a littl- long to Sissy and Louisa, particularly when it

stopped to aixord the Clown an opportunity of telling Mr.

Sleary (t ho said " Indeed, Sir! " to all his observations in

the calmest way, and with his eye on the house) about two

legs sitting on three legs looking at one leg, when in came

four legs, and laid hold of one leg, and up got two legs,

caught hold of three legs, and threw 'em at four legs, who

ran away with one leg. For, although an ingenious Allegory

relating to a butcher, a three-legged stool, a dog, and a leg

of mutton, this narrative consumed time; and they were in

great suspense. At last, however, little fair-haired Josephine

made her curtsey amid great applause; and the Clown, left

alone in the ring, had just warmed himself, and said, " Now

i'U have a turn! " when Sissy was touched on the shoulder,

and beckoned out.
. , , ir

She took Louisa with her; and they were received by Mr.

Sleary in a very little private apartment, with canvas sides,

a grass floor, a wooden ceiling all aslant, on which the box

company stamped their approbation, as if they were coming

throu<^h. "Thethilia," said Mr. Sleary, who had brandy

and water at hand, " it doth me good to thee you. You

wath alwayth a favourite with uth, and you've done uth

credit thinth the old timeth I'm thure. You mutht the*

our people, my dear, afore we thpeak of bithnith, or they 11

break their hearth— ethpethially the women. Here'th

Tothphine hath been and got married to E. W. B. Childerth,

and thee hath got a boy, and though he'th only three ycarth

old, he thtickth on to any pony you can bring againth

him He'th named The Little Wonder of Thcolathtic Equi-

tation ; and if you don't hear of that boy at Athley'th
,
you'll

hear of him at Parith. And you recollect Kidderminthter,

that wath thought to be rather thweet upon yourthelf?

Well He'th married too. Married a widder. Old enough

to be hith mother. Thee wath Tightrope, thee wath, and

now thee'th nothing—on accounth of fat. They ve got two

children, tho we're thtrong in the Fairy bithnith and the

Nurthery dodge. If you wath to thee our Children in the
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Wood, with their father and mother both a dyin' on a
horthe—their uncle a retheiving of 'em ath hith wardth,
upon a horthe—themthelvth both a goin' a blackberryin' on
a horthe—and the Robinth a coming in to cover 'em with
leavth, upon a horthe—you'd thay it wath the completetht
thing ath ever you thet your eyeth on ! And you remember
Epuna Gordon, my dear, ath wath a'motht a mother to you ?

Of courthe you do; I needn't athk. Well! Emma, thee
lotht her huthband. He wath throw'd a heavy back-fall oflE

a Elephant in a thort of a Pagoda thing ath the Thultan of
the Indieth, and he never got the fetter of it; and thee
married a thecond time—married a Cheethemonger ath fell

in love with her from the front—and he'th a Overtheer and
makin' a fortun."

These various changes, Mr. Sleary, very short of breath
now, related with great heartiness, and with a wonderful kind
of innocence, considering what a bleary and brandy-and-
watery old veteran he was. Afterwards he brought in

Josephine, and E. W. B. Childers (rather deeply lined in

the jaws by daylight), and the Little Wonder of Scholastic

Equitation, and in a word, all the company. Amazing
creatures they were in Louisa's eyes, so white and pink of
complexion, so scant of dress, and so demonstrative of leg;

but it was very agreeable to see them crowding about Sissy,

and very natural in Sissy to be unable to refrain from tears.
" There! Now Thethilia hath kithd all the children, and

hugged all the women, and thaken handth all round with all

the men, clear, every one of you, and ring in the band for

the thecond part
!

"

As soon as they were gone, he continued in a low tone.
" Now, Thethilia, I don't athk to know any thecreth, but I

thuppothe I may conthider thith to be Mith Thquire."
"This is his sister. Yes."

"And t'other on'th daughter. That'h what I mean.
Hope I thee you well, mith. And I hope the Thquire'th
well?"

" My father will be here soon," said Louisa, anxious to

bring him to the point. " Is my brother safe?
"

" Thafe and thound !
" he replied. " I want you jutht to

take a peep at the Ring, mith, through here. Thethilia,

you know the dodgeth; find a thpy-hole for yourthelf,"

They each looked through a chmk in the boards.

^^ Hh
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"That'h Tack the Giant-killer—piethe of comic infant

bithnith," said Sleary. " There'th a property-houthe, you

thee, for Tack to hide in; there'th my Clown with a thauthe-

pan-lid and a thpit, for Jack'th thervant; there'th httle Jack

himtheH in a thplended thoot of armour; there'th two comic

black thervanth twithe ath big ath the houthe, to thtand

by it and to bring it in and clear it; and the Giant (a very

ecthpenthive bathket one), he an't on yet. Now, do you thee

'emaU?"
" Yes," they both said.

^

" Look at 'em again," said Sleary, " look at 'em well. \ ou

thee 'em all ? Very good. Now, mith ;" he put a form for

them to sit on; "I have my opinionth, and the Thquire

your father hath hith. I don't want to know what your

brother'th been up to; ith better for me not to know. All

I thay ith, the Thquire hath thtood by Thethilia, and I'll

thtand by the Thquire. Your brother ith one o' them black

thervanth."
. , , ,. . .1

Louisa uttered 4n exclamation, partly of distress, partly

of satisfaction .

" Ith a fact," said Sleary, " and even knowm it, you

couldn't put your finger on him. Let the Thquire come. I

thall keep your brother here after the performanth. I thant

undreth him, nor yet wath hith paint off. Let the Thquire

come here after the performanth, or come here yourthelf

after the performanth, and you thall find your brother, and

have the whole plathe to talk to him in. Never mind the

lookth of him, ath long ath he'th well hid."

Louisa, with many thanks and with a lightened load,

detained Mr. Sleary no longer then. She left her love for

her brother, with her eyes full of tears; and she and Sissy

went away until later in the afternoon.

Mr. Gradgrind arrived within an hour afterwards. He

too hai encountered no one whom he knew; and was now

sanguine with Sleary's assistance, of getting his disgraced

son to Liverpool in the night. As neither of the three could

be his companion without ahnost identifying him under any

disguise, he prepared a letter to a correspondent whom he

could trust, beseeching him to ship the bearer off at any cost,

to North or South America, or any distant part of the world

to which he could be the most speedily and privately

dispatched.
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This done, they walked about, waiting for the Circus to

be quite vacated; not only by the audience, but by the

company and by the horses. After watching it a long time,

they saw Mr. Sleary bring out a chair and sit down by the

side-door, smoking; as if that were his signal that they
might approach.

'* Your thervant, Thquire," was his cautious salutation as

they passed in. " If you want me you'll find me here. You
muthn't mind your thon having comic livery on."
They all three went in; and Mr. Gradgrind sat down

forlorn, on the Clpwn^sjierfonaiiigjiairjnrthe middle of the

ring. On ofWISrtBeback benches, remote^ in he suBSued
fight and the strangeness of the place, sat the villainous whelp,

sulky to the last, whom he had the misery to call his son.

In a preposterous coat, like a (headless,)with cuffs and flaps

exaggerated to an unspeakable ejctCYlt; fn an itnmense waist-

coat, knee-breeches, buckled shoes, and a mad cocked hat;

with nothing fitting him, and everything of coarse material,

moth-eaten and full of holes; with seams in his black face,

where fear and heat had started through the greasy com-

Grajlgrindjieyer could by any other nieans.J]a^^YeJjgheyeain.

weighabie and measjirgbleTfect i^hnngh i^ wa.s. .AndjJne. o£
Ti^'fflTgH^childrenTTiaJ"come to thisL

"~

'"^fTTfsftHe whelp would not draw any nearer, but persisted

in remaining up there by himself. Yielding at length, if

any concession so sullenly made can be called yielding, to

the entreaties of Sissy—for Louisa he disowned altogether

—

he came down, bench by bench, until he stood in the sawdust,

on the verge of the circle, as far as possible, within its limits,

from where his father sat.

" How was this done? " asked the father.
" How was what done? " moodily answered the son.

"This robbery," .said the father, raising l»is voice upon
the word.

" I forced the safe myself over night, and bhut it up ajar

before I went away. I had had the key that was found

made long before. I dropped it that morning, that it might
be supposed to have been used. I didn't take the money
all at once. I pretended to put my balance away every

night, but I didn't. Now you know all about it."

a^ ^^nng.
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^ " If a thunderbolt had fallen en me," said the father, " it

' wouW have shocked me less than this I

"

,
" " I don't see why," ^mbled the son- " So many people

\ are employed in situations of trust; so many people, out of

l , many, will be dishonest. I have heard you talk, a hundred

jj times, of its being a law. How canihslpJaws? YojU>ave

ii comforted others withsuch things, fatherTCornfortyourself 1

"

The fatiier buried his face iirhiyliandiTand.the son stood

;: in his disgraceful grotesqueness, biting straw; his hands, with

> the black partly worn away inside, looking like the hands of a

!i
monkey. The evening was fast closing m! and from time

I to time, he turned the whites of his eyes restlessly and

I impatiently towards his father. They were the only parU

of his face that showed any life or expression, the pigment

^ upon it was so thick.
" You must be got to Liverpool, and sent abroad."
" I suppose I must. I can't be more miserable anywhere,"

whimpered the whelp, " than I have been here, ever since I

can remember. That's one thing."

Mr. Gradgrind went to the door, and returned with Sleary,

to whom he submitted the question, How to get this deplor-

able object away?
" Why, I've been thinking of it, Thquire. There'th not

muth time to lothe, tho you muth tliay yeth or no. Ith

over twenty mileth to the rail. There'th a coath in half an

hour, that goeth to the rail, 'purpothe to cath the mail train.

That train will take him right to Liverpool."
" But look at him," groaned Mr. Gradgrind. " Will any

coach "

" I don't mean that he thould go in the comic livery," said

Sleary. " Thay the wokI, and I'll make a Jothkin of him,

out of the wardrobe, in five minutes."
" I don't understand," said Mr. Gradgrind.

"A Jothkin— a Carter. Make up your mind quick,

Thquire. There'll be beer to feth, I've never met with

nothing but beer ath'll ever clean a comic blackamoor."

Mr, Gradgrind rapidly assented; Mr. Sleary rapidly turned

out from a box, a smock frock, a felt hat, and other essen-

tials; tiie whelp rapidly changed clothes behind a screen of

baize; Mr. Sleary rapidly brought beer, and washed him white

again.
" Now," said Sleary, " come along to the coath, and jump

\
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up behind; I'll go with you there, and they'll thuppothe
you are one of my people. Thay farewell to your family, and
jtharp'th the word." With which he delicately retired.

" Here is your letter," said Mr. Gradgrind. " All necessary

means will be provided for you. Atone, by repentance and
better conduct, for the shocking action you have committed,
and the dreadful consequences to which it has led. Give me

/ your hand, my poor boy, and may God forgive you as I do 1"

The culprit was moved to a few abject tears by these words
and their pathetic tone. But, when Louisa opened her arms,
he repulsed her afresh.

" Not you. I don't want to have anything to say to you !

"

*' O Tom, Tom, do we end so after all my love !

"

t'

After all your love !
" he returned, obdurately. " Pretty

e! Leaving old Bounderby to himself, and packing my
t friend Mr. Harthouse oflF, and going home just when I

was in the greatest danger. Pretty love that ! Coming out
with every word about our having gone to that place, when
you saw the net was gathering round me. Pretty love that

!

You have regularly given me up. You never cared for me."
" Tharp'th the word !

" said Sleary, at the door.

They all confusedly went out; Louisa crying to him that

she forgave him, and loved him still, and that he would one
day be sorry to have left her so, and glad to think of these

her last words, far away: when some one ran against them.
Mr. Gradgrind and Sissy, who were both before him while

his sister yet clung to his shoulder, stopped and recoiled.

For, there was Bitzer, out of breath, his thin lips parted,

his thin nostrils distended, his white eyelashes quivering, his

colourless face more colourless than ever, as if he ran himself

into a white heat, when other people ran themselves into a
glow. There he stood, panting and heaving, as if he had
never stopped since the night, now long ago, when he had run
them down before.

" I'm sorry to interfere with your plans," said Bitzer,

shaking his head, " but I can't allow myself to be done by
horse-riders. I must have young Mr. Tom; he mustn't be
got away by horse-riders; here he is in a smock frock, and
I must have him !

"

By the collar^ too, it seemed. For, so he took possession

of him.

L__l

^ ri^ J
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CHAPTER VIII

PHILOSOPHICAL

They went back into the booth, Sleary shutting the door to

keep intruders out. Bitzer, still holding the paralyzed culprit

by the collar, stood in the Ring, blinking at his old patron

through the darkness of the twUight.
" Bitzer," said Mr. Gradgrind, broken down, and miserably >

submissive to him, " have ymi a he^rt? "

"The circulatipn^ Sir/^jetumed Bitzer,.j>iTiiling at the

oddity of IthfiLiju^lMn, "couldn't be carried .jon-witbout

-«B«. No man. Sir, acquainted with the facts established (

by Harvey relating to the circulation of the blood, can doubt /

that I have a heart." v,-^/ ;•/" '
'

•

" Is it accessible," cried W. Gradgrind, " to any compas-

sionate influence?
"

" Tt 15^ jv^^""''^'*' <^" ^""'on, *^'''i" returned the excellent

young man. " And to nothing else."

They stood looking at each other; Mr. Gradgrind's face

as white as the pursuer's.

"What motive—even what motive in reason—can you

have for preventing the escape of this wretched youth,"

said Mr. Gradgrind, "and crushing his miserable father?

See his sister here. Pity us
!

"

" " Sir," returned Bitzer, in a very business-like and logical

manner, " since you ask me what motive I have in reason,

for taking young Mr. Tom back to Coketown, it is only

reasonable to let you know. I have suspected young Mr.

Tom of this bank-robbery from the first. I had had my
eye upon him before that time, for I knew his ways. I have

kept my observations to myself, but I have made them;

and I have got ample proofs against him now, besides his

running away, and besides his own confession, which I was

just in time to overhear, I had the pleasure of watching

your house yesterday morning, and following you here.

I am going to take young Mr. Tom back to Coketown, in

order to deliver him over to Mr. Bounderby. Sir, I iiave

no doubt whatever that Mr. Bounderby will then promtjte me
to young Mr. Tom's situation. And I wi»h^4^ haveliis situa-

tion, Sir, for it will be a rise4»me^Aiid willda jaiegood.^'

l^tv.
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" If this is solely a question of self-interest with you "

[r. Gradgrind bc^. o- m .* j
"

I b^ your pardon for interrupting you, Sir, returned

iteer- "but I am sure you know that thc^whole social

ayttemisaquestioiuiselMnterest. What you nmaUlways

appeal to, is a person'a self-interest. It's youronljLMd.

We are so constituted. I was broughrup in that ^a^Kiim

when I was very young, Sir, as you are aware."
^

" What sum of money," said Mr. Gradgnnd, " will you set

a«ainst your expected promotion?"
^ ,

" Thank you. Sir," returned Bitzer, " for hmtmg at the

proposal; but I will not set any sum against it. Knowing

that your clear head would propose that alternative, I have

gone over the calculations in my mind; and I find that to

compound a felony, even on very high terms indeed, would

not be as safe and good for me as my improved prospects m
the Bank."

. , ,

.

^ . • . j
" Bitzer," said Mr, Gradgnnd, stretching out his hands

as though he would have said, See how miserable I am!
" Bitzer, I have but one chance left to soften you. You

were many years at my school. If, in remembrance of the

pains bestowed upon you there, you can persuade yourself

many degree to disregard your present interest and release

my son, I entreat and pray you to give him the benefit of

that remembrance."

I
" I really wonder, Sir," rejoined the old pupil in an

lirgumentative manner, "to find you taking a position so

lintenable. My schooling was paiiigr; it was a bargam;

fend when I came away, the bargain endea."

^ It was a fundamental principle of the Gradgnnd phiVsophy

that everything was to be paid for. Nobody wat e-.^r on

any account to give anybody anything, or render anybody

,' help without purchase. Gratitude was to be abolished, and

\ the virtues springing from it were not to be. Eveiymch of

'1 the existence of mankind, from birth to death, waTWbe a

barg^ across a coonterT' And if we didiTt get to Heaven

that wayTirwMnofa politico-economicalplace, and we Jiad

no business there.

"T^on't doiy," added Bitzer, " that my schoohng was

cheap. But that comes right. Sir. I was made m the

cheapest maiket, and have to dispose of myself m the

idearest."

j^^
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He WM a little troubled here, by Louisa and Siss^ crying.

" Pray don't do that," said he, " it's of no use doing that:

it only worries. You seem to think that I have some

animosity against young Mr. Tom -, whereas I have none at

all. I am only going, on the reasonable grounds I have

mentioned, to take him back to Coketown. If he was to

resist, I should set up the cry of Stop thief! But, he won't

resist, you may depend upon it."

Mr. Sleary, who with his mouth open and his rolling eye

as immovably jammed in his head as his fixed one, had

listened to these doctrines with profound attention, here

stepped forward.
" Thquire, you know perfectly well, and your daughter

knowth perfectly well (better than you, becauthe I thed it

to her), that I didn't know what your thon had done, and

that I didn't want to know—I thed it wath better not,

though I only thought, then, it wath thome thkylarkingw

However, thith young man having made it known to be a

robbery of a bank, why, that'h a theriouth thing; muth too

theriouth a thing for me to compound, ath thith young man
hath very properly called it. Conthequently, Thquire, you

muthn't quarrel with me if I take thith young man'th thide,

and thay he'th right and there'th no help for it. But I
'

tell you what I'll do, Thquire; I'll dri\e your thon and

thith young man over to the rail, and prevent expothure

here. I can't conthent to do more, but I'll do that."

Fresh lamentations from Louisa, and deeper affliction on

Mr. Gradgrind's part, followed this desertion of them by

their last friend. But, Sissy glanced at him with great

attention; nor did she in her own breast misunderstand him<

As they wer^ all going out again, he favoured her with one

slight roll of his movable eye, desiring her to linger behind.

As he locked the door, he said excitedly:
" The Thquire thtood by you, Thethiiia, and I'll thtand by

I
the Thquire. More than that ; thith ith a prethiouth rathcal.

J

(fifteen mile an hour with Childerth driving of him; I've pot

» dog that'll keep a man to one plathe four-and-twenty

liourth. Get a word with the young Thquire. Tell him,

rhen he theeth our horthe begin to danthe, not to be afraid
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of being thpUt, but to look out for<po^y5^ coming up.

Tell him, when he theeth that gig clothe^y, to jump down

and it'll take him oflE at a rattling pathe. if my dog leth

thith young man thtir a peg on foot, I give him leave to go.

And if my horthe ever thtirth from that thpot whwe he

beginth a danthing, till the morning—I don t know him!—

Tharp'ththewordl" • . w rkiUorc
The word was so sharp, that m ten minutes Mr. Childers,

sauntering about the market-place in a pair of slippers, had

his cue, and Mr. Sleary's equipage was ready. It was a fine

sight, to behold the learned dog barking round it, and Mr

Sleary instructing him, with his one practicable eye, that

Bitzer was the object of his particular attentions. Soon

after dark they all three got in and started; the learned dog

(a formidable creature) akeady pinning Bitzer with his eye,

and sticking close to the wheel on his side, that he might be

. ready for him in the event of his showing the slightest dis-

position to alight. ...
The other three sat up at the inn all mghtm great suspense.

At eight o'clock in the morning Mr. Sleary and the dog

reappeared: both in high spirits.

"All rieht, Thquire! " said Mr. Sleary, your thon may

be aboard a thip by tUth time. Childerth took hun off, an

hour and a half after we left there latht mght. The jiorthe

danthed the polka till he wath dead beat (he would have

walthed if he hadn't been in hameth), and then
J
gave hini

the word and he went to thleep comfortable. When that

prethiouth young Rathcal thed he'd go for'ard afoot, the dog

• hung on to hith neck-hankercher with all four legth in the

air and pulled him down and roUed him over. Tho he come

back into the drag, and there he that, 'till I turned the

horthe'th head, at half-patht thixth thith mornmg.

Mr. Gradgrind overwhehned him with thanks, of course;

and hinted as deUcately as he could, at a handsome re-

muneration in money.
, „ ^. • u 4. rui\A^^h

" I don't want money mythelf, Thquire; but Childerth

ith a family man, and if you wath to like to offer him a five-

pound note, it mightn't be unactheptable. pkewithe if you

Wath to thtand a collar for the dog, or a thet of beUth for

the horthe, I thould be very glad to take 'em. Brandy and

water I alwa>-th take." He had already caUed for a glass,

and now caUed for another, "If you wouldnt think it
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going too far, Thquire, to make a little thpread for the com-
pany at about three and thixth ahead, not reckoning Luth,

it would make 'em happy."
All these little tokens of his gratitude, Mr. Gradgrind very

willingly undertook to render. Though he thought them far

too slight, he said, for such a service.
" Very well, Thquire; then, if you'll only give a Horthe-

iding a bethpeak, whenever you can, you'll more than

mlanthe the account. Now, Thquire, if your daughter

1^1 ethcuthe me, I thould like one parting word with

rou."

1 Louisa and Sissy withdrew into an adjoining room; Mr^

Sleary, stirring and drinking his brandy and water as he

stood, went on:
" Thquire, you don't need to be told that dogth ith

wonderful animalth."
" Their instinct," said Mr. Gradgrind, " is surprising."
" Whatever you call it—^and I'm bletht if / know what to

call it "—said Sleary, " it ith athtonithing. The way in

whith a dog'U find you—the dithtanthe he'll come !

"

" His sc^nt," said Mr. Gradgrind, " being so fine."

" I'm bletht if I know what to call it," repeated Sleary,

shaking his head, " but I have had dogth find me, Thquire,

in a way that made me think whether that dog hadn't gone

to another dog, and thed, ' You don't happen to know a

perthon of the name of Thleary, do you? Perthon of the

name of Thleary, in the Horthe-Riding way—thtout man

—

game eye?' And whether that dog mightn't have thed,
' Well, I can't thay I know him mythelf, but I know a dog

that I think would be likely to be acquainted with him.'

And whether that dog mightn't have thought it over, and

thed, ' Thleary, Thleary ! yeth, to be thure ! A friend

of mine menthioned him to me at one time. I can get you
hith addreth directly.' In conthequenth of my being afore

the public, and going about tho muth, you thee, there mutht
be a number of dogth acquainted with me, Thquire, that /

don't know!"
Mr. Gradgrind seemed to be quite confounded by this

speculation.
" Any way," said Sleary, after putting his lips to his brandy

and water, " ith fourteen month ago, Thquire, thinthe we
wath at Chethter. We wath getting up our Children in the

I'M
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Wood one morning, when there cometh into our Ring, by

the thtage door, a dog. He had travelled a long way, he

wath in very bad condithon, he wath lame, and pretty well

blind. He went round to our children, one after another, as

if he wath a theeking for a child he know'd; and then he

come to me, and throwd hithelf up behind, and thtood on

hith two forel^th, weak ath he wath, and then he wagged

hith tail and died. Thquire,.that dog wath Merrylegth."

"SissVsfather'sdog!"
"TKetfiiBa'th father'th old dog. Now, Thquire, I can

take my oath, from my knowledge of that dog, that that man
wath dead—^and buried—afore that dog came back to me.

Joth'phine and Childerth and me talked it over a long time,

whether I thould write or not. But we agreed, * No.

There'th nothing comfortable to tell; why unthettle her

mind, and make her unhappy? ' Tho, whether her father

bathely detherted her; or whether he broke hith own heart

alone, rather than pull her down along with him; never will

be known, now, Thquire, till—no, not till we know how the

rdogth findth uth out
!

"

' "She keeps the bottle that he sent her for, to this hour;

and she will believe in his affection to the last moment of her

life," said Mr. Gradgrind.
" It theemth to prethent two thingth to a perthon, don't

^., Thquire?" said Mr. Slear}', musing as he looked down

finto the depths of his brandy and water: " Qnejbbat_th.etfl

ith a love in the world, not all Thelf-interetht after all, but

thomethine very different; t'other, that it hath a way of ith

own--QL calculating or not calculating, whith thomehow or

another ith atleatht ath hard to give a name to, ath the

way^^ "* the dogth ith!"

Mr. Gradgrind looked out of window, and made no reply4

Mr. Sleary emptied his glass and recalled the ladies.

I

"Thethilia my dear, kith me and good-bye! Mith

Thquire, to thee you treating of her like a thithter, and a

jthithter that you trutht and honour with all your heart

[and more, ith a very pretty thight to me. I hope your

; brother may live to be better detherving of you, and a greater

comfort to you. Thquire, thake handth, firtht and latht!

I Don't be croth with uth poor vagabondth. People mutht

[beamuthe ;. They can't be alwayth a learning, nor yet

\
HteKey canTbe alwaytR a wdflung, thejrjt]tt'tjrnadf.j[qr it. You
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Wto have uth, Jtguirs, JDo.^ ttithe.th»g-«n4 the kind
funngtoo, and make the betht of uth ; not the wuithtl .

I
"y-iEB^-l never thougRrtJefore," saidliCr. Sleary, putting

Ihis head in ar ?:he door again to say it, " that I wath tho
ImuthofaCackJer!"

CHAPTER IX

FINAL

It is a dangerous thing to see anything in the sphere of a
vain blusterer, before the vain blusterer sees it himself. Mr.
Bounderby felt that Mrs. Sparsit had audaciously anticipated
him, and presumed to be wiser than he. Inappeasably
indignant with her for her triumphant discovery of Mrs.
Pegler, he turned this presumption, on the part of a woman
in her dependent position, over and over in his mind, until
it accumulated with turning hke a great snowball. At last
he made the discovery that to discharge this highly connected
female—to have it in his power to say, " She was a woman
of family, and wanted to stick to me, but I wouldn't have it,

and got rid of her"—would be to get the utmost possible
amount of crowning glory out of the connexion, and at the
same time to punish Mrs. Sparsit according to her deserts.

Filled fuller than ever with this great idea, Mr. Bounderby
came in to lunai, and sat himself down in the dining-room
of former days, where his portrait was. Mrs. Sparsit sat by
the fire, with her foot in her cotton stirrup, little thinking
whither she was posting.

Since the Pegler affair, this gentlewoman had covered her
pity for Mr. Bounderby with a veil of quiet melancholy and
contrition. In virtue thereof, it had become her habit to
assume a woeful look, which woeful look she now bestowed
upon her patron.

" What's the matter now, ma'am? " said Mr. Bounderby,
in a very short, rough way.
"Pray, Sir," returned Mrs. Sparsit, " do not bite my nose

ofP.

Bite your nose off, ma'am? " repeated Mr. Bounderby.
*' Your nose! " meaning, as Mrs. Sparsit conceived, that it
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was too developed a nose for the purpose. After which

offensive impUcation, he cut himself a crust of bread, and

threw the knift !own with a noise.

Mrs. Sparsit took her foot out of her stirrup, and said,

"Mr. Bounderby, Sir!" « „,u .
" WeU, ma'am? " retorted Mr. Bounderby. What are

you staring at?

"

. „

,

u
klay I ask, Sir," said Mrs. Sparsit, have you been

^ this morning?
"

Zes, ma'am." . . ,

"May I inquire. Sir," pursued the injured woman,
" whether I am the unfortunate cause of your havmg lost

your temper?" „
" Now, I'll tell you what, ma'am," said Bounderby, l

am not come here to be bullied. A female may be highly

connected, but she can't be permitted to bother and badger

a man in my position, and I am not going to put up with

it." (Mr. Bounderby felt it necessary to get on: foreseeing

that if he allowed of details, he would be beaten.)

Mrs. Sparsit first elevated, then knitted, her Conolanian

eyebrows; gathered up her work into its proper basket;

and rose. ,, .

" Sir," said she, majestically. " It is apparent to me that

I am in your way at present. I will retire to my own apart-

ment." „
" Allow me to open the door, ma am.
" Thank you, Sir; I can do it for myself."

"You had bet'^^r aUo\ me, ma'am," said Bounderby,

passing her, and getting his hand upon the lock; " because

lean take the opportunity of saying a word to you, before

you go Mrs. Sparsit, ma'am, I rather think you are cramped

here, do you know? It appears to me, that, under my

humble roof, there's hardly opening enough for a lady of

your genius in other people's affairs."

Mrs. Sparsit gave him a look of the darkest scorn, and

said with great politeness, " Really, Sir?
"

, , ^
" I have been thinking it over, you see, smce the late

affairs have happened, ma'am," said Bounderby, * and it

appears to my poor judgment
"

•' Oh ' Pray, Sir," Mrs. Sparsit interposed, with sprightly

cheerfulness,
" don't disparage your judgment. Evenfbody

knows how unerring Mr. Bounderby's judgment is. Every-
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body aas had proofs of it. It must be the theme of general

conversation. Disparage anything in yourself but your

judgment, Sir," said Mrs. Sparsit, laughing.

Mr. Bounderby, very red and uncomfortable, resumed:
" It appears to me, ma'am, I say, that a different sort of

establishment altogether would bring out a lady of your

powers. Such an establishment as your relation. Lady

Scadgers's, now. Don't you think you might find some

affairs there, ma'am, to interfere with?
"

" It never occurred to me before. Sir," returned Mrs.

Sparsit; " but now you mention it, I should tliink it highly

probable."
" Then suppose you try, ma'am," said Bounderby, laymg

an envelope with a cheque in it in her little basket. " You

can take your own time for going, ma'am; but perhaps in

the meanwhile, it will be more agreeable to a lady of your

powers of mind, to eat her meals by herself, and not to be

intruded upon. I really ought to apologize to you—being
only Josiah Bounderby of Coketown—for having stood in

your light so long."
" Pray don't name it. Sir," returned Mrs. Sparsit. If

that portrait could speak. Sir—but it has the advantage over

the original cf not possessmg the power of committing itself

and disgusting others,—it would testify, that a long period

has elapsed since I first habitually addressed it as the picture

of a Noodle. Nothing that a Noodle does, can awaken sur-

prise or indignation; the proceedings of a Noodle can only

inspire contempt."

Thus saying, Mrs. Sparsit, with her Roman features hke a

medal struck to commemorate her scorn of Mr. Bounderby,

surveyed him fixedly from head to foot, swept disdainfully

past him, and ascended the staircase. Mr. Bounderby clofed

the door, and stood before the fire; projecting himself af;er

his old explosive manner into his portrait—and into futurity.

Into how much of futurity? He saw Mrs. Sparsit fighting

out a daily fight at the points of all the weapons in the

female armoury, with the grudijing, smarting, peevish, tor-

menting Lady Scadgers, still laid up in bed with her mys-

terious leg, and gobbling her insufficient income down by

about the middle of every quarter, in a mean httle airless

lodging, a mere closet for one, a mere crib for two; but did
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he see more? Did he catch any glimpse of himself making

a show of Bit745r to strangers, as the rising young man, so

devoted to his master's great merits, who hrid won young

Tom's place, and had almost captured young Tom himself,

in the times when by various rascals he was spirited away?

Did he see any faint reflection of his own image making a

vain-glorious will, whereby five-and-twenty Humbugs, past

five-and-twenty years of age, each taking upon himself the

name, Josiah Bounderby of Coketown, should for ever dme

in Bounderbv Hall, for ever lodge in Bounderby buildmgs,

for ever attend a Bounderby chapel, for ever to go to sleep

under a Bounderby chaplain, for ever be supported out of

a Bounderby estate, and for ever nauseate all healthy

stomachs, with a vast amount of Bounderby -^bnldewlasb

and bluster? Had he any prescience of the day, five years

to come, when Josiah Bounderby of Coketown was to die

of a fit in the Coketown street, and this same precious will

was to begin its long career of quibble, plunder, false pre-

tenr -s, vile example, little service and much law ? Probably

not. Yet the portrait was to see it all out.

Here was Mr. Gradgr>d on the same day, and in the

same hour, sitting thoughtful in his own room. How much

of futurity did he see? Did he see himself, a white-haired

\^cfep^^man, bending -his hitherto inflexible theories to;

1 appointed circumstances; jnaking his focts glMJ figli^'''''^ 'iijn-/

1 scPfimt to Ftith^Hfiegiiin^'lSmSL; andngjapger trying

to grind that Heavenly tno1n4nardggty little mills? Didtte

catch sight of himself,tEerefore much despised by his late

political associates ? Did he see them, in the era of its being

quite settled that the national dustmen have only to do with

one another, and owe no duty to an abstraction called a

People^" taunting the honourable gentleman " with thjaand^

with that and with what not, five nights a-week, until the

small hours of the morning? Probably he had that much

foreknowledge, knowing his men.

Here was Louisa on the night of the same day, watching

the fire as in the days of yore, though with a gentler and a

humbler face. How much of the future might arise before

her vision? Broadsides in the streets, signed with her father s

name,^xoneratiife the late Stephen Blackpool, weaver, from

misplaciJsuspicion, and publishing the guilt of his own son,
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with such extenuation as his years and tempUtion (he could

not brinz himself to add, his education) might beseech
;
w«e

of the Present. So, Stephen Blackpool's tombstone, with

her father's record of his death, was ahnost of the Present,

for she knew it was to be. These things she could plainly

see. But, how much of the Future?

A working woman, christened Rachael, after a long illness

once again appearing at the ringing of the Factory Ml ,
and

passing to and fro at the set hours, among the Cpketown

Hands; a woman of pensive beauty, always dressed in black,

but sweet-tempered and serene, and even cheerful; who, ot

all the people in the place, alone appeared to have compas-

sion on a degraded, drunken wretch of her own sex who

was sometimes seen in the town ?;icretly beggmg of her

and crying to her; a woman working, ever workmg but

content to do it, and preferring . '.s her natural ot

until she should be too old to laN .ore? Did Louisa

see this? Such a thing was to be

A lonely brother, many thousa. - mile- away, wntmg,

on paper blotted with tears, that her word .
had too soon

come true, and that all the treasures m the world wou^d

be cheaply Ijartered for a sight of her dear face?
J^l^^^^^

this brother coming nearer home, with hope of seemg her

and being delayed by illness; and then a letter, m a strange

hand, saying "he died in hospital, of fever, such a day,

anS died^penitence and love of you: his last word being

your name? " DidXouisa see these things? Such things

'"n'erself'again awife-a mother-lovingly watchful of her

chUdren, ever careful that they should have a childhood of

Jhe mind no less than a childhood of the body, as knowing

it to be even a more beautiful thing, and a possession, any

hoarded scrap of which is a blessmg and happmess to the

wisest? Did Louisa see this? Such a thme was never to>.

But' happy Sissy'5 happy children Tovinglier; aH cTuldren

lo^ng hen she, grown learned in childish lore; thinking no

iSnt a^id pr'etty fanc>' -"'" -H. H.«™.ed: trving hard
''." r""——,-, »....^fer__ *«n;

„ _ ancy eyer to^ be despised ; trying hard

"toIH?^"e^h\lffibfer feflow-creatures, and to beautifyjheir

^ lives of ir.achinfiry.and reaUty with tho_^^^^ graces

/an -dehghts', without which the heart oTinf^acy will ^ithw

up, ^^sturdiest physical manhood will be morally ;Stork;

death, and the plainest national prosperity figures can shalT,
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will be the Writing on the Wall,—she holding this courae as

part of no fantastic vow, or bond, or brotherhood, or sister-

hood, or pledge, or covenant, or fancy dress, or fancy fair;

but simply as a duty to be done,—did Louisa see these th'ngs

of herself ? Thcs^ things were to be.

Dear reader ! It rests with you and me, whether, in our

two fields of action, similar things shall be or not. Let them

be! We shall sit with lighter bosoms on the hearth, to sec

the ashes of our fires turn grey and cold.

:l I
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CHAPTER I

Most of us see some romances in life. In my capacity as

Oiief Manager of a Life Assurance Office, I think I have

ithin the last thirty years seen more romances than tic

generality of men, however unpromising the opportunity

may, at first sight, seem.

As I have retired, and live at my ease, I possess the means

that I used to want, of considering what I have seen, at

leisure. My experiences have a more remarkable aspect, so

reviewed, than they had when they were in progress. I have

come home from the Play now, and can recall the scenes of

the Drama upon which the curtain has fallen, free from the

glare, bewilderment, and bustle of the Theatre.

Let me recall one of these Romances of the real world.

There is nothing truer than physiognomy, taken in con-

nexion with manner. The art of reading that book of which

Eternal Wisdom obliges every human creature to present his

or her own page with the individual character written on it,

is a difficult one, perhaps, and is little studied. It may re-

quire some natural aptitude, and it must require (for every-

thing does) some patience and some pains. That these are

not usually given to it,—that numbers of people accept a few

stock commonplace expressions of the face as the whole list

of characteristics, and neither seek nor know the refinements

that are truest,—that You, for instance, give a great deal of

time and attention to tl.w reading of music, Greek, Latin,

French, Italian, Hebrew, if you please, and do not qualify

yourself to read the face of the master or mistress looking

over your shoulder teaching it to you,—I assume to be five

hundred times more probable than improbable. Perhaps a

little self-sufficiency may be at the bottom of this; facial

expression requires no study from you, you think; it comes

271
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by nature to you to know enough about it, and you are rot

""I'^o^eL"Z my part, that I Ao.. been taken in overmd

over again. I have been taken in by acquaintances, Mid I

hive been taken in (of course) by friends; far oftenei by

friends than by any other class of persons. How came I to

be so deceived? Had I quite misread their faces?

No. BeUeve me, my first impression of those people

founded on face and manner alone, was mvanably true My

mSake was in suffering them to come nearer to me and

explain themselves away.

If

CHAPTER II

The partition which separated my own office from ouj geneml

outer office in the City was of thick plate-glass. I could see

?hrou4 it what passed in the outer office, without hearing a

word.^ I had it p'ut up in place of a wall that had been th^re

for years,-ever since the house was built. It is no matter

whether I did or did not make the change m order that

7mieht derive my first impression of strangers, who came

L us on busrness,^rom their faces alone without being in-

fluenced by anything they said Enough to mention that I

turned my glass partition to that account and that a Life

SranTe^Office is at all times exposed to be practised upon

by the most crafty and cruel of ^he human wee

It was through my glass partition that I first saw tne

gentleman whose story I am going to tell.

^
He had come in without my observing it, ^nd had put fus

hat and umbrella on the broad counter, and was bendmg over

it to take some papers from one of the clerks. He was aoout

orty or^ dark"^, e'xceedingly well dressedm blac^-bj-|

-

mouming,-and the hand he extended with a Pf^e air, had

a oartkularlv well-fitting black kid glove upon it. His hair

Xchwi elaborately bLhed -d oiled, was parted^^^^^^^^

up the middle; and he presented ^^is parting to the clerk,

exactly (to my thinking) as if he had «aid, m so many words^

" You must take me if you please, my friend, just^ I show

myself. Come straight up here, follow the gravel path, keep

off the erass, I allow no trespassing.
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I conceived a very great aversion to that man the moment

I thus saw him.

He had asked for some of our printed forms, and the clerk

was giving them to him and explaining them. An obliged

and agreeable smile was on his face, and his eyes met those

of the clerk with a sprightly look. (I have known a vast

quantity of nonsense talked about bad men not looking you

in the face. Don't trust that conventional idea. Dishonesty

will stare honesty out of countenance, any day in the week, if

there is anything to be got by it.)

I saw, in the comer of his eyelash, that he became aware of

my looking at him. Immediately he turned the parting in

his hair toward the glass partition, as if he said to me with a

sweet smile, " Straight up here if you please. Off the grass
!

"

In a few moments he had put on his hat and taken up his

umbrella, and was gone.

I beckoned the clerk into my room, and asked, " Who was

that?
"

He had the gentleman's card in his hand. " Mr. Julius

Slinkton, Middle Temple."
" A barrister, Mr. Adams? "

" I think not. Sir."

"I should have thought him a clergyman, but for his

having no Reverend here," said I.

" Probably, from his appearance," Mr. Adams replied, " he

is reading for orders."

I should mention that he wore a dainty white cravat, and

dainty linen altogether.
" What did he want, Mr. Adams? "

" Merely a form of proposal, Sir, and form of reference."

" Recommended here? Did he say?
"

" Yes, he said he was recommended here by a friend of

yours. He noticed you, but said that as he had not the

pleasure of your personal acquaintance he would not trouble

you
" Did he know my name? "

" O yes, Sir! He said, ' There is Mr. Sampson, I see!
"*

" A well-spoken gentleman, apparently? "

" Remarkably so. Sir."

" Insinuating manners, apparently? "

" Very much so, indeed. Sir."

" Hah !
" said I. " I want nothing at present, Mr. Adams."

I I



274 Hunted Down

Within a fortnight of that day I went to dine with a friend

of mine, a merchant, a man of taste, who buys pictures and

books, and the first man I saw among the company was Mr.

Julius Slinkton, There he was, standing before the fire, vith

good large eyes and an open expression of face; but still (I

thought) requiring everybody to come at him by the prepared

way he offered, and by no other.

I noticed him ask my friend to introduce hun to Mr. Samp-

son, and my friend did so. Mr. Slinkton was very happy to see

me. Not too happy ; there was no over-doing of the matter

;

happy in a thoroughly well-bred, perfectly unmeaning way^

" I thought you had met," our host observed.

" No," said Mr. Slinkton. " I did look in at Mr. Sampson s

office, on your recommendation; but I really did not feel

justified in troubling Mr. Sampson hiruself, on a point m the

everyday routine of an ordinary clerk."

I said I should have been glad to show him auy attention

on our friend's introduction.
, . ,. j *

"
I am sure of that," said he, " and am much obhged. At

another time, perhaps, I may be less delicate. Only, however,

if I have real business; for I know, Mr. Sampson, how

precious business time is, and what a vast number of im-

pertinent people there are in the world
"

I acknowledged his consideration with a slight bow<

;re thinking," said I, "of effecting a poUcy on
"You
your

were
life."

" O dear no ! I am afraid I am not so prudent as you pay

me the compliment of supposing me to be, Mr. Sampson. I

merely inquired for a friend. But you know what fnends are

in such matters. Nothing may ever come of it. I have the

greatest reluctance to trouble men of busmess with mqumes

for friends, knowing the probabilities to be a thousand to

one that the friends wiU never follow them up. People are so

fickle, so selfish, so inconsiderate. Don't you, m your busi-

ness, find them so every day, Mr. Sampson?
"

I was going to give a qualified answer; but he turned h^

smooth, white parting on me with its " Straight up here, if

you please! "and I answered "Yes."

"I hear, Mr. Sampson," he resumed presently, for our

friend had anew cook, and dinner was not sopunctual as usual,

" that your profession has recently suffered a ^rcat loss.

" In money? " said I.

•S
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He laughed at my ready association of loss with money,

and replied, " No, in talent and vigour."

Not at once following out his allusion, I considered for a

moment. " Has it sustained a loss of that kind? " said I,

" I was not aware of it."

"Understand me, Mr. Sampson. I don't imagine that

you have retired. It is not so bad as that. But Mr. Mel-

tham "

" 0, to be sure
! " said I. " Yes ! Mr. Meltham, the young

actuary of the ' Inestimable.'
"

" Just so," he returned in a consoling way.
" He is a great loss. He was at once the most profound,

the most original, and the most energetic man I have ever

known connected with Life Assurance."

I spoke strongly; for I had a high esteem and admiration

for Meltham; and my gentleman had indefinitely conveyed

to me some suspicion that he wanted to sneer at him. He

recalled me to my guard by presenting that trim pathway up

his head, with its infernal " Not on the grass, if you please—

the gravel."
" You knew him, Mr. Slinkton."
" Only by re] utation. To have known him as an acquaint-

ance or as a friend, is an honour I should have sought if

he had remained in society, though I might never have had

the good fortune to attain it, being a man of far inferior

mark. He was scarcely above thirty, I suppose ?
"

" About thirty."
" Ah! " he sighed in his former consoling way. What

creatures we are! To break up, Mr. Sampson, and become

incapable of business at that time of life ! — Any reason

assigned for the melancholy fact?
"

(" Humph !
" thought I, as I looked at him.^ " But I won't

go up the track, and I will go on the grass.")
^^

" What reason have you heard assigned, Mr. Slinkton?
'

I asked, point-blank.
" Most likely a false one. You know what Rumour is, Mr.

Sampson. I never rep':at what I hear; it is the only way

of paring the nails and shaving the head of Rumour. But

when you ask me what reason I have heard assigned for Mr.

Meltham's passing away from among men, it is another tb'ng.

I am not gratifying idle gossip then. I was told, Mr. Sampson,

that Mr. Meltham had relinquished all his avocations and all
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his prospects, because he was, in fact, broken-hearted. A
disappointed attachment I heard,—tho.i^h it hardly seems

probable, in the case of a man so distinguished and so

attractive."
" Attractions and distinctions are no armour against

death," said I.

" O, she died? Pray pardon me. I did not hear that.

That, indeed, makes it very, very sad. Poor Mr. Meltham

!

She died? Ah, dear me! Lamentable, lamentable!
"

I still thought his pity was not quite genuine, and I still

suspected an unaccountable sneer under all this, until he

said, as we were parted, like the other knots of talkers, by

the announcement of dinner:
" Mr. Sampson, you are surprised to see me so moved on

behalf of a man whom I have never known. I am not so

disinterested as you may suppose. I have suffered, and

recently too, from death myself. I have lost one of two

charming nieces, who were my constant companions. She

died young—barely three-and-twenty; and even her remain-

ing sister is far from strong. The world is a grave
!

"

He said this with deep feeling, and I felt reproached for the

the coldness of my manner. Coldness and distrust had been

engendered in me, I knew, by my bad experiences; they

were not natural to me; and I often thought how much I

had lost in life, losing trustfuUiess, and how little I had

gained, gaining hr^rd caution. This state of mind being

habitual to me, I troubled myself more about this conver-

sation than I might have troubled myself about a greater

matter. I listened to his talk at dinner, and observed how

readily other men responded to it, and with what a graceful

instinct he adapted his subjects to the knowledge and habits

of those he talked with. As, n talking with me, he had

easily started the subject I might be supposed to understand

best, and to be the most interested in, so, in talking with

others, he guided himself by the same rule. The company

was of a varied character; but he was not at fault, that I

could discover, with any member of it. He knew just as

much of each man's pursuit as made him agreeable to that

man in reference to it, and just as little as made it natural in

him to seek modestly for information when the theme was

broached.

As he talked and talked—but really not too much, for the
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rest of us seemed to force it upon him-I became quite angry

with myself. I took his face to pieces m my mmd, hke a

watch, and examined it in detail. I could not say much

aeainst any of his features separately; 1 could say even less

against them when they were put together. Then is it not

monstrous," I asked myself, " that because a man happens

to part his hair straight up the middle of his head, I shoula

permit myself to suspect, and even to detest him?

(I may stop to remark that this was no proof of my sense.

An observer of men who finds himself steadily repelled by

some apparently trifling thing in a stranger is nght to give

it great weight. It may be the clue to the whole mystery.

A hair or two will show where a lion is hidden. A very

little key will open a very heavy door.)

I took my part in the conversation with him after a time,

and we got on remarkably well. In the drawing-room I

asked the host how long he had known Mr. Slinkton. He

answered, not many months; he had met him at the house

of a celebrated painter then present, who had I:nowii h.m

well when he was travelling with his nieces in Italy for their

health. His plans in life being broken by the death of one

of them, he was reading with the intention of going back

to college as a matter of form, taking his degree, and going

into orders. I could not but argue with myseli that here

was the true explanation of his interest m poor Meltham,

and that I had been almost brutal in my distrust on that

simple head.

CHAPTER III

On the very next day but one I was sitting behind m>- glass

partition, as before, when he came into the outer office, as

before. The moment I saw him ; gain without hearmg him,

I hated him worse than ever.

It was only for a moment that I had this opportumty ;
lor

ae waved his tight-fitting black glove the instant ^ ooked at

him, and came straight in.

"Mr. Sampson, good-day! I presume, you see, upon your

kind permission to intrude upon you. I don't keep my word
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m being justified by business, for my business here if Imay so abuse the word—is of the slightest nature,"
I asked, was it anything I could assist him in?
I thank you, no. I merely called to inquire outside

whether my dilatory friend had been so false to himself as
to be prartical and sensible. But, of course, he has done
nothmg I gave him your papers with my own hand, and
he was hot upon the intention, but of course he has done
nothing. Apart from the general human disinclination to
do anythmg that ought to be done, I dare say there is a
specialty about assuring one's life. You find it like will
naaking People are so superstitious, and take it for granted
they will die soon afterwards."

XT
'.yP ^^^\^^ yp^ P^«ase; straight up here, Mr. Sampson.

Neither to the nght nor to the left." I almost fancied I
could hr-ar hir.i breathe the words as he sat smilmg at me
with that mtolerable parting exactly opposite the bridge ofmy nose. ^

u u ^tT ^f ^V^^ * ^^^^^"S sometimes, no doubt," I replied:
but I don t think it obtains to any great extent."
"Well," said he, with a shrug and a smile, " f wish some

good angel would mfluence my friend in the right direction
1 rashly promised his mother and sister in Norfolk to see it
done, and he promised them that he would do it. But I
suppose he never will."

He spoke for a minute or two on indifferent topics, and
went away. '^ '

I had scarcely unlocked the drawers of my 'vriting-table
next morning, when he reappeared. I noticed that he came
straight to the door in the glass partition, and did not pause
a single moment outside.

" Can you spare me two minutes, my dear Mr. Sampson? "
By all means."

"Much obliged," laying his hat and umbrella on the
table; I came early, not to interrupt you. The fact is Iam taken by surprise in reference to this proposal my friend
has made." ^

" Has he made one? " said I.

" Ye-es," he answered, deliberately looking at me: and
then a bright idea seemed to strike him—" or he only tellsme he has. Perhaps that may be a new way of evading the
matter. By Jupiter, I never thought of that !

"

3K
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Mr. Adams was opening the mornii^'s letters in the outer

office.
" What is the name, Mr. Slinkton ? " I asked.

"B'kwith."
I looked out at the door ard requested Mr. Adams, if there

were a proposal in that name, to bring it in. He had already

laid it out of his hand on the counter. It was easily selected

from the rest, and he gave it me. Alfred Beckwith. Prc-

posil to effect a policy with us for two thousand poundi..

Dated yesterday.
" From the Middle Temple, I see, Mr. Slmkton.
" Yes, He lives on the same staircase with me; his door

is opposite. I never thought he would make me his refer-

ence though."
. ,j M

" It seems natural enough that he should.

" Quite so, Mr. Sampson; but I never thought of it. Let

me see." He took the printed papei from his pocket.

" How am I to answer all these questions."

" According to the truth, of course," said I.

" 0, of course! " he answered, looking up from the paper

with a smile; " I meant they were so many. But you do

right to be particular. It stands to reason that you must

be particular. Will you allow me to use your pen and

ink?"
" Certainly."

"And your desk?"
"Certainly," ,. ^ , ,

.

He had been hovering about between his hat and his

umbrella for a place to write on. He now sat down in my
chair, at my blotting-paper and inkstand, with the long walk

up his head in accurate perspective before me, as I stood

with my back to the fire,
. , j

Before answering each question he ran over it aloud, and

discussed it. How long had he known Mr. Alfred Beckwith ?

That he had to calculate by years upon his fingers. What

were his habits? No difficulty about them; temperate in

the last degree, and took a little too much exercise, if any-

thing. All the answers were satisfactory. When he had

written them all, he looked them over, and finally signed

them in a very pretty hand. He supposed he had now

done with the business. I told him he was not likely to be

troubled any farther. Should he leave the papers there?

If he pleased. Much obliged. Good noming.
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I had had one other visitor before him; not at the office,

but at my own house. That visitor had come to my bedside

when it was not yet daylight, and had been seen by no one

else but my faithful confidential servant.

A second reference paper (for we required always two) was
sent down into Norfolk, and was duly received back by post.

This, likewise, was satisfactorily answered in every respect.

Our forms were all complied with; we accepted the proposal,

and the premium for one year was paid.

CHAPTER IV

1 ij
'If.

For six or seven months, I saw no more of Mr< Slinkton.

He called once at my house, but I was not at home; and he

once asked me to dine with him in the Temple, but I was

engaged. His friend's assurance was effected in March.

Late in September or early in October I was down at Scar-

borough for a breath of sea-air, where I met him on the beach.

It was a hot evening; he came toward me with his hat in his

hand; and there was the walk I had felt so strongly dis-

inclined to take in perfect order again, exactly in front of

the bridge of my nose.

He was not alone, but had a young lady on his arm.

She wp' dressed in mourning, and I looked at her with

great inte.est. She had the appearance of being extremely

delicate, and her face was remarkably pale and melancholy;

but she was very pretty. He introduced her as his niece,

Miss Niner.
" Are you .strolling, Mr. Sampson? Is it possible you can

be idle?"

It was possible, and I was strolling.

" Shall we stroll together?
"

" With pleasure."

The young lady walked between us, and we walked on the

cool sea sand, in the direction of Filey.
'* Tnere have been wheels here," said Mr. Slinkton. " And

now I look again, the wheels of a hand-carriage ! Margaret^

my love, your shadow without doubt 1

"

.11^
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" Miss Niner's shadow? " I repeated, looking down at it

on the sand.
" Not that one," Mr. Slinkton returaed, laughing. " Mar-

garet, my dear, tell Mr, Sampson."
" Indeed," said the yovng lady, turning to me, " there

is nothing to tell—except that I constantly see the same

invalid old gentleman at all times, wherever I go. I have

mentioned it to my uncle, and he calls the gentleman my
shadow."

" Does he live in Scarborough? " I asked.

" He is staying here."
" Do you Hve in Scarborough?

"

" No, I am staying here. My uncle has placed me with a

family here, for my health."
" And your shadow? " said ^, smiling.

" My shadow," she answered, smiling too, " is—like myseU

—not very robust, I fear; for I lose my shadow sometimes,

as my shadow loses me at other times. We both seem liable

to confinement to the house. I have not seen my shadow

for days and days; but it does oddly happen, occasionally,

that wherever I go, for many days together, this gentleman

goes. We have come together in the most unfrequented

nooks on this shore."
" Is this he? " said I, pointing before us.

The wheels had swept down to the water's edge, and

described a great loop on the sand in turning. Bringing

the loop b^xk towards us. and spinning it out as it came,

was a hand carriage, drawn by a man.
" Yes," said Miss Niner, " this really is my shadow, uncle."

As the carriage approached us and we approached the

carriage, I saw within it an old man, whose head was sunk

on his breast, and who was enveloped in a variety of wrappers.

He was drawn by a very quiet but very keen-looking man,

with iron-grey hair, who was slightly lame. They had passed

us, when the carriage stopped, and the old gentleman within,

putting out his arm, called to me by my name. I went back,

and was absent from Mr. Slinkton and his niece for about

five minutes.

When I rejoined them, Mr. Slinkton was the first to speak*

Indeed, he said to me in a raised voice before I came up

with him:
" It is well you have not been longer, or my niece might
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have died of curiosity to know who her shadow is, Mr.

Sampson." . .

" An old East India Director," said I. " An intimate

friend of our friend's, at whose house I first had the pleasure

of meeting you. A certain Major Banks. You have heard

of him?"
'• Never."
" Very rich. Miss Niner; but very old, and very crippled.

An aiaiable man, sensible—much interested in you. He has

just been expatiating on the affection that he has observed

to exist between you and your uncle."

Mr. Slinkton was holding hb hat again, and he passed his

hand up the straight walk, as if he himself went up it serenely,

after me. . ,

" Mr. Sampson," he said, tenderly pressing his niece s arm

in his, " our affection was always a strong one, for we have

had but few near ties. We have still fewer now. We have

associal ns to bring us together, that are not of this world,

Margaret."
" Dear uncle! " murmured the young lady, and turned her

face aside to hide her tears.

" My niece and I have such remembrances and regrets in

common, Mr. Sampson," he feelingly pursued, " that it would

be strange indeed if the relations between us were cold or in-

different. If I re.nember a conversationwe once had together,

you will understand the reference I make. Cheer up, dear

Margaret. Don't droop, don't droop. My Margaret! I

cannot bear to see you droop!

"

The poor young lady was very much affected, but controlled

herself. His feelings, too, were very acute. In a word, he

found himself under such great need of a restorative, that he

presently went away, to take a bath of sea-water, leaving the

young lady and me sitting by a point of rock, and probably

presuming—but that you will say was a pardonable indul-

gence in a luxury—that she would praise him with all her

heart.

She did, poor thing! With all her confiding heart, she

praised him to me, for his care of her dead sister, and for

his untiring devotion in her last iUness. The sister had

wasted away very slowly, and V'.ld and terrible fantasies had

come over her toward the end, but he had never been im-

patient with her, or at a loss; had always been gentle.

f/^^a^^t^^e^k^gAl
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watchful, and self-possessed. The sister had known him, as

she had known him, to be the best of men, the kindest of men,

and yet a man of such admirable strength of character,

as to be a very tower for the support of their weak natures

while their poor lives endured.
" I shall leave him, Mr. Sampson, very soon," said the

young lady; " I know my life is drawing to an end; and

when I am gone, I hope he will marry and be happy. I am
sure he has lived single so long, only for my sake, and for

my poor, poor sister's."

The little hand-carriage had made another great loop on

the damp sand, and was coming back again, gradually

spinning out a slim figure of eight, half a mile long.

" Young lady," said I, looking around, laying my hand

upon her arm, and speaking in a low voice, " time presses.

You hear the gentle murmur of that sea?
"

She looked at me with the utmost wonder and alarm, saying,

"Ves!"
" And you know what a voice is in it when the storm

her comes?"
"Yes!"
" You see how quiet and peaceful it lies before us, and you

know what an awful sight of power without pity it might be,

this very night !

"

"Yes!" J r- •

" But if you had never heard or seen it, or heard of it m
its cruelty, could you believe that it beats every inanimate

thing in its way to pieces, without mercy, and destroys life

without remorse?
"

" You terrify me. Sir, by these questions!

" To save you, young lady, to save you ! For God's sake,

collect your strength and collect your firmness ! If you were

here alone, and hemmed in by the rising tide on the flow

to fifty feet above your head, you could not be in greater

danger than the danger you are now to be saved from."

The figure on the sand was spun out, and straggled off

into a crooked little jerk that ended at the cliff very near us.

" As I am, before Heaven and the Judge of all mankmd,

your friend, uid your dead sister's friend, I solemnly entreat

you. Miss Niner, without one moment's loss of time, to come

to this gentleman with me!

"

» , , .,

If the little carriage had been less near to us, I doubt if

s
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I could have got her away; but it wai so near that we were

there before she had recovered the hurry of bemg urged

from the rock. I did not remain there with her two minutes*

Certainly withm five, I had the inexpressible satisfaction of

seeing her—from the point we had sat or and to which I

had returned—half supported and half carried up some rude

steps notched in the cliff, by the figure of an active man.

Wit' that figure beside her, I knew she was safe anywhere.

I sat 'one on the rock, awaiting Mr. Slinkton's return,

The twilight w/-s deepening .nd the shadows were heav^,

when he came round the point, with his hat hanging at his

button-hole, smoothing his wet hair with one of his hands,

and picking out the old path with the other and a pocket-

" My niece not here, Mr. Sampson?" he said, looking about.

" Miss Niner seemed to feel a chill in the air after the sun

was down, and has gone home."

He looked surprised, as though she were not accustomed

to do anything without him; even to originate so slight a

proceeding.
" I persuaded Miss Niner," I explamed.
" Ah ! " said he. " She is easily persuaded—for her good.

Thank you, Mr. Sampson; she is better within doors. The

bathing-place was farther than I thought, to say the truth.

" Miss Niner is very delicate," I observed.

He shook his head and drew a deep sigh. "Very, very,

very. You may recollect my saying so. The time that has

since intervened has not strengthened her. The gloomy

shadow that fell upon her sister so early in life seems, m my
anxious eyes, to gather over her, ever dauber, ever darker.

Dear Margaret, dear Margaret ! But we must hope.'

The hand-carriage was spinning away before us at a most

indecorous pace for an invalid vehicle, and was making most

irregular curves upon the sand. Mr. Slinkton, noticing it

after he had put his handkerchief to his eyes, said:

" If I may judge from appearances, your fnend will be

upset, Mr. Sampson."
" It looks probable, certainly," said I.

" The servant must be drunk."

"The servants of old gentlemen will get drunk some-

times," said I.
,^

" The major draws very light, Mr. Sampson.
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" The major does draw light/' said I.

By this tune the carriage, much to my relief, was lost in

the darkness. We walked on for a little, side by side over

the sand, in silence. After a short while he said, in a voice

still affected by the emotion that his niece's state of health

had awakened in hiin.

" Do you stay here long. Mr. Sampson? "

" Why, no. I am going away to-night."

"So soon? But business always holds you in requests

Men like Mr. Sampson are too important to others, to be
spared to their own need of relaxation and enjoyment."

" I don't know about that," said I. " However, I am
going back."

"To London?"
" To London."
" I shall be there too, soon after you."

I knew that as well as he did. But I did not tell him so^

Any more than I told him what defensive weapon my right

hand rested on in my pocket, as I walked by his side. Any
more than I told him why I did not walk on the sea side of

him with the night closing in.

We left the beach, and our ways diverged. We exchanged
good night, and had parted indeed, when he said, returning,

"Mr. Sampson, may I ask? Poor Meltham, whom we
spoke of,—dead yet?

"

" Not when I last heard of him; but too broken a man to

live long, and hopelessly lost to his old calling."

" Dear, dear, dear! " said he, with great feeling. " Sad,

sad, sad ! The world is a grave! " And so went his way.
It was not his fault if the world were not a grave; but I

did not call that observation after him, any more than I had
mentioned those other things just now enumerated. He
went his way, and I went mine with all expedition. This

happened, as I have said, either at the end of September or

beginning of October. The next time I saw him, and the

last time, was late in November,
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CHAPTER V

I HAD a very particular engagement to breakfast in the

Temple. It was a bitter north-easterly morning, and the

sleet and slush lay inches deep in the streets. I could get

no conveyance, and was soon wet to the knees ; but I should

have been true to that appointment, though I had to wade

to it up to my neck in the same impediments.

The appointment took me to some chambers in the Temple.

They were at the top of a lonely comer house overlooking

the river. The name, Mr. Alfred Beckwith, was pamted

on the outer door. On the door opposite, on the same land-

ing, the name Mp. Julius Slinkton. The doors of both

sets of chambers stood open, so that anjrthing said aloud in

one set could be heard in the other.

I had never been in those chambers before. They were

dismal, close, unwholesome, and oppressive; the furniture,

originally good, and not yet old, was faded and dirty,—the

rooms were in great disorder; there was a strong prevailing

smell of opium, brandy, and tobacco; the grate and fire-

irons were splashed all over with unsightly blotches of rust;

and on a sofa by the fire, in the room where breakfast had

been prepared, lay the host, Mr. Beckwith, a man with all

the appearances of the worst kind of drunkard, very far

advanced upon his shameful way to death.
" Slinkton is not come yet," said this creature, staggering

up when I went in; " I'll call him.—Halloa! Julius Caesar!

Come and drink! " As he hoarsely roared this out, he beat

the poker and tongs together in a mad way, as if that were

his usual manner of summoning his associate.

The voice of Mr. Slinkton was heard through the clatter

from the opposite side of the s«^"ircase, and he came in. He
had not expected the pleasure, f meeting me. I have seen

several artful men brought to a stand, but I never saw a

man so aghast as he was when his eyes rested on mine.
•' Julius Caesar," cried Beckwith, staggering between us,

"Mist' Sampson! Mist' Sampson, Julius Csesar! Julius,

Mist' Sampson, is the friend of my soul. Julius keeps me

plied with liquor, morning, noon, and night. Julius is a real

benefactor. Julius threw the tea and coffee out of window
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when I used to have any. Julius empties all the water-jugs
of their contents, and fills 'em with spirits. Julius winds
me up and keeps me going.—Boil the brandy, Julius

!

"

There was a rusty and furred saucepan in the ashes,—the
ashes looked like the accumulation of weeks,—and Beckwith,
rolling and staggering between us as if he were going to
plunge headlong into the fire, got the saucepan out, and
tried to force it into Slinkton's hand.

" Boil the brandy, Julius Csesar! Come! Do your usual
office. Boil the brandy !

"

He became so fierce in his gesticulations with the saucepan,
that I expected to see him lay open Slinkton's head with it.

I therefore put out my hand to check him. He reeled back
to the sofa, and sat there panting, shaking, and red-eyed, in

his rags of dressing-gown, looking at us both. I noticed then
that there was nothing to drink on the table but brandy, and
nothing to eat but salted herrings, and a hot, sickly, highly-
peppered stew.

" At all events, Mr. Sampson," said Slinkton, offering me
the smooth gravel path for the last time, " I thank you for

interfering between me and this unfortunate man's violence.

However you came here, Mr. Sampson, or with whatever
motive you came here, at least I thank you for that."

" Boil the brandy," muttered Beckwith.
Without gratifying his desire to know how I came there,

I said, quietly, " How is your niece, Mr. Slinkton?
"

He looked hard at me, and I looked hard at him.
" I am sorry to say, Mr. Sampson, that my niece has

proved treacherous and ungrateful to her best friend. She
left me without a word of notice or explanation. She was
misled, no doubt, by some designing rascal. Perhaps you
may have heard of it."

" I did hear that she was misled by a designing rascah
In fact, I have proof of it."

" Are you sure of that ? " said he.
" Quite."
" Boil the brandy," muttered Beckwith. " Company to

breakfast, Julius Csesar. Do your usual office,—provide
the usual breakfast, dinner, tea, and supper. Boil the
brandy!"
The eyes of Slinkton looked from him to me, and he said,

after a moment's consideration,

«*m KR^BPW* mmm'
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" Mr. Sampson, you are a man of the world, and so am I,

I will be plain with you."
" O no, you won't," said I, shaking my head*
" I tell you, Sir, I will be plain with you."
" And I tell you you will not," said I. " I know all about

you. You plain with any one? Nonsense, nonsense !

"

" I plainly tell you, Mr. Sampson," he went on, with a

manner almost composed, " that I understand your object.

You want to save your funds, and escape from your liabili-

ties; these are old tricks of trade with you Office-gentlemen.

But you will not do it. Sir; you will not succeed. You have

not an easy adversary to play against, when you play against

me. We shall have to inquire, in due time, when and how

Mr. Beckwith fell into his present habits. With that remark.

Sir, I put this poor creature, and his incoherent wanderings

of speech, aside, and wish you a good morning and a better

case next time."

While he was saying this, Beckwith had filled a half-pint

glass with brandy. At this moment, he threw the brandy at

his face, and threw the glass after it. Slinkton put his hands

up, half blinded with the spirit, and cut with the glass across

the forehead. At the sound of the breakage, a fourth person

came into the room, closed the door, and stood at it; he

was a very quiet but very keen-looking man, with iron-grey

hair, and slightly lame.

Slinkton pulled out his handkerchief, assuaged the pain

in his smarting eyes, and dabbled the blood on his forehead.

He V as a long time about it, and I saw that in the doing of

it, a tremendous change came over him, occasioned by the

change in Beckwith,—who ceased to pant and tremble, sat

upright, and never took his eyes off him. I never in my life

saw a face in which abhorrence and determination were so

forcibly painted as in Beckwith's then.
" Look at me, you villain," said Beckwith, " and see me as

I really am. I took these rooms, to make them a trap for

you. I came into them as a drunkard, to bait the trap for

you. You fell into the trap, and you will never leave it

alive. On the morning when you last went to Mr. Sampson's

office, I had seen him first. Your plot has been known to

both of us, all along, and you have been counter-plotted all

along. What? Having been cajoled into putting that

prize of two thousand pounds in your power, I was to be done
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to death with brandy^ and, brandy not proving quick
enough, with something quicker? Have I never seen you,
when you thought my senses gone, po- ring from your little

bottle into my glass? Why, you Murderer and Forger,
alone here with you in the dead of night, as I have so often
been, I have had my hand upon the trigger of a pistol,
twenty times, to blow your brains out !

"

This sudden starting up of the thing that he had supposed
to be his imbecile victim into a determined man, with a
settled resolution to hunt him down and be the death of
him, mercilessly expressed from head to foot, was, in the
first shock, too much for him. Without any figure of speech,
he staggered under it. But there is no greater mistake than
to suppose that a man who is a calculating criminal, is, in
any phase of his guilt, otherwise than true to himself, and
perfectly consistent with his whole character. Such a man
commits murder, and murder is the natural culmination of
his course; such a man has to outface murder, and will do
it with hardihood and effrontery. It is a sort of fashion to
express surprise that any notorious criminal, having such
crime upon his conscience, can so brave it out. Do you
think that if he had it on his conscience at all, or had a
conscience to have it upon, he would ever have committed
the crime?

Perfectly consistent with himself, as I believe all such
monsters to be, this Slinkton recovered himself, and showed
a defiance that was sufficiently cold and quiet. He was white,
he was haggard, he was changed; but only as a sharper who
had played for a great stake and had been outwitted and
had lost the game.
"Listen to me, you villain," said Beckwith, "and let

every word you hear me say be a stab in your wicked heart.
When I took these rooms, to throw myself in your way and
lead you on to the scheme that I knew my appearance and
supposed character and habits wov . suggest to such a devil,
how did I know that? Because y a were no stranger to me.
I knew you well. And I knew you to be the cruel wretch
who, for so much money, had killed one innocent girl while
she trusted him implicitly, and who was by inches killing

another."

Slinkton took out a snuff-box, took a pinch of snuff, and
laughed.

mm.
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"But see here," said Beckwith, never looking away,

never raising his voice, never relaxing his face, never un-

clenching his hand. " See what a dull wolf you have been,

after all! The infatuated drunkard who never drank a

fiftieth part of the liquor you plied him with, but poured it

ax-ay, here, there, everywhere—almost before your eyes;

who bought over the fellow you set to watch him and to ply

him, by outbidding you in his bribe, before he had been at

his work three days— with whom you have observed no

caution, yet who was so bent on ridding the earth of you as

a wild beast, that he shd '
I have defeated you if you had

been ever so prudent—that drunkard whom you have, many

a time, left on the floor of this room, and who has even let

you go out of it, alive and undeceived, when you have turned

him over with your foot—has, ahnost as often, on the same

night, within an hour, within a few minutes, watched you

awake, had his hand at your pillow when you were asleep,

turned over your papers, taken samples from your bottles

and packets of powder, changed their contents, rifled every

secret of your life !

"

He had had another pinch of snuff m his hand, but had

gradually let it drop from between his fingers to the floor;

where he now smoothed it out with his foot, looking down

at it the while.
" That drunkard," said Beckwith, " who had free access to

your rooms at all times, that he might drink the strong

drinks that you left in his way and be the sooner ended,

holding no more terms with you than he would hold with a

tiger, has had his master-key for all your locks, his test for

all your poisons, his clue to your cipher-writing. He can

tell you, as well as you can tell him, how long it took to

complete that deed, what doses there were, what intervals,

what signs of gradual decay upon mind and body; what

distempered fancies were produced, what observable changes,

what physical pain. He can tell you, as well as you can tell

him, that all this was recorded day by day, as a lesson of

experience for future service. He can tell you, better than

you can tell him, where that journal is at this moment."

Slinkton stopped the action of his foot, and looked at

" No," said the latter, as If answering a question from

him. " Not in the drawer of the writing-desk that opens

•^ ttm
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with a spring; it is not there, and it never will be there
again."

" Then you are a thief !
" said Slinkton.

Without any change whatever in the inflexible purpose,
which it was quite terr'^^c even to me to contemplate, and
from the power of which I had always felt convinced it was
impossible for this wretch to escape, Beckwith returned,

" And I am your niece's shadow, too."
With an imprecation Slinkton put his hand to his head,

tore out some hair, and flung it to the ground. It was the
end of the smooth walk; he destroyed it in the action, and
it will soon be seen that his use for it was past.
Beckwith went on: " Whenever you left here, I left here.

Although I understood that you found it necessary to pause
in the completion of that purpose, to avert suspicion, still

I watched you close, with the poor confiding girl. When I
had the diary, and could read it word by word,—it was only
about the night before your last visit to Scarborough,—you
remember the night? you slept with a small flat vial tied to
your wrist,—-I sent to Mr. Sampson, who was kept out of
view. This is Mr. Sampson's trusty servant standing by the
door. We three saved your niece among us."

Slinkton looked at us all, took an uncertain step or two
from the place where he had stood, returned to it, and
glanced about him in a very curious wav,—as one of the
meaner reptiles might, looking for a hole to hide in. I
noticed at the same time, that a singular change took place
in the figure of the man,—as if it collapsed within his clothes,
and they consequently became ill-shapen anr^ ill-fitting.

" You shall know," said Beckwith, " for pe the know-
ledge will be bitter and terrible to you, w ju have be( r
pursued by one man, and why, when the wj.oie interest that
Mr. Sampson represents would have expended any money
m hunting you down, you have been tracked to death at a
single individual's charge. I hear you have had the name
of Meltham on your lips sometimes.? "

I saw, in addition to those other changes, a sudden stop-
page come upon his breathing.

' When you sent the sweet girl whom you murdered (you
know with what artfully made-out surroundings and prob-
abilities you sent her) to Meltham's oflftce, before taking
her abroad to originate the transaction that doomed her to



292 Hunted Down

the erave, it feU to Meltham's bt to sec her and to speak

with her. It did not faU to his lot to save her, though I

know he would freely give his own life to have done it. He

admired her;—I would say he loved her deeply, if I thought

it possible that you could understand the word. When she

was sacrificed, he was thoroughly assured of your guilt.

Having lost her, he had but one object left m life, and that

was to avenge her and destroy you."

I saw the villain's nostrils rise and fall convulsively; but

I saw no moving at his mouth.
^^

" -^hat man Meltham," Beckwith steadily pursued, was

as absolutely certain that you could never elude him in this

woiM if he devotea himself to your destruction with his

utmost fidelity and earnestness, and if he divided the sacred

duty with no other duty in lite, as he was certam that in

achieving it he would be a poor instrument m the hands ot

Providence, and would do weU before Heaven m striking you

out from among living men. I am that man, and I thank

God that I have done my work!"
-c, c^^,^

If Slinkton had been runnmg for his life from swift-footed

savages, a dozen miles, he could not have shown more

emphatic signs of being oppressed at heart and labouring

for breath, than he showed now, when he looked at the

pursuer who had so relentlessly hunted him down.

" You never saw me under my right name before; you see

me under my right name now. You shall see me once again

in the body, when you are tried for your life. You shall

see me once agam in the spirit, when the cord is round your

neck, and the crowd are crying against you
!

"

When Meltham had spoken these last words, the miscreant

suddenly turned away his face, and seemed to strike his

mouth with his open hand. At the same instant, the room

was filled with a new and powerful odour, and, almost at

the same instant, he broke into a crooked run, leap, start,

—I have no name for the spasm,—and fell, with a duU

weight that shook the heav>' old doors and wmdows in their

frames.

That was the fitting end of him.

When we saw that"he was dead, we drew away from the

roon- , and Meltham, giving me his hand, said, with a weary air,

" i have no more work on earth, my friend. But I shall

see her again elsewhere."

ik
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It was in vain that I tried to rally him. He might have
saved her, he said ; he had not saved her, and he reproached
himself; he had lost her, and he was broken-hearted.

" The purpose that sustained me is over, Sampson, and
there is nothing now to hold me to life. I am not fit for

life; I am weak and spiritless; I have no hope and no
object; my day is done."

In truth, I could hardly have believed that the broken man
who then spoke to me was the man who had so strongly and
so differently impressed me when his purpose was before
him. I used such entreaties with him, as I could; but he
still said, and always said, in a patient, undemonstrative
way,—nothing could avail him,—he was broken-hearted.
He died early in the next spring. He was buried by the

side of the poor young lady for whom he had cherished
those tender and unhappy regrets; and he left all he had to
her sister. She lived to be a happy wife and mother; she
married my sister's son, who succeeded poor Meltham; she
is living now, and her children ride about the garden on my
walking-stick when I go to see her.

1
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CHARACTERS
Caftain Boldheart, master of the schooner Beauty : hero of Master

Robin Redforth's romance.

William Boozey, one of the crew of the Beauty.

Brown, a vicious, greedy (grown up) boy, in Miss Nettie Ashford's

romance.

Prince Certainpersonio, a young gentleman who " marries " Princess

Alicia.

The Master Latin-Grammar, an old teacher and enemy of Captain

Boldheart.

Mr. James Orange, the husband of Mrs. Orange.

Pickles, a fishmonger m Miss Alice Rainbird's romance.

Lieutenant-Colonel Robin Redforth, a young gentleman aged nine,

assuming the part of a bloodthirsty pkate.

William Tinkling, Esq., a young gentleman eight years old, to whom

Miss Nettie Ashford is " married."

Tom, an impudent boy; cousin to Captain Boldheart.

Princess Alicia, the heroine of Miss Alice Rainbird's romance.

Mrs. Alicumpaine, a character in Miss Nettie Ashford's romance.

Mrs. Black, one of Mrs. Lemon's pupils.

Miss Drowvey, a schoolmistress in partnership with Miss Grimmer.

Iairy Grandmarina, godmother of the Princess Alicia.

Miss Grimmer, a schoolmistress.

Mrs. Lemon, the proprietress of a preparatory school for grown-up

pupils.

Alice Rainbird, the " bride " of Robin Redforth.
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HOLIDAY ROMANCE
IN FOUR PARTS

PART I

INTRODUCTORY ROMANCE FROM THE PEN OF WILLIAM

TINKLING, ESQ.^

This beginning-pare is not made out of anybody's head, you

know. It's r^. You must believe this beginning-part more

than what comes after, else you won't understand how what

comes after came to be written. You must believe it all;

but you must believe this most, please. I am the editor

of it. Bob Redforth (he's my cousin, and shaking the table

on purpose) wanted to be the editor if it; but I said he

shouldn't because he couldn't. He has r.o idea of being an

editor.

Nettie Ashford is my bride. We were married in the

right-hand cIosp*- in the comer of the dancing-school, where

first we met, with a ring (a green one) from VVilkingwater's

toy-shop. / owed for it out of my pocket-money. When
the rapturous ceremony was over, we all four went up the

lane and let off a cannon (brought loaded in Bob Redforth's

waistcoat-pocket) to announce our nuptials. It flew right up

when it went off, and turned over. Next ic^y, Lieut.-Col.

Robin Redforth was united, with similar ceremonies, to Alice

Rainbird. This time the cannon burst with a most terrific

explosion, and made a puppy bark.

My peerless bride was, at the period of which we now
treat, in captivity at Miss Grimmer's. Drowvey and Grim-

mer is the partnership, and opinion is divided which is the

greatest beast. The lovely bride of the colonel was also

immured in the dungeons of the same establishment. A
vow was entered into, between the colonel and myself, that

» Aged eight.
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we would cut them out on the following Wednesday when

walking two and two.

Under the desperate circumstances of the case, the active

brain of the colonel, combining with his lawless punuit (he

is a pirate), suggested an attack with fireworks. This, how-

ever, from motives of humanity, was abandoned as too ex-

pensive.

Lightly armed with a paper-knife buttoned up under his

jacket, and waving the dreaded black flag at the end of a

cane, the colonel took command of me at two p.m. on the

eventful and appointed day. He had drawn out the plan of

attack on a piece of paper, which was roll ;d up round a

hoop-stick. He showed it to me. My position and my full-

length portrait (but my real ears don't stick out horizontal)

was behind a comer lamp-post, with written orders to remain

there till I should see Miss Drowvey fall. The Drowvey who

was to fall was the one in spect^'-'^s, not the one with the

large lavender bonnet. At thr ' was to rush forth,

seize my bride, and fight my >. e lane. There a

junction would be effected betweeu nd the colonel

;

and putting our brides behind us, between ourselves and

the palings, we were to conquer or die.

The enemy appeared,—approached. Waving his black

flag, the colonel attacked. Confusion ensued. Anxiously I

awaited my signal; but my signal came not. So far from

falling, the hated Drowvey in spectacles appeared to me to

have muffled the colonel's head in his outlawed banner, and

to be pitching into him with a parasol. The one in the

lavender bonnet also performed prodigies of valour with her

fists on his back. Seeing that all was for the moment

lost, I fought my desperate way hand to hand to the lane.

Through taking the back road, I was so fortunate as to meet

nobody, and arrived there uninterrupted.

It seemed an age ere the colonel joined me. He had

been to the jobbing tailor's to be sewn up in several places,

and attributed our defeat to the refusal of the detested

Drowvey to fall. Finding her so obstinate, he had said to

her " Die, recreant* " but had found her no more open to

reason on that point than the other.

My blooming bride appeared, accompanied by the colonel's

bride, at the dancing-school next day. What? Was her

face averted from me? K. h? Even so. With a look of

iiM iipii
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scorn, she put into my hand a bit of paper, and took another

partner. On the paper was pencilled, "Heavens! Can 1

write the word? Is my husband a cow? "

In the first bewilderment of my heated brain, I tried to

think what slanderer could have traced my family to the

ignoble animal mentioned above. Vain were my endeavours.

At the end of that dance I whispered the colonel to come

into the cloak-room, and I showed him the note.

" There is a syllable wanting," said he, with a gloomy brow^
•* Hah! What syllable? " was my inquiry.

" She asks, can she write the word? And no; you see

she ''uu! '<i 't," saif! the colonel, pointing out the passage.

" And the word was? " said L
" Cow—cow—coward," hissed the pirate-colonel in my ear,

and gave me back the note.

Feeling that I must for ever tread the earth a branded

boy,—person I mean—or that I must clear up my honour,

I demanded to be tried by a cuurt-martial. The colonel

admitted my right to be tried. Some difficulty was found in

composing the court, on account of the Emperor of France's

aunt refusing to let him come out. He was to be the presi-

dent. Ere yet we had appointed a substitute, he made
his escape over the back wall, and stood among us, a free

monarch.
The court was held on the grass by the pond. I recognized,

in a certain admiral among my judges, my deadliest foe. \
cocoa-nut had given rise to language that I could not brook

;

but confiding in my innocence, and also in the knowledge

that the President of the United States (who sat next him)

owed me a knifo, I braced myself for the ordeal.

It was a solemn spectacle, that court. Two executioners

with pinafores reversed led me in. Under the shade of an

umbrella I perceived my bride, supported by the bride of the

pirate-colonel. The president, having reproved a littlt *cmale

ensign for tittering, on a matter of life or death, called jpon

me to plead, " Coward or no coward, guilty or not 'guilty?
"

I pleaded in a firm tone, " No coward and not guilt> ." (The

little female ensign being again reproved by the president for

misconduct, mutinied, left the court, and threw stones.)

My implacable enemy, the admiral, conducted the case

against me. The colonel's bride was called to prove that I

had remained behind the comer lamp-post during the
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engagement. I might have been spared the anguish of my
own bride's being also made a witness to the same point,

but the admiral knew where to wound me. Be still, my
soul, no matter. The colonel was then brought forward with

his evidence.

It was for this point I had saved myself up, as the turning-

point of my case. Shaking myself free of my guards,

—who had no business to hold me, the stupids, unless I was

found guilty,—I asked the colonel what he considered the

first duty of a soldier? Ere he could reply, the President of

the United States rose and informed the court, that my foe,

the admiral, had suggested " Braver}'," and that prompting a

witness wasn't fair. The president of the court immediately

ordered the admiral's mouth to be filled with leaves, and tied

up with string. I had the satisfaction of seeing the sentence

carried into effect before the proceedings went further.

I then took a paper from my trousers-pocket, and asked,
" What do you consider, Col. Redforth,the first duty of a

soldier? Is it obedience?
"

" It is," said the colonel.
" Is that paper—please to look at it—in your hand? "

" It is," said the colonel.

" Is it a military sketch? "

" It is," said the colonel.

" Of an engagement? "

" Quite so," said the colonel.

"Of the late engagement?"
" Of the late engagement."
" Please to describe it, and then hand it to the president

of the court."

From that triumphant moment my sufferings and my
dangers were at an end. The court rose up and jumped, on

discovering that I had strictly obeyed orders. My foe, the

admiral, who though muzzled was malignant yet, contrived to

suggest that I was dishonoured by having quitted the field.

But the colonel himself had done as much, and gave his

opinion, upon his word and honour as a pirate, that when all

was lost the field might be quitted without disgrace. I was

going to be found " No coward and not guilty," and my
blooming bride was going to be publicly restored to my arms

in a procession, when an u.alooked-for event disturbed the

general rejoicing. This was no other than the Emperor of
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France's aunt catching hold of his hair. The proceedii^

abruptly terminated, and the court tumultuously dissolved.

It was when the shades of the next evening but one were

beginning to fall, ere yet the silver beams of Luna touched

the earth, that four forms might have been described slowly

advancing towards the weeping willow on the borders of the

pond, the now deserted scene of the day before yesterday's

agonies and triumphs. On a nearer approach, and by a

practised eye, these might have been identified as the forms

of the pirate-colonel with his bride, and of the day before

yesterday's gallant prisoner with his bride.

On the beauteous faces of the Nymphs dejection sat en-

throned. All four reclined under the willow for some minutes

without speaking, till at length the bride of the colonel

poutingly observed, " It's of no use pretending any more,

and we had better give it up."
" Hah !" exclaimed the pirate. "Pretending?"
•' Don't go on like that; you worry me," returned his bride.

The lovely bride of TinkUng echoed the incredible declara-

tion. The two warriors exchanged stony glances.

" If," said the bride of the pirate-colonel, " grown-up people

won't do what they ought to do, and will put us out, what

comes of our pretending?
"

" We only get into scrapes," said the bride of Tinkling.

" You know very well," pursued the colonel's bride, " that

Miss Drowvey wouldn't fall. You complained of it yourself.

And you know how disgracefully the court-martial ended.

As to our marriage; would my people acknowledge it at

home? "
.J ,. u -J" Or would my people acknowledge ours? " said the bnde

of Tinkling.

Again the two warriors exchanged stony glances.

" If you knocked at the door and claimed me, after you

were told to go away," said the colonel's bride, " you would

only have your hair pulled, or your ears, or your nose."

" If you persisted in ringing at the bell and claiming me,"

said the bride of Tinkling to that gentleman, " you would

have things dropped on your head from the window over the

handle, or you would be played upon by the garden-

engine."
" And at your own homes," resumed the bride of the

colonel, " it would be just as bad. You would be sent ta
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bed, or something equally undignified. Again, how would
you support us?"
The pirate-colonel replied in a courageous voice, " By

rapine!" But his bride retorted, " Suppose the grown-up
people wouldn't be rapined?" "Then," said the colonel,
" they should pay the penalty in blood."

—
" But suppose

they should object," retorted his bride, " and wouldn't pay
the penalty in blood or anything else?

"

A mournful silence ensued.

"Then do you no longer love me, Alice?* asked the

colonel.
" Redforth! I am ever thine," returned his ^6.!,''..

"Then do you no longer love me, Nettie? ' asked the

present writer.
" Tinkling! I am ever thine," returned my bride.

We all four embraced. Let me not be misunderstood by
the giddy. The colonel e^-ibraced his own bride, and I em-
braced mine. But two times two make four.

" Nettie and I," said Alice mournfully, " have been con-

sidering our position. The grown-up people are too strong

for us. They make us ridiculous. Besides, they have
changed the times. William Tinkling's baby brother was
christened yesterday. What took place? Was any king

present? Answer, William."

I said No, unless disguised as Great-uncle Chopper.

"Any queen? "

There had been no queen that I knew of at our house.

There might have been one in the kitchen: but I didn't

think so, oi the servants would have mentioned it.

"Any fairies?"

None that were visible.

" We had an idea among us, I think," said Alice, with a
melancholy smile, " we four, that Miss Grimmer would prove

to be the wicked fairy, and would come in at the christening

with her crutch-stick, and give the child a bad gift. Was
there anything of that sort? Answer, William."

I said that ma had said afterwards (and so she had), that

Great-uncle Chopper's gift was a shabby one ; but she hadn't

said a bad one. She had called it shabby, electrotyped,

second-hand, and below his income.
" It must be the grown-up people who have changed all

this," said Alice. " We couldn't have changed it, if we had
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been so inclined, and we should never have been. Or perhaps

Miss Grimmer is a wicked fairy after all, and won't act up
to it because tiie grown-up people have persuaded her not

to. Either way, Uiey would make us ridiculous if we told

them what we expected."
" Tyrants !

" muttered the pirate-colonel.

" Nay, my Redforth," said Alice, " say not so. Call not

names, my Redforth, or they will apply to pa."
" Let 'em," said the colonel. " I do not care. Who's

he?
"

Tinkling here undertook the perilous task of remonstrat-

ing with his lawless friend, who consented to withdraw the

moody expressions above quoted.
" What remains for us to do? " Alice went on in 1 d,

wise way. " We must educate, we must pretend ir. »iew

manner, we must wait."

The colonel clenched his teeth—four out in front, and a

piece of another, and he had been twice dragged to the door

of a dentist-despot, but had escaped from his guards. " How
educate? How pretend in a new manner? How wait? "

" Educate the grown-up people," replied Alice. " We part

to-night. Yes, Redforth,"—for the colonel tucked up his

cuffs,
—" part to-night ! Let us in these next holidajs, now

going to begin, throw our thoughts into something educational

for the grown-up people, hinting to them how things ought
to be. Let us veil our meaning under a mask of romance

;

you, I, and Nettie. William Tinkling being the plainest and
quickest writer, shall copy out. Is it agreed? "

The colonel answered sulkily, " I don't mind." He then
asked, " How about pretending?

"

" We will pretend," said Alice, " that we are children ; not

that we are those grown-up people who won't help us out as

they ought, and who understand us so badly."

The colonel, still much dissatisfied, growled, " How about
waiting?

"

" We will wait," answered little Alice, taking Nettie's hand
in hers, and looking up to the sky, "we will wait—ever

constant and true— ' 11 the times have got so changed as that

everjlhing helps us out, and nothing makes us ridiculous,

and the fairies have come back. We will wait—ever constant

and true—till we are eighty, ninety, or one hundred. And
then the fairies will send us children, and we will iielp them
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out, poor pretty Uttle creatures, if they pretend ever so

°^
"^So we wiU, dear," said Nettie Ashford, taking her round

the waist with both arms and kissing her. " And now if my

husband will go and buy some cherries for us, I have got

some money." . , , 1 ^ vu
In the friendliest manner ^ invited the colonel to go with

me- but he so far forgot himself as to acknowledge the

invitation by kicking out beh-nd, and then lying down on his

stomach on the grass, p. -.ng it up and chewing it. When

I came back, however, Alice had nearly brought hun out ot

his vexation, and was soothing him by teUmg him how soon

we should all be ninety.
, i.

• /f„;.

As we sat undv the willow-tree and ate the cherries (fair,

for Alice shared them out), we played at bemg ninety.

Nettie complained that she had a bone m her old back, and

it made her hobble; and Alice sang a song m an old woman s

wav, but it was very p.etty, and we were all merry^ At

lea^t, I don't know about merry exactly, but all comfortable.

There was a most tremendous lot of cherries; and Alice

always had with her some neat little bag or box or case, to

hold things. In it that night was a tmy wine-glass, bo

Alice and Nettie said they would make some cherry-wme to

drink our love at parting. j »„^u
Each of us had a glassful, and it was delicious ;

and each

of us drank the toast, " Our love at parting. Jhe folonel

drank his wine last; and it got into mv head directly that

it got into his directly. Anyhow, his eyes rolled immediately

after he had turned the glass upside down; and he took rne

on one side and proposed in a hoarse whisper, that we should

" Cut 'em out still."
, ,

_ ,

" How did he mean? " I asked my lawless friend.

" Cut our brides out," said the colonel, and then cut

our way, without going down a single turning, bang to the

^^We'mkhrhave tried it, though I didn't think it would

answer • only we looked round and saw that there was nothmg

but moonlight under the willow tree, and that our pretty,

pretty wiv^ were gone. We burst out crying. The colonel

^ve in second, and came to first; but he gave in strong

We were ashamed of our red eyes, and hung about for halt-

an-hour to whiten them. Likewise a piece of chalk round
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the rims, I doing the colonel's and he mine, but afterwards

found in the bedroom looking-glass not natural, besides in-

flammation. Our conversation turned on being ninety. The

colonel told me he had a pair of boots that wanted soling

and heeling; but he thought it hardly worth while to

mention it to his father, as he himself should su soon be

ninety, when he thought shoes would be more convenient.

The colonel also told me, with his hand upon his hip, that he

felt himself already getting on in life, and turning rheumatic.

And I told him the same. And when they said at our house

at supper (they are always bothering about something) that

I stooped, I felt so glad

!

This is the end of the beginning-part that you were to

believe most.

PART II

ROMANCE. FROM THE PEN OF MISS ALICE RAINBIRD ^

There was once a king, and he had a queen; and he was

the manliest of his sex, and she was the loveliest of hers.

The king was, in his private profession, under government.

The queen's father had been a medical man out of town.

They had nineteen children, and were always having more.

Seventeen of these children took care of the baby; and Alicia,

the eldest, took care of them all. Their ages varied from

seven years to seven month j.

Let us now resume our f tory.

One day t' e king was going to the office, when he stopped

at the fishmonger's to buy a pound and a half of salmon not

too near the tail, which the queen (who was a careful house-

keeper) had requested him to send home. Mr. Pickles, the

fishmonger, said " Certainly, Sir; is there any other article?

Good morning."

The king went on towards the office in a melancholy mood;

for quarter-day was such a long way off, and several of the

dear children were growing out of their clothes. He had not

proceeded far, when Mr. Pickles's errand-boy came running

* Aged.seven.
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after him, and said, " Sir, you didn't notice the old lady in our

shop."
. . ^^ ^ „

" What old lady? " inquired the king. I saw none.

Now the king had not seen any old lady, because this old

lady had been invisible to him, though visible to Mr. Pickles's

boy. Probably because he messed and splashed the water

about to that degree^ and flopped the pairs of soles down in

that violent manner, that, if she had not been visible to him,

he would have spoilt her clothes.

Just then the old lady came trotting up. She was dressed

in shot-silk of the richest quality, smelling of dried lavender,

" King Watkins the First, I believe? " said the old lady.

" Watkins," replied the king, " is my name."
" Papa, if I am not mistaken, of the beautiful Princess

Alicia? " said the old lady.
" And of eighteen other dariings," replied the king.

" Listen. You are going to the office," said the old lady.

It instantly flashed upon the king that she must be a fairy,

or how could she know that? ...
" You are right," said the old lady, answering his thoughts.

"
I am the good Fairy Grandmarina. Attend! When you

return home to dinner, politely invite the Princess Alicia to

have some of the salmon you bought just now."
" It may disagree with her," said the king.

The old lady became so very angry at this absurd idea,

that the king was quite alarmed, and humbly begged her

" We hear a great deal too much about this thing disagree-

ing, and that thing disagreeing," said the old lady, with the

greatest contempt it was possible to express. " Don t be

greedy. I think you want it all yourself."

The king hung his head under this reproof, and said he

wouldn't talk about things disagreeing any more.

" Be good, then," said the Fairy Grandmarina, and don t.

When the beautiful Princess Alicia consents to partake of

the salmon,—as I think she will,—you will find she will leave

a fish bone on her plate. Tell her to dry it, and to rub it,

and to polish it till it shines like mother-of-peari, and to take

care of it as a present from me."

"Is that all? "asked the king.
, ,. ^ j

"Don't be impatient, Sir," returned the fair>' Grand-

marina, scolding him severely. " Don't catch people short,
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before they have done speaking. Just the way with you

erown-up persons. You are always doing it."

The king again hung his head, and said he wouldn t do so

any more. j j > i

" Be good, then," said the Fairy Grandmanna, and don t

!

Tell the Princess Alicia, with my love, that the fish-bone is a

magic present which can only be used once; but that it will

bring her, that once, whatever she wishes for, provided she

WISHES FOR IT AT THE RIGHT TIME. That is the messagc.

Take care of it."
., „ .

The king was beginning, " Might I ask the reason? when

the fairy became absolutely furious.

" Will you be good. Sir? " she exclaimed, stamping her foot

on the ground. " The reason for this, and the reason for

that, indeed! You are always wanting the reason. No

reason. There! Hoity toity me! I am sick of your grown-

up reasons." ,,,,,,.,«•
The king was extremely frightened by the old lady s flying

into such a passion, and said he was very sorry to have

offended her, and he wouldn't ask for reasons any more.

" Be good, then," said the old lady, " and don't 1

"

With those words, Grandmarina vanished, and the kmg

went on and on and on, till he came to the office. There he

wrote and wrote and wrote, till it was time to go home again.

Then he politely invited the Princess Alicia, as the fairy had

directed him, to partake of the salmon. And when she had

enjoyed it very much, he saw the fish-bone on her plate, as

the fairy had told him he would, and he delivered the fairy's

message, and the Princess Alicia took care to dr>' the bone,

and to rub it, and to polish it, till it shone like mother-of-pearl.

And so, when the queen was going to get up in the morn-

ing, she said, " 0, dear me, dear me; my head, my head!

"

and then she fainted away.

The Princess Alicia, who happened to be looking in at the

chamber-door, asking about breakfast, was very much

alarmed when she saw her royal mamma in this state, and

she rang the bell for Peggy, which was the name of the lord

chamberlain. But remembering where the smelling-bottle

was, she climbed on a chair and got it; and after that she

climbed on another chair by the bedside, and held the

smelling-bottle to the queen's nose; and after that she

jumped down and got some water; and after that she
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jumped up again and wetted the queen's forehead; and, in

short, when the lord chamberlain came in, that dear old
woman said to the little princess, " What a trot you are ! I

couldn't have done it better myself !

"

But that was not the worst of the good queen's illness. 0,
no ! She was very ill indeed, for a long time. The Princess
Alicia kept the seventeen young princes and princesses quiet,

and dressed and undressed and danced the baby, and made
the kettle boil, and heated the soup, and swept the hearth,
and poured out the medicine, and nursed the queen, and did
all that ever she could, and was as busy, busy, busy as busy
could be; for there were not many servants at that palace
for three reasons: because the king was short of money,
because a rise in his office never seemed to come, and because
quarter-day was so far off that it looked almost as far off

and as little as oni' of the stars.

But on the morning when the queen fainted away, where
was the magic fish-bone.^ Why, there it was in the Princess
Alicia's pocket! She had almost taken it out to bring the
queen to life again, when she put it back, and looked for the
smelling-bottle.

After the queen had come out of her swoon that morning,
and was dozing, the Princess Alicia hurried upstairs to tell a
most particular secret to a most particularly confidential

friend of hers, who was a duchess. People did suppose her
to be a doll; but she was really a duchess, though nobody
knew it except the princess.

This most particular secret was the secret about the magic
fish-bone, the history of which was well known to the duchess,
because the princess told her everything. The princess

kneeled down by the bed on which the duchess was lying,

full-dressed and wide awake, and whispered the secret to her.

The duchess smiled and nodded. People might have sup-
posed that she never smiled and nodded ; but ic often did,

though nobody knew it except the princess.

Then the Princess Alicia hurried downstairs again, to keep
watch in the queen's room. She often kept watch by herself

in the queen's room; but every evening, while the illness

lasted, she sat there watchinf with the king. And every
evening the king sat looking at her with a cross look, wonder-
ing why she never brought out the magic fish-bone. As
often as she noticed this, she ran upstairs, vhispered the

_L,
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secret to the duchess over again, and said to the duchess

besides,
" They think we children never have a reason or a

meaning! " And the duchess, though the most fashionable

duchess that ever was heard of, winked her eye.

" AUcia," said the kinr, one evening, when she wished mm
good night.
" Yes, papa."
" What is become of the magic fish-bone?

"In my pocket, papa!"
" I thought you had lost it?

"

"Oh, no, papa!"
" Or forgotten it?

"

" No, indeed, papa."
.

And so another time the dreadful little snappmg pug-dog,

next door, made a rush at one of the young princes as he stood

on the steps coming home from school, and terrified him out

of his wits ; and he put his hand through a pane of glas. and

bled, bled, bled. When the seventeen other young pnnces

and princesses saw him bleed, bleed, bleed, they were terri-

fied out of their wits too, and screamed themselves black ir,

their seventeen faces all at once. But the Princess Alicia

put her hands over all their seventeen mouths, one after

another, and persuaded them to be quiet because of the sick

queen. And then she put the wounded prince'j hand in a

basin of fresh cold water, while they stared with their twice

seventeen are thirty-four, put down four and carry three,

eyes, and then she looked in the hand for bits of glass, and

there were fortunately no bits of glass there. And then she

said to two chubby-legged princes, who were sturdy though

small, " Bring me in the royal rag-bag: I must snip and

stitch and cut and contrive." So these two young princes

tugged at the royal rag-bag, and lugged it in; and the Pnn-

cess Alicia sat down on the floor, with a large pair of scissors

and a needle and thread, and snipped and stitched and cut

and contrived, and made a bandage, and put it on, and it

fitted beautifully; and so when it was all done, she saw the

king her papa looking on by the door.

" Alicia."
" Yes, papa."
" What have you been doing?

"
^^

" Snipping, stitching, cutting, and contriving, papa.

" Where is the magic fish-bone?
"

v'-'Kiit,'- Ji^r-'x^.s^
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" In my pocket, papa."
*' I thought you had lost it?

"

" 0, no, papa."
"Or forgotten it?"
*' No, indeed, papa."
After that, she ran upstairs to the duchess, and told her

-what had passed, and told her the secret over again; and the
duchess shook her flaxen curls, and laughc -ath her rosy
lips.

Well! and so another time the baby fell under the grate.
The seventeen young princes and princesses were used to it;

for they were almost always falling under the grate or down
the stairs ; but the baby was not used to it yet, and it gave
him a swelled face and a black eye. The way the poor little

darling came to tumble was, that he was out of the Princess
Alicia's lap just as she was sitting, in a great coarse apron
that quite smothered her, in front of the kitchen fire, begin-
ning to peel the turnips for the broth for diimer; and the way
she came to be doing that was, that the king's cook had run
away that morning with her own true love, who was a very
tall but very tipsy soldier. Then the seventeen young princes
and princesses, who cried at everything that happened,
cried and roared. But the Princess Alicia (who couldn't help
crying a little herself) quietly called to them to be still, on
account of not throwing back the queen upstairs, who was
fast getting well, and said, " Hold your tongues, you wicked
little monkeys, every one of you, while I examine baby!

"

Then she examined baby, and found that he hadn't broken
anything; and she held cold iron to his poor dear eye, and

' smoothed his poor dear face, and he presently fell asleep in
her arms. Then she said to the seventeen princes and prin-
cesses, " I am afraid to let him down yet, lest he should wake
and feel pain; be good, and you shall all be cooks." They
jumped for joy when they heard that, and began making
themselves cooks' caps out of old newspapers. So to one
she gave the salt-box, and to one she gave the barley, and to
one she gave the herbs, and to one she gave the fumips, and to
-one she gave the carrots, and to one she gave the onions, and
to one she gave the spice-box, till they were all cooks, and all

nmning about at work, she sitting in the middle, smothered
in the great coarse apron, nursing baby. By-and-by the
broth was done; and the baby woke up, smiling like an
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angel, and was trusted to the sedatest princess to hold, while

the other princes and princesses were squeezed into a far-off

corner to look at the Princess Alicia turning out the sauce-

panful of broth, for fear (as they were always getting into

trouble) they should get splashed and scalded. When the

broth came tumbling out, steaming beautifully, and smelling

like a nosegay good to eat, they clapped their hands. That

made the babv clap his hands; and that, and his looking as

if he had a comic toothache, made all the princes and prm-

cesses laugh. So the Princess Alicia said, " Laugh and be

good; and after dinner we will make him a nest on the floor

in a comer, and he shall sit in his nest and see a dance of

eighteen cooks." That delighted the young princes and

princesses, and they ate up all the broth, and washed up all

the plates and dishes, and cleared away, and pushed the

table into a comer; and then they in their cooks' caps, and

the Princess Alicia in the smothering coarse apron that

belonged to the cook that had run away with her own true

love that was the ver>' tall but very tipsy soldier, danced a

dance of eighteen cooks before the angelic baby, who forgot

his swelled face and his black eye, and crowed with joy.

And so then, once more the Princess Alicia saw Kmg
Watkins the lirst, her father, standing in the doorway

looking on, and he said, "What have you been Ar>u-y,

Alicia?
"

" Cooking and contriving, papa.
^^

•* What else have you been doing, Alicia ?

•' Keeping the children light-hearted, papa."

" Where is the magic fish-bone, Alicia?
"

" In my pocket, papa."
" I thought you had lost it?

"

"Oh, no, papa!"

"Or forgotten it?"
" No, mdeed, papa."

.

The king then sighed so heavily, and seemed so low-spirited,

and sat down so miserably, leaning his head upon his hand

and his elbow upon the kitchen-table pushed away m the

comer, that the seventeen princes and princesses crept softly

out of the kitchen, and left him alone with the Princess

Alicia and the angelic baby.
" What is the matter, papa? "

" I am dreadfully poor, my child."
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" Have you no money at all^ papa ?

"

"None,mychUd."
" Is there no way of getting any, papa? "

" No way," said the king. " I have tried very hard, and
I have tried all ways."
When she heard those last words, the Princess Alicia

began to put her hand into the pocket where she kept the

magic fish-bone.
'* Papa," said she, " when we have tried very hard, and

tried all ways, we must have done our very, very best ?
"

" No doubt, Alicia."
" When we have done our very, very best, papa, and that

is not enough, then I think the right time must have come
for asking help of others." This was the very secret con-

nected with the magic fish-bone, which she had found out

for herself from the good Fairy Grandmarina's words, and
which she had so often whispered to her beautiful and
fashionable friend, the duchess.

So she took out of her pocket the magic fish-bone, that

had been dried and rubbed and polished till it shone like

mother-of-pearl; and she gave it one little kiss, and wished

it was quarter-day. And immediately it was quarter-day;

and the king's quarter's salary came rattling down the chim-

ney, and bounced into the middle of the floor.

But this was not half of what happened,—no, not a

quarter; for immediately afterwards the good Fairy Grand-
marina came riding in, in a carriage and four (peacocks),

with Mr. Pickles's boy up behind, dressed in silver and gold,

with a cocked-hat, powdered-hair, pink silk stockings, a

jewelled cane, and a nosegay. Down jumped Mr. Pickles's

boy, with his cocked-hat in his hand, and wonderfully polite

(being entirely changed by enchantment), and handed Grand-

marina out; and there she stood, in her rich shot-silk

smelling of dried lavender, fanning herself with a sparkling

fan.

"Alicia, my dear," said this charming old fairy, "how
do you do? I hope I see you pretty well? Give me a kiss."

The Princess Alicia embraced her; and then Grandmarina
turned to the king, and said rather sharply, " Are you
good?"
The king said he hoped so.

" I suppose you know the reason now, why my god-
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daughter here," kissina: the princess again, " did not apply

to the fish-bone sooner? " said the fairy.

The king made a shy bow.
" Ah ! but you didn't then f " said the fairy.

The king made a shyer bow.
" Any more reasons to ask for? " said the fairy.

The king said, No, and he was very sorry.

" Be good, then," said the fairy, " and live happy ever

afterwards."

Then Grandmarina waved her fan, and the queen canie in

most splendidly dressed; and the seventeen young princes

and princesses,'no longer grown out of their clothes, came in,

newly fitted out from top to toe, with tucks in everything

to admit of its being let out. After that, the fairy tapped

the Princess Alicia with her fan; and the smothering coarse

apron flew away, and she appeared exquisitely dressed, like a

little bride, with a wreath of orange-flowers and a silver veil.

After that, the kitchen dresser changed of itself into a ward-

robe, made of beautiful woods and gold and looking-glass,

which was full of dresses of all sorts, all for her and all

exactly fitting her. After that, the angelic baby came m,

running alone, with his face and eye not a bit the worse, but

much the better. Then Grandmarina begged to be intro-

duced to the duchess ; and, when the duchess was brought

down, many compliments passed between them.

A little whispering took place between the fairy and the

duchess; and then the fairy said out loud, " Yes, I thought

she would have told you." Grandmarina then turned to the

king and queen, and said, " We are going in search of Prince

Certainpersonio. The pleasure of your company is requested

at church in half an hour precisely." So she and the Princess

Ahcia got into the carriage; and Mr. Pickles's boy handed

in the duchess, who sat by herself on the opposite seat; and

then Mr. Pickles's boy put up the steps and got up behind,

and the peacocks flew away with their tails behind.

Prince Certainpersonio was sitting by himself, eating

barley-sugar, and waiting to be ninety. When he saw the

peacocks, followed by the carriage, coming in at the window,

it immediately occurred to him that something uncommon

was going to happen.
^^

" Prince," said Grandmarina, *' I bring you your bride.

The moment the fairy said those words, Prince Certain-
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pcrsonio's face left off being sticky, and his jacket and cor-
duroys changed to peach-bloom velvet, and his hair curled,
and a cap and feather flew in like a bird and settled on his
head. He got mto the carriage by the fairy's invitation;
and there he renewed his acquaintance with the duchess,
whom he had seen before.

In the church were the prince's relations and friends, and
the Princess Alicia's relations and friends, and the seventeen
princes and princesses, and the baby, and a crowd of the
neighbours. The marriage was beautiful beyond expression.
The duchess was bridesmaid, and beheld the ceremony from
the pulpit, where she was supported by the cushion of the
desk.

Grandmarina gave a magnificent wedding-feast afterwards,
in which there was everything and more to eat, and every-
thing and more to drink. The wedding-cake was delicately
ornamented with white satin ribbons, frosted silver, and
white lilies, and was forty-two yards round.
When Grandmarina had drunk her love to the young

couple, and Prince Certainpersonio had made a speech, and
everybody had cried. Hip, hip, hip, hurrah! Grandmarina
announced to the king and queen that in future there would
be eight quarter-days in every year, except in leap-year, when
there would be ten. She then turned to Certainpersonio
and Alicia, and said, " My dears, you will ha\ e thirty-five
children, and they will all be good and beautiful. Seventeen
of your children will be boys, and eighteen will be girls.

The hair of the whole of your children will curl naturally.
They will never have the measles, and will have recovered
from the whooping-cough before being bom."
On hearing such good news, everybody cried out " Hip,

hip, hip, hurrah! " again.
" It only remains," said Grandmarina in conclusion, " to

make an end of the fish-bone."

So she took it from the hand of the Princess Alicia, and
it instantly flew down the throat of the dreadful little snap-
ping pug-dog, next door, and choked him, and he expired in
convulsions.
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PART III

ROMANCE. FROM THE PEN OF LIEUT.-COL. ROBIN REDFORTH >

The subject of our present narrative would appear to have

devoted himself to the pirate profession at a comparatively

early age. We find him in command of a splendid schooner

of one hundred guns loaded to the muzzle, ere yet he had

had a party in honour of his tenth birthday.

It seems that our hero, considering himself spited by a

Latin-grammar master, demanded the satisfaction due from

one man of honour to another. Not getting it, he privately

withdrew his haughty spirit from such low company, bought

a second-hand pocket-pistol, folded up some sandwiches in a

paper bag, made a bottle of Spanish liquorice-water, and

entered on a career of valour.

It were tedious to follow Boldheart (for such was his

name) through the commencing stages of his story. Suffice

it, that we find him bearing the rank of Capt. Boldheart,

reclining in full uniform on a crimson hearth-rug spread out

upon the quarter-deck of his schooner " The Beauty," in the

Oiina seas. It was a lovely evening; and, as his crew lay

grouped about him, he favoured them with the following

melody:
O landsmen are folly

O pirates are jolly

O diddleum Dolly,
Di.

Chorus.—Heave yo.

The soothing effect of these animated sounds floating over

the waters, as the common sailors united their rough voices

to take up the rich tones of Bo?dheart, may be more easily

conceived than described.

It was under these circumstances that the look-out at the

masthead gave the word, " Whales!

"

All was now activity.

" Where away? " cried Capt. Boldheart, starting up.
'* Cta the larboard bow, Sir," replied the fellow at the

masthead, touching his hat. For such was the height of

* Aged Dine
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discipline on board of "The Beauty," that, even at that
height, he was obliged to mind it, or be shot through the
head.

" This adventure belongs to me," said Boldheart. " Boy,
my harpoon. Let no man follow; " and leaping alone into
his boat, the captain rowed with admirable dexterity in the
direction of the monster.

All was now excitement.
" He nears him !

" said an elderly seaman, following the
captain through his spy-glass.

" He strikes him !

" said another seaman, a meie stripling,

but also with a spy-glass.
" He tows him towards us! " said another seaman, a man

in the full vigour of life, but also with a spy-glass.
In fact, the captain was seen approaching, with a huge

bulk following. We will not dwell on the deafening cries of
" Boldheart ! Boldheart !

" with which he was received, when,
carelessly leaping on the quarter-deck, he presented his prize
to his men. They afterwards made two thousand four
hundred and seventeen pound ten and sixpence by it.

Ordering the sail to be braced up, the captain now
stood W.N.W. " The Beauty " flew rather than floated over
the dark blue waters. Nothing particular occurred for a
fortnight, except taking, with considerable slaughter, four
Spanish galleons, and a snow from South America, all richly
laden. Inaction began to tell upon the spirits of the men.
Capt. Boldheart called all hands aft, and said, " My lads, I
hear there are discontented ones among ye. Let any such
staid forth."

After some murmuring, in which the expressions, " Ay,
ay, Sir! " " Union Jack! " " Avast," " Starboard," " Port,"
•' Bowsprit," and similar indications of a mutinous under-
current, though subdued, were audible. Bill Boozey, captain
of the foretop, came out from the rest. His form was that
of a giant, but he quailed under the captain's eye.

" What are your wrongs? " said the captain.
" Why, d'ye see, Capt. Boldheart," replied the towering

mariner, " I've sailed, man and boy, for many a year, but I
never yet know'd the milk served out for the ship's com-
pany's teas to be so sour as 'tis aboard this craft."
At this moment the thrilling cry, "Man overboard!'*

announced to the astonished ciew that Boozey, in stepping

^
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back, as the captain (in mere thoughtfulness) laid his hand

upon the faithful pocket-pistol which he wore in his belt,

had lost his balance, and was struggling with the foaming

tide.

All was now stupefaction.

But with Captain Boldheart, to throw off his uniform coat,

regardless of the various rich orders with which it was

decorated, and to plunge into the sea after the drowning giant,

was the work of a moment. Maddening was the excitement

when boats were lowered ; intense the joy when the captain

was seen holding up the drowningman with his teeth ; deafen-

ing the cheering when both were restored to the main deck of

" The Beauty." And, from the instant of his changing his

wet clothes for dry ones, Capt. Boldheart had no such

devoted though humble friend as William Boozey.

Boldheart now pointed to the horizon, and called the

attention of his crew to the taper spars of a ship lying snug

in harbour under the guns of a fort.

"She shall be ours at sunrise." lid he. "Serve out a

double allowance of gro^, and t
'• "or action."

All was now preparation.

When morning dawned, aftt - ileepless night, it was

seen that the stranger was crowumg on all sail to come out

of the harbour and offer battle. As the two ships came

nearer to each other, the stranger fired a gun and hoisted

Roman colours. Boldheart then perceived her to be the

Latin-grammar master's bark. Such indeed she was, and

had been tacking about the world in unavailing pursuit, from

the time of his first taking to a roving life.

Boldheart now addressed his men, promising to blow them

up if he should feel convinced that their reputation required

it, and giving orders that the Latin-grammar master should

be taken alive. He then dismissed them to their quarters,

and the fight began with a broadside from " The Beauty."

She then veered around, and poured in another. " The

Scorpion " (so was the bark of the Latin-grammar master

appropriately called) was not slow to return her fire : and a

terrific cannonading ensued, in which the guns of "The
Beauty " did tremendous execution.

The' Latin-grammar master was seen upon the poop, in

the midst of the smoke and fire, encouraging his men. To

do him justice, he was no craven, though his white hat, his
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sbcvt^y trousers, and his long snuff-coloured surtout reach-

ing to his heels (the self-same coat in which he had spited

Boldheart), contrasted most unfavourably with the brilliant

uniform of the latter. At this moment, Boldheart, seizing

a pike and putting himself at the head of his men, gave the

word to board.

A desperate conflict ensued in the hammock-nettings,—or

somewhere in about that direction,—^until the Latin-grammar
master, having all his mast;> t^one, his hull and rigging shot

through, and seeing Boldheart slashini; a path towards him,

hauled down his flag himself, gave up his sword to Bold-

heart, and asked for quarter. Scarce had he been put into

the captain's boat, ere " The Scorpion " went down with all

on board.

On Capt. Boldheart's now assembling his men^ a circum-

stance occurred. He found it necessary with one blow of

his cutlass to kill the cook, who, having lost his brother in

the late action, was making at the Latin-grammar master in

an infuriated state, intent on his destruction with a carving-

knife.

Capt. Boldheart then turned to the Latin-grammar master,

severely reproaching him with his perfidy, and put it to his

crew what they considered that a master who spited a boy
deserved.

They answered with one voice, " Death."
" It may be so," said the captain; " but it shall never be

said that Boldheart stained his hour of triumph with the

blood of his enemy. Prepare the cutter."

The cutter was immediately prepared.
" Without taking your life," said the captain, " I must yet

for ever deprive you of the power of spiting other boys. I

shall turn you adrift in this boat. You will find in her two
oars, a compass, a bottle of rum, a small cask of water, a piece

of pork, a bag of biscuits, and my Latin grammar. Go!
and spite the natives, if you can find any."

Deeply conscious of this bitter sarcasm, the unhappy
wretch was put into the cutter, and was soon left far behind <

He made no effort to row, but was seen lying on his back
with his legs up, when last made out by the ship's tele-

scopes.

A stiff breeze now b^inning to blow, Capt. Boldheart

gave orders to keep her S.S.W., easing her a little during
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the night by falling off a point or two W. by W., or even by

W.S., if she complained much. He then retired for the

night, having in truth much need of repose. In addition to

the fatigues he had undergone, this brave officer had received

sixteen wounds in the engagement, but had not mentioned it.

In the morning a white squall came on, and was succeeded

by other squalls of various colours. It thundered and

lightened heavily for six weeks. Hurricanes then set in for

two months. Waterspouts and tornadoes followed. The
oldest sailor on board—and he was a very old one—had

never seen such weather. " The Beauty " lost all idea where

she was, and the carpenter reported six feet two of water in

the hold. Everybody fell senseless at the pumps every day^

Provisions now ran very low. Our hero put the crew on

short allowance, and put himself on shorter allowance than

any man in the ship. But his spirit kept him fat. In this

extremity, the gratitude of Boozey, the captain of the fore-

top, whom our readers may remember, was truly affecting^

The loving though lowly William repeatedly requested to be

killed, and preserved for the captain's table.

We now approach a change of affairs.

One day during a gleam of sunshine, and when the weather

had moderated, the man at the masthead—too weak now to

touch his hat, besides its having been blown away—called

out,

"Savages!"
All was now expectation.

Presently fifteen hundred canoes, each paddled by twenty

savages, were seen advancing in excellent order. They were

of a light green colour (the savages were), and sang, with

great energy, the following strain

:

Choo a choo a choo tooth.

Muntch, miintch. Nycey!
Choo a choo a choo tooth.

Muntch, mxintch. Nycey!

As the shades of night were by this time closing in, these

expressions were supposed to embody this simple people's

views of the evening hymn. But it soon appeared that

the song was a translation of " For what we are going to

receive," etc.

The chief, imposingly decorated with feathers of lively

colours, and having the majestic appearance of a fighting

' ii
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parrot, no sooner understood (he understood EngUsh per-
fectly) that the ship was " The Beauty," Capt. Boldheart,
than he fell upon his face on the deck, and could not be per-
suaded to rise until the captain had lifted him up, and told
him he wouldn't hurt him. All the rest of the savages also
fell on their faces with marks of terror, and had also to be
lifted up one by one. Thus the fame of the great Boldheart
had gone before him, even among these children of Nature.

Turtles and oysters were now produced in astonishing
numbers; and on these and yams the people made a hearty
meal. After dinner the chief told Capt. Boldheart that there
was better feeding up at the village, and that he would be
glad to take him and his officers there. Apprehensive of

treachery, Boldheart ordered his boat's crew to attend him
completely armed. And well were it for other commanders
if their precautions—but let us not anticipate.

When the canoes arrived at the beach, the darkness of

the night was illumined by the light of an immense fire.

Ordering his boat's crew (with the intrepid though illiterate

William at their head) to keep close and be upon their guard,
Boldheart bravely went on, arm in arm with the chief.

But how to depict the captain's surprise when he found a
ring of savages singing in chorus that barbarous translation
of " For what we are going so receive," etc., which has been
given above, and dancing hand in hand round the Latin-
grammar master, in a hamper with his head shaved, while
two savages floured him, before putting him to the fire to be
cooked

!

Boldheart now took counsel with his officers on the course
to be adopted. In the meantime, the miserable captive
never ceased begging pardon and imploring to be delivered.
On the generous Boldheart's proposal, it was at length
resolved that he should not be cooked, but should be allowed
to remain raw, on two conditions, namely:

1. That he should never, under any circumstances, pre-
sume to teach any boy anything any more.

2. That, if taken back to England, he should pass his life

in travelling to find out boys who wanted their exercises
done, and should do their exercises for those boys for nothing,
and never say a word about it.

Drawing the sword from its sheath, Boldheart swore him
to these conditions on its shining blade. The prisoner wept
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bitterly, and appeared acutely to feel the errors of his past
career.

The captain then ordered his boat's crew to make ready
for a volley, and after firing to re-load quickly. " And ex-

pect a score or two on ye to go head over heels," murmured
William Boozey; " for I'm a-looking at ye." With those

words, the derisive though deadly William took a good aim.
"Fire!"
The ringing voice of Boldheart was lost in the report (

f

the guns and the screeching of the savages. Volley after

volley awakened the numerous echoes. Hundreds of savages
were killed, hundreds wounded, and thousands ran howling
into the woods. The Latin-grammar master had a spare

night-cap lent him, and a long-tail coat, which he wore hind
side before. He presented a ludicrous though pitiable ap-
pearance, and serve him right.

We now find Capt. Boldheart, with this rescued wretch
on board, standing off for other islands. At one of these,

not a cannibal island, but a pork and vegetable one, he
married (only in fun on his part) the king's daughter. Here
he rested some time, receiving from the natives great quan-
tities of precious stones, gold dust, elephants' teeth, and
sandal wood, and getting very rich. This, too, though he
almost every day made presents of enormous value to his

men.
The ship being at length as full as she could hold of all

sorts of valuable things, Boldheart gave orders to weigh the
anchor, and turn " The Beauty's " head towards England.
These orders were obeyed with three cheers; and ere the
sun went down full many a hornpipe had been danced on
deck by the uncouth though agile William.

We next find Capt. Boldheart about three leagues off

Madeira, surveying through his spy-glass a stranger of sus-

picious appearance making sail towards him. On his firing

a gun ahead of her to bring her to, she ran up a flag, which
he instantly recognized as the flag from the mast in the back-
garden at home.

Inferring from this, that his father had put to sea to seek
his long-lost son, the captain sent his own boat on board the
stranger to inquire if this was so, and, if so, whether hia

father's intentions were strictly honourab e. The boat came
back with a present of greens and fresh meat, and reported

II
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that the stranger was " The Family," of twelve hund ed tons,

and had not only the captain's father on board, but also his

mother, with the majority of his aunts and uncles, and all his

cousins. It was furtiier reported to Boldheart that the whole

of tiiese relations had expressed themselves in a becoming

manner, and were anxious to embrace him and thank him

lor the glorious credit he had done them. Boldheart at once

invited them to breakfast next morning on board " The
Beauty," and gave orders for a brilliant ball that should last

all day.

It was in the course of the night that the captain dis-

covered the hopelessness of reclaiming the Latin-grammar

master. That thankless traitor was found out, as the two

ships lay near each other, communicating with " The Family "

by signals, and offering to give up Boldheart. He was

handed at the yard-arm the first thing in the morning, after

havmg it impressively pointed out to him by Boldheart that

this was what spiters came to.

The meeting between the captain and his parents was

attended with tears. His uncles and aunts would have

attended their meeting with tears too, but he wasn't going

to stand that. His cousins were very much astonished by

the size of his ship and the discipline of his men, and were

greatly overcome by the splendour of his uniform. He
kindly conducted them round the vessel, and pointed out

everything worthy of notice. He also fired his hundred

guns, and found it amusing to witness their alarm.

The entertainment surpassed everything ever seen on board

ship, and lasted from ten in the morning until seven the next

morning. Only one disagreeable incident occurred. Capt.

Boldheart found himself obliged to put his cousin Tom in

irons, for being disrespectful. On the boy's promising

amendment, however, he was humanely released after a few

hours' close confinement.

Boldheart now took hb mother down into the great cabin,

and asked after the young lady with whom, it was we'l

known to the world, he was in love.. His mother replied

that die object of his affections was then at school at Mar-

gate, for the benefit of sea-bathing (it was the month of

September), but that she feared the young lady's friends were

still opposed to the union. Boldheart at once resolved, if

necessary, to bombard the town.
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Taking the command of his ship with this intention^ and
putting all but fighting men on board " The Family/' with

orders to that vessel to keep in company, Boldheart soon

anchored in Margate Roads. Here he went ashore well-

armed, and attended by his boat's crew (at their head the

faithful though ferocious William), and demanded to see the

mayor, who came out of his office.

" Dost know the name of yon ship, mayor? " asked Bold-

heart fiercely.
'* No," said the mayor, rubbing his eyes, which he could

scarce believe, when he saw the goodly vessel riding at

•uichor.
" She is named ' The Beauty,' " said the captain.
" Hah ! " exclaimed the mayor, with a start. " And you,

then, are Capt. Boldheart? "

" The same."

A pause ensued. The mayor trembled.
" Now, mayor," said the captain, " choose ! Help me to

my bride, or be bombarded."
The mayor begged for two hours' grace, in which to make

inquiries respecting the young lady. Boldheart accorded him
but one; and during that one placed William Boozey sentry

over him, with a drawn sword, and instructions to accompany
him wherever he went, and to run him through the body if

he showed a sign of playing false.

At the end of the hour the mayor re-appeared more dead
than alive, closely waited on by Boozey more alive than dead.

" Captain," said the mayor, " I have ascertained that the

young lady is going to bathe. Even now she waits her turn

for a machine. The tide is low, though rising. I, in one of

our town-boats, shall not be su'"pected. When she comes
forth in her bathing-dress into the shallow water from behind

the hood of the machine, my boat shall intercept her and
prevent her return. Do you the rest."

*' Mayor," returned Capt. Boldheart, " thou hast saved thy
town."

The capt,ain then signalled his boat to take him off, and,

steeri'^g her himself, ordered her crew to row towards the

bathing-ground, and there to rest upon their oars. All hap-

pened as had been arranged. His lovely bride came forth,

the mayor glided in behind her, she became confused, and
had floated out of her depth, when, with one skilful touch of
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the rudder and one quivering stroke from the boat's crew, her
adoring Boldheart held her in his strong arms. There her
shrieks of terror were changed to cries of joy.

Before " The Beauty " could get under way, the hoisting
of all the flags in the town and harbour, and'the ringing of

all the bells, announced to the brave Boldheart that he had
nothing to fear. He therefore determined to be married
on the spot, and signalled for a clergyman and clerk, who
came off promptly in a sailing-boat named '* The Skylark."
Another great entertainment was then given on board " The
Beauty," in the midst of which the mayor was called out
by a messenger. He returned with the news that govern-
ment had sent down to know whether Capt. Boldheart, in

acknowledgment of the great services he had done his

country by being a pirate, would consent to be made a
lieutenant-colonel. For himself he would have spumed the
worthless boon; but his bride wished it, and he consented.
Only one thing further happened before the good ship

" Family " was dismissed, with rich presents to all on board.
It is painful to record (but such is human nature in some
cousins) that Capt. Boldheart's unmannerly Cousin Tom was
actually tied up to receive three dozen with a rope's end " for

cheekiness and making game," when Capt. Boldheart's lady
begged for him, and he was spared. " The '^eauty " then
refitted, and the captain and his bride departed :or the Indian
Ocean to enjoy themselves for evermore.

PART IV

ROMANCI. FROM THE PEN OF MISS NETTIE ASHFORD ^

There is a country, which I will show you when I get intw
maps, where the children have everything their own way. It

is a most delightful country to live in. The grown-up people
are obliged to obey the children, and are never allowed to sit

up to supper, except on their birthdays. The children order
them to make jam and jelly and marmalade, and tarts and
pies and puddings, and all manner of pastry. If they say

^ Aged half-past six.

.i- mt
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they won't, they are put in the comer till they do. They are
sometimes allowed to have some; but when they have some,
they generally have powders ^ven them afterwards.

One of the inhabitants of this country, a truly sweet young
creature of the name of Mrs. Orange, had the misfortune
to be sadly plagued by her numerous family. Her parents
required a great deal of looking after, and they had con-
nexions and companions who were scarcely ever out of

mischief. So Mrs. Orange said to herself, " I really cannot
be troubled with these torments any longer: I must put
them all to school."

Mrs. Orange took off her pinafore, and dressed herself very
nicely and took up her baby, and went out to call upon
another la r, of the name of Mrs. Lemon, who kept a pre-

paratory ' ablishment. Mrs. Orange stood upon the scraper
to pull at ae bell, and ^ive a ring-ting-ting.

Mrs. Lemon's neat little housemaid, pulling up her socks
as she came along the passage, answered the ring-ting-ting.

" Good morning," said Mrs. Orange. " Fine day. How
do you do? Mrs. Lemon at home!

"

" Yes, ma'am."
" Will you say Mrs. Orange and baby ?

"

" Yes, ma'am. Walk in."

Mrs. Orange's baby was a very fine one, and real wax all

over. Mrs. Lemon's baby was leather and bran. However,
when Mrs. Lemon came into the drawing-room ^vith her baby
in her arms, Mrs. Orange said politely, " Good morning.
Fine day. How do you do.> And how is httle Tootleum-
boots?"
"Well, she is but poorly. Cutting her teeth, ma'am,"

said Mrs. Lemon.
"0, indeed, ma'am!" said Mrs. Orange. "No fits, I

hope?"
" No, ma'am."
" How many teeth has she, ma'am ?

"

" Five, ma'am."
" My Emilia, ma'am, has eight," said Mrs. Orange. " Shall

we lay them on the mantelpiece side by side, while we
converse? "

" By all means, ma'am," said Mrs. Lemon. " Hem! "

" The first question is, ma'am," said Mrs. Orange, " I don't
bore vou ?

"

i i|
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" Not in the least, ma'am," said Mn. Lemon. " Far fr m

it, I assure you."
" Then pray have you," said Mrs. Orange,—" have you any

vacancies?"
" Yes, ma'am. How many might you require? "

" Why, the truth is, ma'am," said Mrs. Orange, " I have
come to the conclusion that my children,"—O, I forgot to

say that they call the grown-up people children in that

country !
—" that my children are getting positively too much

for me. Let me see. Two parents, two intimate friends of

theirs, one godfather, two godmothers, and an aunt. Have
you as many as eight vacancies?

"

" I have just eight, ma'am," said Mrs. Lemon.
" Most fortunate! Terms moderate, I think?

"

" Very moderate, ma'am."
" Diet good, I believe?

"

" Excellent, ma'am."
"Unlimited?"
" Unlimited."
" Most satisfactory ! Corporal punishment dispensed with ?"

" Why, we do occasionally shake," said Mrs. Lemon, " and
we have slapped. But only in extreme cases."

" Cotdd I, ma'am," said Mrs. Orange,—" could I see the

establishment?
"

" With the greatest of pleasure, ma'am," said Mrs. Lemon.
Mrs. Lemon took Mrs. Orange into the schoolroom, where

there were a number of pupils. " Stand up, children," said

Mrs. Lemon; aiid they all stood up.

Mrs. Orange whispered to Mrs. Lemon, " There is a pale,

bald child, with red whiskers, in disgrace. Might T ask what
he has done? "

" Come here. White," said Mrs. Lemon, " and tell this lady

what you have been doing."
" Betting on horses," said White sulkily.

"Are you sorry for it, you naughty child?" said Mrs.

Lemon.
" No," said White. " Sorry to lose, but shouldn't be sorry

to win."
" There's a vicious boy for you, ma'am," said Mrs. Lemon.

" Go along with you. Sir. This is Brown, Mrs. Orange. 0,

a sad case. Brown's ! Never knows when he has had enough.

Greedy. Ho ^' is your gout, Sir?
"
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" Bad," said Brown.
" What else can you expect? " said Mrs. Lemon. " Your

stomach is the size of two. Go and take exercise directly.

Mrs. Black, come here to me. Now, here is a child, Mrs.
Orange, ma'am, who is always at play. She can't be kept
at home a single day together; a'ways gadding about md
spoiling her clothes. Play, play, pUy, play, trom mormng
to night, and to morning again. How can she expect to
improve? "

" Don't expect to improve," sulked Mrs. Black. ' Don't
want to."

" There is a specimen of her temper ma'am," ^aid Mrs.
Lemon. ** To see her when she is teanng about neglecting
everything eke, you would suppose her to be at least good-
humoured. But bless you! ma'am, she is as pert and
flouncing a minx as ever ou met with in all your days!

"

" You must have a „Teat deal of trouble with them,
ma'am," said Mrs. Orange.

" Ah, I have, indeed, ma'am !
" said Mrs. Lanon. " What

with their tempers, what with their quarrels, what with
their never knowing what's good for tht.u, and what with
their always wanting to domineer, deliver me
unreasonable children '.

"

"WeU, I

Orange.

"Well, I

Lemon.
So Mrs. Orange took up her baby and -vent iiome, and

told the family that plaguet' her so that the ere all goir
;

to be sent to sohoo The said they didn t want to go '
)

school; but she pat .cd up their boxes, and packed t hem ofi.
" dear me. dear me! Rest and be thankful! ' said Mrs

Orange, throwing ht iseli i .*ck in her little armchair. " Those
troublesome troubles are yot rid of, please the pigs

!

"

Just then another k y, named Mrs. Alicumpaine^ came
calling at tip street-door with a ring-ting-ting.

wish you good morning, ma'am,

wish you good morning, ma'am,'

'om thij»e

said Mrs.

said Mrs.

My dea Mrs. Alicun paine," said Mrs. Orai.„e,

you do- i ray stay to dinner. We have but a simp
of sweet-sti , followed oy a plain dish of brt
treacle; bu f you will take us as you find us,
be so kind !

'

" D a't mention it," said Mrs. Alicumpaine, " I shall be

ow do
e joint

d and
it wiU
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too glad. But what do you think I have come for, ma'am?
Guess, ma'am."

" I really camiot guess, ma'am," said Mrs. Orange.
" Why, I am going to have a small juvenile party to-night,"

said Mrs. Alicumpaine; " and if you and Mr. Orange and
baby would but join us, we should be complete."

" More than charmed, I am sure! " said Mrs. Orange.
" So kind of you !

" said Mrs. Alicumpaine, " But I hope
the children won't bore you !

"

" Dear things! Not at all," said Mrs. Orange. " I dote

upon them."
Mr. Orange here came home from the city; and he came,

too, with a ring-ting-ting.

" James love," said Mrs. Orange, " you look tired. What
has been doing in the city to-day? "

" Trap, bat, and ball, my dear," said Mr. Orange; " and it

knocks a man up."
" That dreadfully anxious city, ma'am," said Mrs. Orange

to Mrs. Alicumpaine; " so wearing, is it not?
"

" 0, so tiding
!

" said Mrs. Alicumpaine. " John has lately

been speculating in the peg-top ring; and I often say to

him at night, ' John, is the result worth the wear and
tear?

'"

Dinner was ready by this time: so they sat down to

dinner; and while Mr. Orange carved the joint of sweet-stuff,

he said, " It's a poor heart that never rejoices. Jane, go
down to the cellar, and fetch a bottle of the Upest ginger-

beer."

At tea-time, Mr. and Mrs. Orange, and baby, and Mrs.

Alicumpaine went off to Mrs. Alicumpaine's house. The
children had not come yet; but the ball-room was ready for

them, decorated with paper flowers.

" How very sweet !
" said Mrs. Orange. " The dear things

!

How pleased they will be !

"

" I don't care for children myself," said Mr, Orange,

gaping.
" Not for girls? " said Mrs. Alicumpaine. *' Come! you

care for girls?"

Mr. Orange shook his head, and gaped again. " Frivolous

and vain, ma'am."
" My dear James," cried Mrs. Orange, who had been peep-

ing about,
'
' do look here. Here's the supper for the darlings
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ready laid in the room behind the folding-doors. Here's

their little pickled salmon, I do declare! And here's their

little salad, and their little roast beef and fowls, and their

little pastry, and their wee, wee, wee champagne !

"

" Yes, I thought it best, ma'am," said Mrs. Alicumpaine,
" that they should have their supper by themselves. Our
table is in the comer here, where the gentlemen can have

their wineglass of negus, and their egg-sandwich, and their

quiet game at beggar-my-neighbour, and look on. As for us,

ma'am, we shall have quite enough to do to manage the

company."
" O, indeed, you may say so ! Quite enough, ma'am," said

Mrs. Orange.

The company began to come. The first of them was a

stout boy, with a white top-knot and spectacles. The house-

maid brought him in and said, " Compliments, and at what

time was he to be fetched? " Mrs. Alicumpaine said, " Not
a moment later than ten. How do you do, Sir? Go and

sit down." Then a number of other children came; boys

by themselves, and girls by themselves, and boys and girls

together. They didn't behave at all well. Some ot them
looked through quizzing-glasses at others, and said, " Who
are those ? Don't know them." Some of them looked through

quizzing-glasses at others, and said, " How do? " Some of

them had cups of tea or coffee handed to them by others,

andsaid," Thanks; much!" A good many boys stood about,

and felt their shirt-collars. Four tiresome fat boys woiM
stand in the doorway, and talk about the newspapers, till

Mrs. Alicumpaine went to them and said, " My dears, I really

cannot allow you to prevent people from coming in. I shidl

be truly sorry to do it ; but, if you put yourself in everybody's

way, I must positively send you home." One boy, with

a beard and a large white waistcoat, who stood straddling

on the hearth-rug warming his coat-tails, ivas sent home.
" Highly incorrect, my dear," said Mrs. Alicumpaine, hand-

ing him out of the room, " and I cannot permit it."

There was a children's band,—harp, comet, and piano,

—

and Mrs. Alicumpaine and Mrs. Orange bustled among the

children to persuade them to take partners and dance. But

they were so obstinate! For quite a long time they would

not be persuaded to take partners and dance. Most of the

boys, said, "Thanks; much! But not at present." And
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most of the rest of the boyc said, "Thanks; much! But
never do."

" 0, these children are very wearing! " said Mrs. Alicum-
paine to Mrs. Orange.

" Dear things ! I dote upon them ; but they are wearing,"
said Mrs. Orange to Mrs. Alicumpaine.

At last they did begin in a slow and me'ancholy way to

slide about to the music; though even then they wouldn't
mind what they were told, but would have this partner and
wouldn't have that partner, and showed temper about it.

And they wouldn't smile,—no, not on any accoimt they
wouldn't; but, when the music stopped, went round and
round the room in dismal twos, as if everybody else was dead.

" O, it's very hard indeed to get these vexing children to

be entertained
!

" said Mrs. Alicumpain. to Mrs. Orange.
"I dote upon the darlings; but it .s hard," said Mrs,

Orange to Mrs. Alicumpaine.

They were trying children, that's the truth. First they
wouldn't sing when they were asked; and then, when every-

body fully believed they wouldn't, they would. " If you
serve us so any more,my lo^'e," said Mrs. Alicumpaine to a tall

child, with a good deal of white back, in mauve silk trimmed
with lace, " it will be my painful privil^e to ofiEer you a bed,

and to send you to it immediately."

The girls were so ridiculously dressed, too, that they were
in rags before supper. How <ould the boys help treading

on their trains? And yet when their trains were trodden
on, they often showed temper again, and looked as black,

they did ! However, they all seemed to be pleased when Mrs.

Alicumpaine said, " Supper b ready, children !
" And they

went crowding and pushing in, as if they had had dry bread
for dinner.

" How are the children getting on? " said Mr. Orange to

Mrs. Orange when Mrs. Orange came to look a^.er baby.
Mrs. Orange had left baby on a shelf near Mr. Orange while

he played at beggar-my-neighbour, and had asked him to

keep his eye upon her now and then.

"Most charmingly, my dear!" said Mrs. Orange. "So
droll to see their little flirtations and jealousies! Do come
and look!"

" Much obliged to you, my dear," said Mr. Orange; " but
I don't care about children myself."

<Bm
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So Mrs. Orange, having seen that baby was safe, went

back without Mr. Orange to the room where the children

were having supper.
" What are they doing now? " said Mrs. Orange to Mrs*

Alicumpaine.
, , . ,• ....

" They are making speeches, and playmg at parhament,

said Mrs. Alicumpaine, to Mrs. Orange.

On hearing this, Mrs. Orange set oflE once more back again to

Mr. Orange and said, " James dear, do come. The children

are playing at parliament."
t j ...

" Thank you, my dear," said Mr. Orange, but I don t

care about parliament myself."

So Mrs. Orange went once again without Mr. Orange to

the room where the children were having supper, to see them

playing at parliament. And she found some of the boys

crving?
" Hear, hear, hear! " while other boys cried " No,

no' "and others, " Question! " " Spoke! " and all sorts of

nonsense that you ever heard. Then one of those tiresome

fat boys who had stopped the doorway told them he was

on his legs (as if they couldn't see that he wasn't on his

head, or on his anything else) to explain, and that, with the

permission of his honourable friend, if he would allow him

to call him so (another tiresome boy bowed), he would

proceed to explain. Then he went on for a long tune in a

sing-song (whatever he meant), did this troublesome fat boy,

about that he held in his hand a glass; and about that he

had come down to that house that night to discharge what

he would call a public duty; and about that, on the present

occasion, he would lay his hand (his other hand) upon his

heart, and would tell honourable gentlemen that he was

about to open the door to general approval. Then he opened

the door by saying, " To our hostess! " and everybody else

said " To our hostess! " and then there were cheers. Then

another tiresome boy started up in sing-song, and then half-

a-{'ozen noisy and nonsensical boys at once. But at last Mrs.

Alicumpaine said, " I cannot have this din. Now, children,

you have played at parliament very nicely; but parliament

gets tiresome after a little while, and it's time you left off,

for you will soon be fetched."

After another dance (with more tearing to rags than before

supper), they began to be fetched; and you will be very

glad to be told that the tiresome fat boy who had been oa

I



33* Holiday Romance
his legs was walked off first without any ceremony. When
they were all gone, poor Mrs. Alicumpaine dropped upon
a sofa, and said o Mrs. Orange, " These children will be the
death of me at last, ma'am,—they will indeed !

"

" I quite adore them, ma'am," said Mrs. Orange; " but
they DO want variety."

Mr. Orange got his hat, and Mrs. Orange got her bonnet
and ker baby, and they set out to walk home. They had to
pass Mrs. Lemon's preparatory establishment on their way.

" I wonder, James dear," said Mrs. Orange, looking up at
the window, " whether the precious children are asleep!

"

" I don't care much whether they are or not, myself," said
Mr. Orange.

" James dear!

"

"You dote upon them, you know," said Mr. Orange.
" That's another thing."
" I do," said Mrs. Orange rapturously. " 0. 1 do !

"

" I don't," said Mr. Orange.
" But I was thinking, James love," said Mrs. Orange,

pressing his arm, " whether our dear, good, kind Mrs. Lemon
would like them to stay the holidays with her."

" If she was paid for it, I dare say she would," said Mr.
Orange.

" I adore them, James," said Mrs. Orange, " but suppose
we pay her, then!"

This was what brought that country to such perfection,
and made it such a delightful place to Kve in. The grown-
up people (that would be in other countries) soon left off
being allowed any holidays after Mr. and Mrs. Orange tried
the experiment; and the children (that would be in other
countries) kept them at school as long as ever they liked, and
made them do whatever they were told.
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GEORGE SILVERMAN'S
EXPLANATION

FIRST CHAPTER

It happened in this wise

—

But, sitting with my pen in my hand looking at those

words again, without descrying any hint in them of the

words that should follow, it comes into my mind that they

have an abrupt appearance. They may serve, however, if I

let them remain, to suggest how very difficult I find it to

begin to explain my explanation. An uncouth phrase; and

yet I do not see my way to a better.

l-i

<

SECOND CHAPTER

It happened in this wise

—

But, looking at those words, and comparing them with my
former opening, I find they are the self same words repeated.

This is the more surprising to me, because I employ them

in quite a new connexion. For indeed I declare that my
intention was to discard the commencement I first had in

my thoughts, and to give the preference to another of an

entirely different nature, dating my explanation from an

anterior period of my life. I will make a third trial, with-

out erasing this second failure, protesting that it is not my
design to conceal any of my infirmities, whether they be of

head or heart,

335
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THIRD CHAPTER

Not as yet directly aiming at how it came to pass, I will

come upon it by degrees. The natural manner, after all, for

God knows that is how it came upon me.
My parents were in a miserable condition of life, and my

infant home was a cellar in Preston. I recollect the sound
of father's Lancashire clogs on the street pavement above, as

being different in my young hearing from the sound of all

other clogs ; and I recollect, that, whenmy mother came down
the cellar-steps, I used tremblingly to speculate on her feet

having a good or an ill-tempered look,—on her knees,—on
her waist,—until finally her face came into view, and settled

the question. From this it will be seen that I was timid,

and that the cellar-steps were steep, and that the doorway
was very low.

Mother had the gripe and clutch of poverty upon her
face, upon her figure, and not least of all upon her voice.

Her sharp and high-pitched words were squeezed out of her,

as by the compression of bony fingers on a leathern bag;
and she had a way of rolling her eyes about and about
the cellar, as she scolded, that was gaunt and hungry.
Father, with his shoulders rounded, would ;;'i quiet on a
three-legged stool, looking at the empty grate, until she
would pluck the stool from under him, and bid him go bring

some money home. Then he would dismally ascend the

steps; and I, holding my ragged shirt and trousers together

with a hand (my only braces), would feint and dodge from
mother's pursuing grasp at my hair.

A worldly Uttle devil was mother's usual name for me.
Whether I cried for that I was in the dark, or for that it

was cold, or for that I was hungrj', or whether I squeezed
myself into a warm comer when there was a fire, or ate

voraciously when there was food, she would still say, " O
you worldly little devil

! " And the sting of it was, that

I quite well knew myself to be a worldly little devil.

Worldly as to wanting to be housed and warmed, worldly as

to wanting to be fed, worldly as to the greed with which I

inwardly compared how much I got of those good things

m
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with how much father and mother got, when, rarely, those

good things were going.

Sometimes they both went away seekmg work; and then

I would be locked up in the cellar for a day or two at a

time. I was at my worldliest then. Left alone, I yielded

myself up to a worldly yearning for enough of anything

(except misery), and for the death of mother's father, who

was a machine-maker at Birmingham, and on whose decease,,

I had heard mother say, she would come into a whole court-

ful of houses " if she had her rights." Worldly little devil,

I would stand about, musingly fitting my cold bare feet

into cracked bricks and crevices of the damp cellar-floor,

—walking over my grandfather's body, so to speak, into the

courtful of houses, and selling them for meat and drink, and

clothes to wear.

At last a change came down into our cellar. The universal

change came down even as low as that,—so will it mount

to any height on which a human creature can perch,—and

brought other changes with it.

We had a heap of I don't know what foul litter in the

darkest comer, which we called " the bed." For three days

mother lay upon it without getting up, and then began at

times to laugh. If I had ever heard her laugh before, it had

been so seldom . t the strange sound frightened me. It

frightened father ^ »o; and we took it by turns to give her

water. Then she bogan to move her head from side to side,

and sing. After that, she getting no better, father fell

a-laughing and a-singing; and then there was only I to give

them both water, and they both died.

'i

FOURTH CHAPTER

When I was lifted out of the cellar by two men, of whom
one came peeping down alone rirst, and ran away and brought

the other, I could hardly bear the light of the street. I was

sitting in the road-way, blinking at it, and at a ring of

people collected around me, but not close to me, when, true

to my character of worldly little devil, 1 broke silence by
saying, " I am hungry and thirsty I

"
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" Does he know they are dead? " asked one of another^
" Do you know your father and mother are both dead of

fever? " asked a third of me severely.
" I don't know what it is to be dead. I supposed it meant

that, when the cup rattled against their teeth, and the water

spilt over them. I am hungry and thirsty." That was all

I had to say about it.

The ring of people widened outward from the inner side as

I looked around me; and I smelt vinegar, and what I know
to be camphor, thrown in towards where I sat. Presently

some one put a great vessel of smoking vinegar on the ground

near me; and then they all looked at me in silent horror

as I ate and drank of what was brought for me. I knew at

the time they had a horror of me, but I couldn't help it<

I was still eating and drinking, and a murmur of discussion

had begun to arise respecting what was to be done with me
next, when I heard a cracked voice somewhere in the ring

say, " My name is Hawkyard, Mr. Verity Hawkyard, of West
Bromwich." Then the ring split in one place ; and a yellow-

faced, peak-nosed gentleman, clad all in iron-grey to his

gaiters, pressed forward with a policeman and another

official of some sort. He came forward close to the vessel

of smoking vinegar; from which he sprinkled himself care-

fully, and me copiously.
" He had a grandfather at Birmingham, this young boy,

who is just dead too," said Mr. Hawkyard.

I turned my eyes upon the speaker, and said in a ravening

manner, " Where's his houses? "

" Hah! Horrible worldliness on the edge of the grave,"

said Mr. Hawkyard, casting more of the vinegar over me, as

if to get my devil out of me. I have undertaken a slight

—a ve-ry slight—trust in behalf of this boy; quite a volun-

tary trust: a matter of mere honour, if not of mere senti-

ment: still I have taken it upon myself, and it shall be

(0, yes, it shall be !) discharged."

The bystanders seemed to form an opinion of this gentle-

man much more favourable than their opinion of me.
" He shall be taught," said Mr. Hawkyard, " (0, yes, he

shall be taught !) but what is to be done with him for the

present? He may be infected. He may disseminate in-

fection." The ring widened considerably, " What is to be

done with him?"

L
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He held some talk with the two officials. I could distin-

ruish no word save "Farm-house." There was another

sound several times repeated, which was wholly meaning-

less in my ears then, but which I knew afterwards to be

" Hoghton Towers."

"Yes," said Mr. Hawkyard. "I think that uunds

promising; I think that sounds hopeful. And he can be

put by himself in a ward, for a night or two, you say ?
"

It seemed to be the police-officer who had said so; for it

was he who replied. Yes! It was he, too, who finally took

me by the arm, and walked me before him through the streets,

into a whitewashed room in a bare building, where I had

a chair to sit in, a table to sit at, an iron bedstead and good

mattress to lie upon, and a rug and blanket to cover me.

Where I had enough to eat too, and was shown how to

clean the tin porringer in which it was conveyed to me,

until it was as good as a looking-glass. Here, likewise,

I was put in a bath, and had new clothes brought to me;

and my old rags were burnt, and I was camphored and

vinegared and disinfected in a variety of ways.

When all this was done,—I don't know in how many days

or how few, but it matters not,—Mr. Hawkyard stepped in

at the door, remaining close to it, and said, " Go and stand

against the opposite wall, George Silverman, As far off as

you can. That'll do. How do you feel?
"

I told him that I didn't feel cold, and didn't feel hungry,

and didn't feel thirsty. That was the whole round of

human feelings, as far as I knew, except the pain of being

" Well," said he, " you are going, George, to a healthy

farm-house to be purified. Keep in the air there as much as

you can. Live an out-of-door Ufe there, until you are fetched

away. You had better not say much—in fact, you had

better be very careful not to say anything—about what your

parents died of, or they might not like to take you in.

Behave well, and I'll put you to school ; 0, yes ! I'll put you

to school, though I'm not obligated to do it. I am a servant

of the Lord, George; and I have been a good servant to

him, I have, these five-and-thirty years. The Lord has had

a good servant in me, and he knows it."

What I thea supposed him to mean by this, I cannot

imagine. As little do I know when I began to comprehend
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that he was a prominent member of some obscure denomina<
tion or congregation, every member of which held forth to

the rest when so inclined, and among whom he was oUIed
Brother Hawkyard. It was enough for me to know, on that
day in the ward, that the farmer's cart was waiting for me
at the street comer. I was not slow to get into it; for it

was the first ride I ever had in my life.

It made me sleepy, and I slept. First, I stared at Preston
streets as long as they lasted; and, meanwhile, I may have
had some dumb small wondering within me whereabouts our
cellar was; but I doubt it. Such a worldly little devil was
I, that I took no thought who would bury father and mother,
or where they would be buried, or when. The question
whether the eating and drinking by day, and the covering by
night, would be as good at the farm-house as at the ward
supereeded those questions.

The jolting of the cart on a loose stony road awoke me;
and I found that we were mounting a steep hill, where the
road was a rutty by-road through a field. And so, by frag-

ments of an ancient terrace, and by some rugged outbuildings
that had once been fortified, and passing under a ruined
gateway we came to the old farm-house in the thick stone
wall outside the old quadrangle of Hoghton Towers: which
I looked at like a stupid savage, seeing no specialty in, seeing
no antiquity in; assuming all farm-houses to resemble it;

assigning the decay I noticed to the one potent cause of all

ruin that I knew,—poverty; eyeing the pigeons in their

flights, the cattle in their stalls, the ducks in the pond, and
the fowls pecking about the yard, with a hungry hope that
plenty of them might be killed for dinner while I stayed
there; wondering whether the scrubbed dairy vessels, drying
in the sunlight, could be goodly porringers out of which the
master ate his belly-filling food, and which he polished when
he had done, according to my ward experience; shrinkingly
doubtful whether the shadows, passing over that airy height
on the bright spring day, were not something in the nature
of frowns,—^sordid, afraid, unadmiring,—a small brute to
shudder at.

To that time I had never had the faintest impression of

duty. I had had no knowledge whatever that there was
anything lovely in this life. When I had occasionally slunk
up the cellar-steps into the street, and glared in at shop-
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windows, I had done so with no higher feelings than we may
suppose to animate a mangy young dog or wolf-cub. It is

equally the fact that I had never been alone, in the sense of

holding unselfish converse with myself. I Imd been solitary

often enough, but nothing better.

Such was my condition when I sat down to my dinner that

day, in the kitchen of the old farm-house. Such was my
condition when I lay on my bed in the old farm-hou^e that

night, stretched out opposite the narrow mullioned window,

in the cold light of the moon, like a young \ .^mpire.

FIFTH CHAPTER

What do i know now of Hoghton Towers ? Very little ; for I

have beer* gratefully unwilling to disturb my first impressions.

A house, centuries old, on high ground a mile or so removed

from the road between Preston and Blackburn, where the first

James of England, in his hurry to make money by making

baronets, perhaps made some of those remunerative digni-

taries. A house, centuries old, deserted and falling to pieces,

its woods and gardens long since grass-land or ploughed up,

the Rivers Ribble and Darwen glancing b:iow it, and a

vague haze of smoke, against which not even the supernatural

prescience of the first Stuart could foresee a coun'^c-blast,

hinting at steam-power, powerful in two distances.

WTiat did I know then of Hoghton Towers? When I first

peeped in at the gate of the lifeless quadrangle, and started

from the mouldering statue becoming visible to me like its

guardian ghost; when I stole round by the back of the farm-

house, and got in among the ancient rooms, many of them

with their floors and ceilings falling, the beams and rafters

hanging dangerously down, the plaster dropping as I trod,

the oaken panels stripped away, the windows half walled up,

half broken: when I discovered a gallery commanding the

old kitchen, and looked down between balustrades upon a

massive old table and benches, fearing to see I know not

wh.H* dead-aUve creatures come in and seat themselves, and

look up with I know not what dreadful eyes, or lack of eyes,

at me; when all over the house I was awed by gaps and
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chinks where the sky stared sorrowfuUy at me, where the
birds passed and the ivy rustled, and the stains of winter
weather blotched the rotten floors ; when down at the bottom
of dark pits of staircase, into whicli the stairs had sunk
green leaves trembled, butterflies fluttered, and bees hummed
in and out through the broken doorways; when encircling
the whole nim were sweet scents, and sights of fresh green
growth, and ever-renewing Ufe, that I had never dreamed of—1 say, when I passed into such clouded perception of these
things as my dark soul could compass, what did I know then
of Hoghton Towers ?

I have written that the sky stared sorrowfully at me.
Tlierem have I antiapated the answer. I knew that all
thwe things looked sorrowfully at me; that they seemed to

Mt^le^de"^/?^''
"°* '"**'°"* ^'^^ ^°' ™*'

"
^^

'

^^'^ "^^^^^^y

There were two or three rats at the bottom of one of the
smaUer pits of broken staircase when I craned over and lookedm They were scuffling for some prey that was there: and
when they started and hid themselves close together in the

h I
*^°"Sht of the old Ufe (it had grown old already) in

How not to be this worldly little devil? how not to have
a repugnance towards myself as I had towards the rats? I
hJd in a comer of one of the smaller chaml)ers, frightened
at myself, and crymg (it was the first time I had ever cried
for aj^ cause not purely physical), and I tried to think about
It. ttoe of the farm-ploughs came into my range of view
just then; and it seemed to help me as it went on with its
two horses up and down the field so peacefully and quietly
There was a girl about my own age in the farm-house

family, and she sat opposite to me at the narrow table at
meal-tunes. It had come into my mind, at our first dinner,
that she might take the fever from me. The thought had
not disquieted me then. I had only speculated how she
would look under the altered circumstances, and whether she
would die. But It came into my mind now, that I might

S to prevent her taking the fever by keeping away from
her. I knew I should have but scrambling board if I did-
so much the less worldly and less devilish the deed would be'
I thought. '

From that hour, I withdrew myself at early morning into

TIXE
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lecret comers of the ruined house, and remained hidden there

cntil she went to bed. At first, when meals were ready, I

used to hear them calling me; and then my resolution

weakened. But I strengthened it again by going farther of!

into the ruin, and getting out of hearing. I often watched

for her at the dim windows; and, when I saw that she was

fresh and rosy, felt much happier.

Out of thus holding her in my thoughts, to the humanising

of myself, I suppose some childish love arose within me. I

felt, in some sort, dignified by the pride of protecting her,

—

by the pride of making the sacrifice for her. As my heart

swelled with that new feeling, it insensibly softened about

mother and father. It seemed to have been frozen before,

and now to be thawed. The old ruin and all the lovely

things that haunted it were not sorrowful for me only, but

sorrowful for mother and father as well. Therefore did I cry

again, and often too.

The farm-house family conceived me to be of a morose

temper, and were very short with me; though they never

stinted me jn such broken fare as was to be got out of regular

hours. One night when I lifted the kitchen latch at my
usual time, Sylvia (that was her pretty name) had but

just gone out of the room. Seeing her ascending the opposite

stairs, I stood still at the door. • She had heard the clink of

the latch, and looked round.
" George," she called to me in a pleased voice, " to-morrow

is my birthday; and we are to have a fiddler, and there's a
party of boys and girls coming in a cart, and we shall dance.

I invite you. Be sociable for once, George."
" I am ver>' sorry, miss," I answered; " but I—but, no; I

can't come."
" You are a disagreeable, ill-humoured lad," she returned

disdainfully; " and I ought not to have asked you. I shall

never speak to you again."

As I stood with my eyes fixed on the fire, after she was
gone I felt that the farmer bent his brows upon me.
" Eh, lad! " said he- " Sylvy's right. You're as moody

and broody a lad as never I set eyes on yet."

I tried to assure him that I meant no harm ; but he only

said coldly, " Maybe not, maybe not ! There, get thy supper,

get thy supper; and then thou canst sulk to thy heart's con-

tent again."

I
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Ah! if they could have seen me next day, in the ruin,
watching for the arrival of the cart full of merry young
guests; if they could have seen me at night, gliding out
from behind the ghostly statue, Ustening to the music and
the fall of dancing feet, and watching the lighted farm-house
windows from the quadrangle when all the ruin was dark;
if they could hove read my heart, as I crept up to bed by the
back way, comforting myself with the reflection, " They will

take no hurt from me,"—they would not have thought mine
a morose or an unsocial nature.

It was in these ways that I began to form a shy disposi-
tion; to be of a timidly silent character under misconstruc-
tion; to have an inexpressible, perhaps a morbid, dread of
ever being sordid or worldly. It was in these ways that my
nature came to shape itself to such a mould, even before it

was affected by the influences of the studious and retired life

of a poor scholar.

1

SIXTH CHAPTER

Brother Havitcvard (as he insisted on my calling him) put
me to school, and told me to work my way. " You are all

nght, George," he said. " I have been the best servant the
Lord has had in his service for this five-and-thirty year (0,

1

have!); and he knows the value of such a servant as I have
been to him (O, yes, he does I); and he'll prosper your
schooling as a part of my reward. That's what he'll do,
George. He'll do it for me."
From the first I could not like this familiar knowledge of

the ways of the sublime, inscmtable Almighty, on Brother
Hawkyard's part. As I grew a little wiser, and still a little

wiser, I liked it less and less. His manner, too, of confirming
himself in a parenthesis,—as if, knowing himself, he doubted
his own word,—I found distasteful. I cannot tell how much
these dislikes cost me; for I had a dread that they were
worldly.

As time went on, I became a Foundation-boy on r; good
foundation, and I cost Brother Hawkyard nothing. When I

had worked my way so far, I worked yet harder, in the hope
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of ultimately getting a presentation to college and a fellow-

ship. My health has nevtr been strong (some vapour from

the Preston cellar cleaves to me, I think; and what with

much work and some weakness, I came again to be regarded

—that is, by my fellow-students—^as unsc cial.

All through my time as a foundation-boy, I was within a

few miles of Brother Hawkyard's cr igregation; and when-
ever I was what we call a leave-boy on a Sunday, I went over

there at his desire. Before the knowledge became forced

upon me that outside their place of meeting these brothers

and sisters were no better than the rest of the human family,

but on the whole were, to put the case mildly, as bad as

most, in respect of giving short weight in their shops, and
not speaking the truth,—I say, before this knowledge became
forced upon me, their prolix addresses, their inordinate con-

ceit, their daring ignorance, their investment of the Supreme
Ruler of heaven and earth with their own miserable mean-
nesses and littlenesses, greatly shocked me. Still, as their

term for the frame of mind that could not perceive them to

be in an exalted state of grace was the " worldly " state, I

did for a time suffer tortures under my inquiries of myself

whether that young worldly-devilish spirit of mine could

secretly be lingering at the bottom of my non-appreciation.

Brother Hawkyard was the popular expounder in this

assembly, and generally occupied the platform (there was a

little platform with a table on it, in lieu of a pulpit) first,

on a Sunday afternoon. He was by trade a drysalter.

Brother Gimblet, an elderly man with a crabbed face, a

large dog's-eared shirt-collar, and a spotted blue neckerchief

reaching up behind to the crown of his head, was also a dry-

salter and an expounder. Brother Gimblet professed the

greatest admiration for Brother Hawkyard but (I had
thought more than once) bore him a jealous grudge.

Let whosoever may peruse these lines kindly take the pains

here to read twice my solemn pledge, that what I write of

the language and customs of the congregation in question I

write scrupulously, literally, exactly, from the life and the

truth.

On the first Sunday after I had won what I had so long

tried for, and when it was certain that I was going up to

college, Brother Hawkyard concluded a long exhortation

thus:

1 V
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"Well, my friends and fellow-sinners, now I told you
when I b^an, that I didn't know a word of what I was
going to say to you (and no, I did not!), but that it was all

one to me, because I knew the Lord would put into my mouth
the words I wanted."

(" That's it! " from Brother Gimblet.)
" And he did put into my mouth the words I wanted."
(" So he did! " from Brother Gimblet.)
" And why? "

(" Ah, let's have that! " from Brother Gimblet.
" Because I have been his faithful servant for five-and-

thirty years, and because he knows it. For five-and-thirty

years! And he knows it, mind you! I got those words
that I wanted on account of my wages. I got 'em from the

Lord, my fellow-sinners. Down! I said, * Here's a heap of

wages due; let us have something down, on account.' And
I got it down, and I paid it over to you ; and you won't wrap
it up in a napkin, nor yet in a towel, nor yet pocketanker-
cher, but you'll put it out at good interest. Very well.

Now. my brothers and sisters and fellow-sinners, I am going
to conclude with a question, and I'll make it so plain (with
the help of the Lord, after five-and-thirty years, I should
rather hope !) as that the Devil shall not be able to confuse

it in your heads,—which he would be overjoyed to do."
(" Just his way. Crafty old blackguard! " from Brother

Gimblet.)
" And the question is this. Are the angels learned?

"

(" Not they. Not a bit of it
!

" from Brother Gimblet,
with the greatest confidence.)

" Not they. And where's the proof? sent ready-made by
the hand of the Lord. Why, there's one among us here

now, that has got all the learning that can be crammed into

him. / got him all the learning that could be crammed into

him. His grandfather" (this I had never heard before)
" was a brother of ours. He was Brother Parksop. That's

what he was. Parksop; Brother Parksop. His worldly

name was Parksop, and he was a brother of this brotherhood.
Then wasn't he Brother Parksop?"

(" Must be. Couldn't help hisself !
" from Brother Gimblet.)

" Well, he left that one now here present among us to the

care of a brother-sinner of his (and that brother-sinner, mind
you, was a sinner of a bigger size in his time than any of
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you; prabe the LordO, Brother Hawkyard. Me. / got

him without fee or reward,—^without a morsel of myrrh, or

frankincense, nor yet amber, letting alone the honeycomb,—

all the learning that could be crammed into him. Has it

brought him into our temple, in the spirit? No. Have we

had any ignorant brothers and sisters that didn't know round

from crooked S, come in among us meanwhile? Many.

Then the angels are not learned; then they don't so much

as know their alphabet. And now, my friends and fellow-

sinners, having brought it to that, perhaps some brother

present—perhaps you, Brother Gimblet—will pray a bit

for us? "

Brother Gimblet undertook the sacred function, after

having drawn his sleeve across his mouth, and muttered,
" Well ! I don't know as I see my way to hitting any of you

quite in the right place neither." He said this with a dark

smile, and then began to bellow. What we were specially

to be preserved from, according to his solicitations, was,

despoilment of the orphan, suppression of testamentary

intentions on the part of a father or (say) grandfather,

appropriation of the orphan's house-property, feigning to

give in charity to the wronged one from whom we withheld

his due; and that class of sins. He ended with the petition,

"Give us peace!" which, speaking for myself, was very

much needed after twenty minutes of his bellowing.

Even though I had not seen him when he rose from his

knees, steaming with perspiration, glance at Brother Hawk-

yard, and even though I had not heard Brother Hawkyard's

tone of congratulating him on the vigour with which he had

roared, I should have detected a malicious application in this

prayer. Unformed suspicions to a similar effect had some-

times passed through my mind in my earlier school-days,

and had always caused me great distress; for they were

worldly in their nature, and wide, very wide, of the spirit

that had drawn me from Sylvia. They were sordid sus-

picions, without a shadow of proof. They were worthy

to have originated in the unwholesome cellar. They were

not only without proof, but against proof; for was I not

myself a living proof of what Brother Hawkyard had done?

and without him. how should I ever have seen the sky look

sorrowfully down upon that wretched boy at Hoghton

Towers?
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Aith(High the dread of a relapse into a stage of savage
selfishness was less strong upon me as I approached manhood,
and could act in an increased degree for myself, yet I was
always on my guard against any tendency to such relapse^

After getting these suspicions under my feet, I had been
troubl«l by not being able to like Brother Hawkyard's
maimer, or his professed religion. So it came about, that,

as I walked back that Sunday evening, I thought it would
be an act of reparation for any such injury my struggling

thoughts had unwillingly done him, if I ^^Tote, and placed in

his hands, before going to college, a full acknowledgment of

his goodness to me, and an ample tribute of thanks. It

might serve as an implied vindication of him against any
dark scandal from a rival brother and expounder, or from
any other quarter*

Accordingly, I wrote the document with much care. I

may add with much feeling too; for it affected me as I went
on. Having no set studies to pursue, in the brief interval

between leaving the Foundation and going to Cambridge, I

determined to walk out to his place of business, and give it

into his own hands.

It was a winter afternoon, when I tapped at the door of

his little counting-house, which was at the farther end of his

long, low shop. As I did so (having entered by the back
yard, where casks and boxes were taken in, and where there

was the inscription, " Private way to the counting-house "),

a shopman called to me from the counter that he was
engaged.

"' Brother Gimblet " (said the shopman, who was one of

the brotherhood) " is with him."

I thought this all the better for my purpose, and made
bold to tap again. They were talking m a low tone, and
money was passing; for I heard it being counted out.

" Who is it? " asked Brother Hawkyard, sharply.
" George Silverman," I answered, holding the door open^

" May I come in?
"

Both brothers seemed so astounded to see me that I felt

shyer than usual. But they looked quite cadaverous in the

early gaslight, and perhaps that accidental circumstance

exaggerated the expression of their faces.

" What is the matter? " asked Brother Hawkjrard.
" Ay! what is the matter? " asked Brother Gimblet*

J^
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" Nothing at all," I said, diffidently i^oducing my docu-

ment: " I am only the bearer of a letter from myself."
" From yourself, George^ " cried Brother Hawkyard.
" And to you," said I.

" And to me, George? "

He turned |»ler, and opened it hurriedly; but looking
over it, and seeing generally what it was, became less hurried,

recovered his colour, and said, " Praise the Lord!
"

" That's it !
" cried Brother Gimblet. " Well put ! Amen."

Brother Hawkyard then said, in a livelier strain, " You
must know, George, that Brother Gimblet and I are going
to make our two businesses one. We are going into partner-
ship. We are settling it now. Brother Gimblet is to take
one clear half of the profits (0, yes! he shall have it; he
shall have it to the last farthing)."

" D.VJ " said Brother Gimblet, with his right fist firmly
clinched on his right leg.

" There is no objection," pursued Brother Hawkyard, " to
my reading this aloud, George? "

As it was what I expressly'desired should be done, after

yesterday's prayer, I more than readily begged him to read
it aloud. He did so; and Brother Gimblet listened with a
crabbed smile.

" It was in a good hour that I came here," he said, wri"Jcl-

ing up his eyes. " It was in a good hour likewise, that I

was moved yesterday to depict for the terror of evil-doers

a character the direct opposite of Brother Ilawkyard's.
But it was the Lord that done it; I felt him at it while I

was perspiring."

After that it was proposed by both of them that I should
attend the congregation once more before my final departure.
What my shy reserve would undergo, from being expressly

preached at and prayed at, I knew beforehand. But I

reflected that it would be for the last time, and that it might
add to the weight of my letter. It was well known to the
brothers and sisters that there was no place taken for me
in their paradise; and if I showed this last token of deference
to Brother Hawkyard, notoriously in despite of m\' oivn
sinful inclinations, it might go some little way in aid of my
statement that he had been good to me, and that I was
grateful to him. Merely stipulating, therefore, that no
express endeavour should be made for my conversion,
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350 George Silverman's Explanation

which would involve the rolling of sev«»al brothers and

sisters on the floor, declaring that they felt aj then: sins in

a heap on their left side,weighing so many pounds avoirdupois,

as I knew from what I had seen of those repulsive mysteries,

"sScTSr^reading of my letter, Brother Gimblet had been

at intervals wiping one eye with an end of his spotted blue

neckerchief, and grinning to himself. It was, howevo", a

habit that brother had, to gnn m an ugjy manner even

when expounding. I call to mmd a delighted snarl with

which he used to detaU from the platform the torments

reserved for the wicked (meaning aU human creation except

the brotherhood), as being remarkably hideous.

I left the two to settle their articles of partnership and

count money; and I never saw thm/g"».Jj]^ ^ *^*

following Sunday. Brother Hawkyard died ^ithm two or

three vears. leaving all he possessed to Brother Gimblet, m
l^e^ofTWill datld (as I have been told) that v^ day.

Now I was so far at rest with myself, when Sunday came,

knowing that I had conquered my own mistrust, and nghted

Brother Hawkyard in the jaundiced vision of a "val, that I

went, even to that coarse chapel, m a less sensitive sUte than

usual. How could I foresee that the debcate, perhaps the

diseased, comer of my mind, where I wmced and shrunk

when it was touched, or was even approached, would be

handled as the theme of the whole proceedings ?

On this occasion it was assigned to Brother Hawkyard to

nrav, and to Brother Gimblet to preach. The prayer was

to o^n the ceremonies; the discourse was to come nect

Brothers Hawkyard and Gimblet were both on the platform

,

Brother Hawkyard on his knees at the table, tmmusicaly

ready to pray; Brother Gimblet sittmg against the waU,

ffrinninely residy to preach.
" Let us offer up the sacrifice of prayer, my brothers and

sisters and fellow-simiers." Yes ; but it was I who was the

sacrifice. It was our poor, sinful, worldly-minded brother

here present who was wrestled for. The new-opening career

of th^ our unawakened brother might lead tohis becoming

a minister of what was caUed " the church/' That was what

he looked to. The church. Not the chapel. Lord. The

church. No rectors, no vicars, no archdeacons, no bishops,

no archbishops, in the chapel, but, O Lord! many such m
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the church. Protect our sinful brother from his love of lucre^

Cleanse from our unawakened brother's breast his sin of

worldly-mindedness. The prayer said infinitely more in

words, but nothing more to any intelligible effect.

Then Brother Gimblet came forward, and took (as I knew
he would) the text, " My kingdom is not of this world."
Ah! but whose was, mj fellow-sinners? Whose? Why,
our brother's here present was. The only kingdom he had
an idea of was of this world. (" That's it! " from several
of the congregation.) What did the woman do when she
lost the piece of money? Went and looked for it. What
should our brother do when he lost his way? (" Go and
look for it," from a sister.) Go and look for it, true. But
must he look for it in the right direction, or in the wrong?
(" In the right," from a brother.) There spake the prophets

!

He must look for it in the right direction, or he couldn't find

it. But he had turned his back upon the right direction,

and he wouldn't find it. Now, my fellow-sinners, to show you
the difference betwixt worldly-mindedness and unworldly-
mindedness, betwixt kingdoms not of this world and kingdoms
of this world, here was a letter wrote by even our worldly-
minded brother unto Brother Hawkyard. Judge, from
hearing of it read, whether Brother Hawkyard was the
faithful steward that the Lord had in his mind only t'other
day, when, in this ver>' place, he drew you the picter of the
unfaithful one; for it was him that done it, not me. Don't
doubt that!

Brother Gimblet then groaned and bellowed his way
through my composition, and subsequently through an
hour. The service closed with a hymn, in which the brothers
unanimously roared, and the sisters unanimously shrieked
at me, That I by wiles of worldly gain was mocked, and they
on waters of sweet love were rocked; that I with mammon
struggled in the dark, while they were floating in a second ark.

I went out from all this with an aching heart and a weary
spirit: not because I was quite so weak as to consider these
narrow creatures interpreters of the Divine Majesty and
Wisdom, but because I was weak enough to feel as though
it were my hard fortune to be misrepresented and mis-
understood, when I most iried to subdue any risings of mere
worldliness within me, and when I most hoped that, by dint
of trying earnestly, I had succeeded.

M

!
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SEVENTH CHAPTER

Mv timidity and my obscurity occasioned me to live a
secluded life at college, and to be little known. No relative
ever came to visit me, for I had no relative. No intimate
friends broke in upon my studies, for I made no intimate
friends. I supported myself on my scholarship, and read
much. My college time was otherwise not so very different
from my time at Hoghton Towers.
Knowing myself to be unfit for the noisier stir of social

existence, but believing myself qualified to do my duty in a
inodcrate, though earnest way, if I could obtain some small
preferment in the Church, I applied my mind to the clerical
profession. In due sequence I took orders, was ordained, and
began to look about me for employment. I must observe
that I had taken a good degree, that I had succeeded in
winning a good fellowship, and that my means were ample
for my retired way of life. By this time I had read with
several young men ; and the occupation increased my income,
while it was highly interesting to me. I once accidentally
overheard our greatest don say, to my boundless joy, " That
lie heard it reported of Silverman that his gift of quiet
explanation, his patience, his amiable temper, and his con-
scientiousness made him the best of coaches." May my
" gift of quiet explanation " come more seasonably and
powerfully to my aid in this present explanation than I
think it will!

It may be )r< a certain degree owing to the situation of my
collejge-rooms (in a comer where the daylight was sobered),
but it is in a much larger degree referable to the state of my
own mind, that I seem to myself, on looking back to this
time of my life, to have been always in the peaceful shade.
I can see others in the sunlight ; I can see our boats' crews
and our athletic young men on the glistening water, or
speckled with tJ *; moving lights of sunlit leaves; but I
myself am always in the shadow looking on. Not unsym-
pathetically,—God forbid!—but looking on alone, much as
I looked at Sylvia from the shadows of the ruined house,
or looked at the red gleam shining through the farmer's

ifcj.
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windows, and listened to the fall of dancing feet, when all

the ruin was dark that night in the quadrangle.

I now come to the reason of my quoting that laudation

of myself above given. Without such reason, to repeat it

would have been mere boastfulness.

Among those who had read with me was Mr. Fareway,

second son of Lady P'areway, widow of Sir Gaston Fareway,

baronet. This young gentleman's abilities were much above

the average; but he came of a rich family, and was idle and

luxurious. He presented himself to me too late, and after-

wards came to me too irregularly, to admit of my being of

much service to him. In the end, I considered it my duty

to dissuade him from going up for an examination which

he could never pass; and he left college without a degree.

After his departure, Lady Fareway wrote to me, representing

the justice of my returning half ray fee, as I had been of

so little use to her son. Within my knowledge a similar

demand had not been made in any other case; and I most

freely admit that the justice of it had not occurred to me
until it was pointed out. But I at once perceived it, yielded

to it, and returned the money.
Mr. Fareway had been gone two years or more, and I had

forgotten him, when he one day walked into my rooms as I

was sitting at my books.

Said he, after the usual salutations had passed, " Mr. Sil-

verman, my mother is in town here, at the hotel, and wishes

me to present you to her."

I was not comfortable with strangers, and I dare say I

betrayed that T was a little nervous or unwilling. " For,"

said he, without: my having spoken, " I think the interview

may tend to the advancement of your prospects."

It put me to the blush to think that I should be tempted

by a worldly reason, and I rose immediately.

Said Mr. Fareway, as we went along, " Are you a good

hand at business?
"

" I think not," said I.

Said Mr. Fareway then, " My mother is."

"Truly?" said L
" Yes: my mother is what is usually called a managing

woman. Doesn't make a bad thing, for instance, even out

of the spendthrift habits of my eldest brother abroad. In

short, a mant^g woman. This is in confidence."
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He had never spoken to me in confidence, and I was sur-

prised by his doing so. I said I should respect his confi-

dence, of course, and said no more on the delicate subject.

We had but a little way to walk, and I was soon in his mother's

company. He presented me, shook hands with me, and left

us two (as he said) to business.

I saw in my Lady Fareway a handsome, well-preserved

lady of somewhat large stature, with a steady glare in her

great round dark eyes that embarrassed me.

Said my lady, " I have heard from my son, Mr. Silverman,

that you would be glad of some preferment in the church."

I gave my lady to understand that was so.

" I don't know whether you are aware," my lady pro-

ceeded, " that we have a presentation to a living? I say we

have; but, in point of fact, / have."

I gave my lady to understand that I had not been aware

of this.

Said my lady, " So it is: indeed I have two presentations,

—one to two hundred a year, one to six. Both livings are

in our county,—North Devonshire,—as you probably know.

The first is vacant. Would you like it ?
"

What with my lady's eyes, and what with the suddenness

of this proposed gift* I was much confused.

"
I am sorry it is not the larger presentation, said my

lady, rather coldly; " though I will not, Mr. Silverman, pay

you the bad compliment of supposing that you are, because

that would be mercenary,—and mercenary I am persuaded

you are not." ,,„,,, t i

Said I. with my utmost earnestness, Thank you. Lady

Fareway', thank you, thank you ! I should be deeply hurt if

I thought I bore the character."
" Naturally," said my lady. " Always detestable, but par-

ticularly in a clerg>-man. You have not said whether you

will like the living?"
. .

With apologies for my remissness or indistinctness, 1 as-

sured my lady that I accepted it most readily and gratefully.

I added that I hoped she would not estimate my appreciation

of the generosity of her choice by any flow of words; for I

was not a ready man in that respect when taken by surprise

or touched at heart.
, j j

"The affair is concluded." said my lady; "concluded.

You will find the duties very light, Mr. Silverman. Charm-
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ine house: charming Uttle garden, orchard, and all that

You will be able to take pupils. By-the-bye! No: I will

return to the word afterwards. What was I gomg to men-

tion, when it put me out?
"

, X VJ >.. 1

My lady stared at me, as if I knew. And I didn t know.

And that perplexed me afresh.
., ^ c

Said my lady, after some consideration, O, of course,

how very dull of me! The last incumbent,—least mercenary

man I ever saw,—in consideration of the duties being so

light and the house so delicious, couldn't rest, he said,

unless I permitted him to help me with my correspondence,

accounts, and various little things of that kmd; nothing in

themselves, but which it worries a lady to cope with. Would

Mr. SUverman also like to ? Or shall I ?

I hastened to say that my poor help would be always

at her ladyship's service.

" I am absolutely blessed," said my lady, casting up her

eyes (and so taking them off me for one moment), m having

to do with gentlemen who cannot endure an approach to

the idea of bemg mercenary! " She shivered at the word.

" And now as to the pupil."

»«The ?" I was quite at a loss.
cu • '»

•' Mr. Silverman, you have no idea what she is. She is,

said my lady, laying her touch upon my coat-sleeve, I do

verily believe, the most extraordinary girl m this world.

Already knows more Greek and Latin than Lady Jane

Grey And taught herself ! Has not yet, remember, derived

a moment's advantage from Mr. SUverman's classical acquire-

ments To say nothing of mathematics, which she is bent

upon becoming versed in, and in which (as I hear from my

son and others) Mr. Silverman's reputation is so deservedly

Under my lady's eyes I must have lost the clue, I felt

persuaded; and yet I did not know where I could have

"^"^Adelina," said my lady, " is my only daughter. If I did

not feel quite convinced that I am not blinded by a mother s

partiality; unless I was absolutely sure that when you know

her Mr. Silverman, you will esteem it a high and unusual

privilege to direct her studies,—I should mtroduce a mer-

cenary element into this conversation, and ask you on what

terms
"
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I entreated my lady to go no further. My lady saw that

I was troubled, and did me the honour to comply with my
request.

Ml'
U

EIGHTH CHAPTER

Everything in mental acquisition that her brother might

have been, if he would, and everything in all gracious charms

and admirable qualities that no one but herself could be,—

this was Adelina.

I will not expatiate upon her beauty; I will not expatiate

upon her intelligence, her quickness of perception, her powers

of memory, her sweet consideration, from the first moment,

for the slow-paced tutor who ministered to her wonderful

gifts. I was thirty then; I am over sixty now: she is ever

present to me in these hours as she was in those, bright and

beautiful and young, wise and fanciful and good.

When I discovered that I loved her, how can I say? In

the first day? in the first week? in the first month? Im-

possible to trace. If I be (as I am) unable to represent to

myself any previous period of my life as quite separable

from her attracting power, how can I answer for this one

detail?

Whensoever I made the discovery, it laid a heavy burden

on me. And yet, comparing it with the far heavier burden

that I afterwards took up, it does not seem to me now to

have been very hard to bear. In the knowledge that I did

love her, and that I should love her while my life lasted, and

that I was ever to hide my secret deep in my own breast,

and she was never to find it, there was a kind of sustaining

joy or pride, or comfort, mingled with my pain.

But later on,—say, a year later on,—when I made another

discovery, then indeed my suffering and my struggle were

strong. That other discovery was—
These words will never see the light, if ever, until my

heart is dust; until her bright spirit has returned to the

regions of which, when imprisoned here, it surely .etained

some unusual glimpse of remembrance; until all the puls^

that ever beat around us shall have long been quiet; until

all the fruits of all the tiny victories and defeats achieved in
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our little breasts shall have withered away. That discovery

was that she loved me.

She may have enhanced my knowledge, and loved me tor

that; she may have over-valued my discharge of duty to

her, and loved me for that; she may have refined upon a

playful compassion which she would sometimes show for

what she called my want of wisdom, according to the light

of the world's dark lanterns, and loved me for that; she may

—she must—have confused the borrowed light of what I had

only learned, with its brightness in its pure, original rays;

but she loved me at that time, and she made me know it.

Pride of family and pride of wealth put me as far off from

her in my lady's eyes as if I had been some domesticated

creature of another kind. But they could not put me farther

from her than I put myself when I set my merits agamst

hers. More than that. They could not put me, by millions

of fathoms, half so low beneath her as I put myself when in

imagination I took advantage of her noble trustfulness, took

the fortune that I knew she must possess in her own right,

and left her to find herself, in the zenith of her beauty and

genius, bound to poor rusty, ploddmg me.

No! Worldliness should not enter here at any cost. It 1

had tried to keep it out of other ground, how much harder

v/as I bound to try to keep it out from this sacred place

!

But there was something darmg in her broad, generous

character, that demanded at so delicate a crisis to be deli-

cately and patiently addressed. After many and many a

bitter night (O, I found I could cry for reasons not purely

physical, at this pass of my life!) I took my course.

My lady had, in our first interview, unconsciously over-

stated the accommodation of my pretty house. There was

room in it for only one pupil. He was a young gentleman

near coming of age, very well connected, but what is called

a poor relation. His parents were dead. The charges of his

livins and reading with me were defrayed by an uncle; and

he and I were to do our utmost together for three years

towards qualifying him to make his way. At this time he

had enter-,d into his second year with me. He was ^veU-

looking, clever, energetic, enthusiastic, bold; m the best

sense of the term, a thorough young Anglo-Saxon.

I resolved to bring these two together.
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NINTH CHAPTER

Said I, one night, when I had conquered myself, " Mr. Gran-

ville,"—Mr. Granville Wharton his name was,—" I doubt if

you have ever yet so much as seen Miss Fareway."
" Well, Sir," returned he, laughing, " you see her so much

yourself, that you hardly leave another fellow a chance of

seeing her."
" I am her tutor, you know," said I.

And there the subject dropped for that time. But I so

contrived as that they should come together shortly after-

wards. I had previously so contrived as to keep them

asunder ; for while I loved her,—I mean before I had deter-

mined on my sacrifice,—a lurking jealousy of Mr. Granville

lay within my unworthy breast.

It was quite an ordinary interview in the Fareway Park;

but they talked easily together for some time: like takes to

like, and they had many points of r-semblance. Said Mr.

Granville to me, when he and I sat at our supper that night,

" Miss Fareway is remarkably beautiful, Sir, remarkably en-

gaging. Don't you think so? " " I think so," said I. And
I stole a glance at him, and saw that he had reddened and

was thoughtful. I remember it most vividly, because the

mixed feeling of grave pleasure and acute pain that the

slight circumstance caused me was the first of a long, long

eries of juch mixed impressions under which my hair turned

slowly grey.

I had not much need to feign to be subdued; but I

counterfeited to be older than I was in all respects (Heaven

knows ! my heart being all too young the while), and feigned

to be more of a recluse and bookworm than I had really

become, and gradually set up more and more of a fatherly

manner towards Adelina. Likewise I made my tuition less

imaginative than before; separated myself from my poets

and philosophers; was careful to present them in their own

light, and me, their lowly servant, in my own shade. More-

over, in the matter of apparel I was equally mindful; not

that I had ever been dapper that way; but that I was

slovenly now.
As I depressed myself with one hand, so did 1 labour to
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raise Mr. GrawviUe with the other; directing his attention

to such subjects as I too well knew most interested her, and

fashioning him (do not deride or misconstrue the expression,

unknown reader of this writing; for I have suffered!) mto

a greater resemblance to myself in my sohtar>' one strong

aspect. And gradually, gradually, as I saw him take more

and more to these thrown-out lures of mine, then did 1 come

to know better and better that love was drawing him on, and

was drawing her from me. .

So passed more than another year; every day a year in its

number of my mixed impressions of grave pleasure and acute

pain ; and then these two, being of age and free to act legally

for themselves, came before me hand in hand (my hair being

now quite white), and entreated me that I would unite them

together.
" And indeed, dear tutor," said Adeiina, it is but

consistent in you that you should do this thing for us, seemg

that we should never have spoken together that first time

but for you, and that but for you we could never have met

so often afterwards." The whole of which ^vas literally true;

for I had availed myself of my many busmess attendances

on, and conferences with, my lady, to take Mr. Granville to

the house, and leave him in the outer room with Adelina.

I knew that my lady would object to such a marriage tor

her daughter, or to a:iy marriage that was other than an e

change of her for stipulated lands, goods, and monevs. Uut

looking on the two, and seeing with full eyes that they were

both young axid beautiful; and knowing that they were^alike

in the tastes and acquirements that will outiive you<:h and

beauty; and considering that Adelina had a fortune now m
her own keeping; and considering further that Mr Gjaiwille

though for the present poor, was of a good family tnat had

never Uved in a cellar in Preston; anJ. i>ehe\ang that their

love would endure, neither having any great discrepancy to

find out in the other,-I told them of my readiness to do this

thing which Adelina asked of her dear tutor, and to send

them forth, husband and wife, into the shming worid with

golden gates that awaited them.
, , .,

It w^ on a summ jr morning that I rose before the sun to

compose myself for the crowning of my ^vork with this end;

and my dwelling being near to the sea, I walked down to the

locks on the .hore, in order that I migut behol(. the sun in

bis majesty.

'«i
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The tranquillity upon the deep, and on the firmament, the

orderly withdrawal of the stars, the calm promise of coming

day, the rosy suffusion of the sky and waters, the ineffable

splendour that then burst forth, attuned my mind afresh

after the discords of the night. Methought that all I looked

on said to me, and that all I heard in the sea and in the air

said to me, " Be comforted, mortal, that thy life is so short.

Our preparation for what is to follow has endured, and shall

endure, for unimaginable ages."

I married them. I knew that my hand was cold when

I placed it on their hands clasped together; but the words

with which I had to accompany the action I could say with-

out faltering, and I was at peace.

They being well away from my house and from the place

after our simple breakfast, the time was come when I must

do what I had pledged myself to them that I would do,

—

break the intelligence to my lady.

I went up to the house, and found my lady in her ordinary

business-room. She happened to have an unusual amount

of commissions to intrust to me that day; and she had filled

my hai.-^«? with papers before I could originate a word.
" My lady," I then began, as I stood beside her table.

" Why, what's the matter? " she said quickly, looking up*
" Not much, I would fain hope, after you shall have pre-

pared yourself, and considered a little."

" Prepared myself; and considered a little! You appear

to have prepared yourself but indifferently, anyhow, Mr.

Silverman." This mighty scornfully, as I experienced my
usual embarrassment under her stare.

Said I, in self-extenuation once for all, " Lady Fareway, I

have but to say for myself that I have tried to do my duty."

"For yourself?" repeated my lady. "Then there are

others concerned, I see. Who are they? "

I was about to answer, when she made towards the bell

with a dart that stopped me, and said, " Why, where is

Adelina?"
"Forbear! be cahn, my lady. I married her this morning

to Mr. Granville Wharton."

She set her lips, looked more intently at me than e '^r,

raised her right hand, and smote me hard upon tw9

cheek.
" Give me back those papers ; give me back those papers

!
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She tore them out of my hands, and tossed them on her

toble Th«nseating hersilf defianUy in her great chair and

Sfdfng herarmsrfhe stabbed me to the heart with the

unlooked-for reproach, " You worldly wretch I

" Worldly? " I cried. " Worldly?
« This if you please,"-she went on with supreme scorn,

oointine me ou'^ as if there were some one there to see,-

^this ff you please, is the disinterested scholar, with not a

desii beyond^his \U:sl This, if you please, is the simple

creature whom any one could overreach m a bargain I This

Tyou plSe, is Mr. SUvermanl Not of thb world; not he!

He ^ t^ much simpUcity for this world's a.nning He

has too much singleness of purpose to be a match for this

world's double-d-aling. What did he give you for it?

" For whai • -^rho?

"

...
" How m- - asked, bending forward m h« great

rhalr and ii .* lapping the fingers of her nght hand

onthe^ , left^P "low much does Mr. Granvme

WhartoH^y you for gc.dng him AdeUna^ money? Wha^^

is the amount of your percentage upon Adelinas fortune^

Xt were the teris of the agreement that you propped to

thU boy when you, the Rev. George Silvennan ^censed to

marry, engaged to put him in possession of this girl? You

m^ good terms for yourself, whatever they were. He

would stand a poor chance against your keenness.

Bewldered, horrified, stumied by this cruel perversion

I coJld not speak. But I trust that I looked imiocent,

^^[bten to me, shrewd hypocrite," said my lady whose

aneer increased Is she gave it utterance; attend, ^o my

words you cumiing schemer, who have ^med this plot

rrouVwith such ^practised double face that I have never

^peSd you. I hii my projects for my daughter; pro-

jects for faJnUy comiexion; projects for fort^n^
not° one lo

thwarted them, and overreached me; but 1 am not one to

be tCarted and overreached without retaliation. Do you

mean to hold this living another month?

^o you deem it possible. Lady Fareway, that I can hold

it another hour, under >jar injurious words?

'"lrU^tfnt^r-ign«J, m lady, some micaU.

ago."



w

3^2 George Silverman's Explanation

" Don't equivocate, Sir. Is it resigned?
"

" Unconditionally and entirely; and I would that I had

never, never come near it !

"

" A cordial response from me to thai wish, Mr. SDverman

!

But take this with you. Sir. it you had no* resigned it,

I would have had you deprived of it. And though you have

resigned it, you will not get quit of me as easily as you

think for. I will pursue you with this story. I will make
this nefarious conspiracy of yours, for money, known. You
have made money by it, but you have at the same time made
an enemy by it. You will take good care that the money
sticks to you; I will take good care that the enemy sticks

to you."
Then said I finally, " Lady Fareway, I think my heart is

broken. Until I came into this room just now, the possi-

bility of such mean wickedness as you have imputed to me
never dawned upon my thoughts. Your suspicions "

" Suspicions ! Pah ! " said she indignantly. " Certainties."

" Your certainties, my lady, as you call them, your sus-

picions as I call them, are cruel, unjust, wholly devoid of

foundation in fact. I can declare no more; except that

I have not acted for my own profit or my own pleasure.

I have not in this proceeding considered myself. Once again,

I think my heart is broken. If I have unwittingly done

any wrong with a righteous motive, that is some penalty to

pay."

She received this with another and more indignant " Pah !

"

and I made my way out of her room (I think I felt my way
out with my hands, although my eyes were open), almost

suspecting that my voice had a repulsive sound, and that

I was a repulsive object.

There was a great stir made, the bishop was appealed to,

I received a severe reprimand, and narrowly escaped suspen-

sion. For years a cloud hung over me, and my name was

tarnished. But my heart did not break, if a broken heart

involves death; for I lived through it.

They stood by me, /delina and her husbana, through it

aU. Those who had known me at college, and even most of

those who had only known me there by reputation, stood by
me too. Little by little, the belief widened that I was not

capable of what was laid to my charge. At length I was

presented to a college-living in a sequestered place, and there

I



The Explanation 363

I now pen my explanation. I pen it at my opw window in

he su^er-tVbefore me, lying i" the
'-'^"f'^^y^^^Xr

resting-place for sound hearts, wounded »^«rt^
,»"^„^~^;:

hirts I pen it for the relief of my own mmd. not fore-

seeing whether or no it will ever have a reader.

THE END

'*TtMit* P*C5*% -̂^'^"^'^i^o




